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PREFACE. 


Somewhat sore ou the subject of those oriticisms which attri¬ 
buted to my writiugs endless scenes of recklessness—wild orgies 
of dissipation—and impossible achievements—I endeavoured to 
write a book in which, however extravagant and eccentric the hero, 
the incidents themselves might be more ordinary and familiar. To 
bo certain that 1 should not be “ out of drawing,” 1 began by 
taking my studies “ from the life,” and thus many of the characters 
in the present story wore after nature. 

Of the story itself and its short-comings, I have little to say. My 
attempt was to picture the conflict of a young fellow accustomed 
to the freedom of a semi-civilised life, its wayward impulses ai\d its 
venturesome accidents, with a world of whose more'regulated 
discipline he knew nothing. I imagined him to be the mark for 
match-making mothers, intriguing daughters, fashionable sharpers, 
and all those whose scheming faculties find their prey amongst the 
unwary and unsuspecting. No machinery is too simple to exhibit 
the work and play of human nature; and although the reader, ac¬ 
customed to look in my writings for scenes of riotous gaiety or 
national drollery; may be disappointed in the quieter tone of my 
present tale, I would beg him to believe that I have endeavoured 
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to replace the features which once won me his favour by more 
carefully weighed opinions, keener views of life, and more subtle 
discriminations of character. 

Tliere are many things in this story w'hich, were I to rewrite it, 
I should change; there is much in the general conduct of the 
narrative that I cannot defend; but I prefer to leave it quite un¬ 
altered rather than assume the task of upholding a corrected V(;r- 
sion as conveying all that I had originally' meant and intended. 

If there is anything in “ Itoland Cashel” worthy of the reader’s 
suffrage, 110 intimations of mine will bo needed to direct attention 
to it; and if its faults outbalance its merits, my apologies will be 
all iu vain ; but not so my appeal to that indulgence wliich the 
public has never hitherto w ithheld from riiy most devoted attempts 
to interest and amuse them. 

Of the deep value I attach to that good opinion aud that in¬ 
dulgence, I can give no stronger assurance than to declare I have 
no higher aim or ambition tlian to preserve them. 


Oasa Caiipoiii, Florence, 
October, 1858. 
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EOIASD CASHEL 


CHAPTER t 

And thus they lived ye inerrie yeare, 

For they were a jollie crewe 
Of pleasante laddes that knewe no feare, 

And—ae little of honestie too. 

BaiXADE OF CAft. Pike. 

Ouji talc opens on a gorgeous night of Midsummer—at an ora so little 
remote, that to name the precise year could have no interest for the reader, 
and in a region which seemed to combine all that is delightful in climate 
witli whatever is luxuriant and splendid in vegetation. It was upon the 
bank of a sraaE river, a tributary oi the Oronoco, not very distant from the 
picturesque city of Barcelonetta, that a beautiful viUa stood, the clegmicc 
of w'hosc iu-chitecturc, and the lavish magnificence of whose decorations, were 
alike evidence that neither taste nor wealth were wanting to its proprietor. 

In this laud whore Nature had been so prodigal of her gifts, the luxurious 
appointments of tliis princely abode seemed to partake of the character of a 
fairy palace; and the admixture of objects of high art, the treasures of 
Italian galleries and Spanish collections, with the more vivid realities of the 
scene, favoured tliis illusion. The fortunate owner of this paradise was a 
certain Pedro Kica, who, for something like fourteen years, had been a re¬ 
sident of Columbia. A widower, with an only child, then an infant of scarce 
a year old, he had arrived in that country seeking, as he said, by new scenes, 
and new associations, to erase, so far as might be, the painful memory of 
his late bereavement. 

While he gave it to be understood that he was a Spaniard by birth, some 
averred that he was a Mexican; others, that he was a Texan; and one or 
two alleged that he was an American of the Stales, an assumption that the 
case and fluency of his English went far to conoborate. Of whatever na¬ 
ve*. 1 . B 
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tion ho came, certain it is that a mysteiy hung over both his native land 
and his history; and as he showed little disposition to enlighten the world 
on these subjects, as is usual in such cases, his neighbours took their re¬ 
venge by inventing a hundred stories about him, each one only worse than 
the other. At one time it was said that lus wealth was acquired by piracy; 
at another, that he absconded from a Texan city, with a large sum belonging 
to the government; forgery—breach of trust, were among the commonest 
allegations; and the most charitable only averred that he made his money in 
the slave-trade. 

It is but fair to say, that the sole foundation for these various rumours 
lay in the stern distance of his manner, and the cold, almost repulsive, 
austerity -with which he declined all acquaintance with the neighbourhood. 
These traits, added to the voluptuous splendour of a retinue and a style of 
living infinitely above all around, gradually estranged from lum the few who 
attempted to form an intimacy, and loft him to live—as it seemed he [)rc- 
ferred—a life of solitary magiiificenco; an object of affected pity to many, 
but of real envy to all. 

As his daughter grew up, he was accustomed to visit tlie sea-coast each 
summer for some weeks, and from these absences he, now, usually returned 
with one or two acquaintances, for the most part officers of the Ooliirabiaii 
navy, with whom he had formed an intimiicy at the sea-side. Such ac¬ 
quaintanceship seemed to increase from year to year, till at last each 
autumn saw the “ Villa de las Noches Eutretonidas,” “ of the jileasant 
nights,” crowded with gucst.s, whose wAl orgies W'crc in strange contrast to 
the former stillness and quietude within thorc walls. 

A more motley and discordant assemblage it would be hard to conceive, 
consisting as they did of adventurers from every land of Europe,. The wild 
and reckless outcast of every clime and country, the beggared .speculator, 
the ruined gambler, the duellist with blood upon his hand, the defaulter 
with shame upon his forehead. All that good morals reject, and the law 
pursues, mingled with ‘others whose faults went no further than waste or 
improvidence, or the more venial shi, that they can'.c poor into the world, 
and were stamped “ Adventurers” from the cradle. 

A service i.hat never exorcised too nice a scrutiny into the hnhiis of its 
followers, and whose buccaneer life had all the freedom of piracy, with the 
assumption of a recognised class, ollcrod no mean attraction to the lover of 
enterprise; and eortannly, if the standard of morals was low, that of daring, 
reckless adventure, was the very opposite. 

Amid this pleasant company, we must now ask pardon for introducing 
out reader, with this saving assurance, that he shall not have long to corn- 
name with such companionship. It was, as we have said, a summer’.' mght. 
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A sky, all glitteriB^ ^tli stars, spread its dark Wue camipy over a scene 
Trlicre, ainid tlie banana, the manioc, and the plantain, flowers of every 
bright hue were blooming, and fountains gushing; while, through an atmo¬ 
sphere, trcmuloas with the song of the mocking-bird, lire-flies were glancing 
and glittering. 

In the deep piazza before the Villa was now assembled a numerous party 
of men disposed in every attitude of lounging, case, and abandonment; 
they seemed, though perhaps after very different estimates, to be enjoying 
the delicious balm and freshness of the night air. They were of various 
ages; and although the greater number showed by their dress that they 
belonged to the naval service, other signs, not less distinctive, pronounced 
that they were drawn from classes of life as varied as they wore numerous; 
while, here and there, a Caballero might be seen attired in the pieturesque 
costume of the Caraccas, his many-coloured scarf and plumed hat aiding, 
in no inconsiderable degree, the picturesque effect of a scene S;ilvator 
might have painted. 

Not only beneath the piazza itself, hut on the marble steps, and oven be 
neath them again, on the close-shaven turf, the party lay, sated as it were 
with s[)londour, and roenuting strength for new' dissipations. Some sat 
talking in low and whisporiug voices, as if unwilling, even by a sound, to 
brt^iik the stilly calm. Others, in iKjrfcot silence, seemed to drink in the 
soof hing influence of that tranquil moment, or smoked the cigarettes in 
dreamy indolence; while at intervals, from the leafy groves, a merry laugh, 
or the tinkling of a guitar, would mingle with the bubbling murmur of the 
fomitaius, making tlio very stillness yet more still as they ceased. BOiind 
the ])iazza, and opening by several huge windows upon it, could be seen a 
sjilcndid saloon, resiilcndent with wax-lights, and stiE displaying ou the 
loaded table the remnants of a sumptuous repast, amid which vessels of 
gold and vases of flowers appeared. Here, yet Engcred two or three 
guests—spirits who set no store ou an entertainment if it did not, de¬ 
generate iui.o debauch. 

A. broad ahey, flanked by tall hedges of the prickly pear, led from the 
Villa to a litllo mound, on which a chesnui-treo stood, the patriarch of the 
wood; a sj)kndid tree it was, and worthy of a better destiny than it now 
fullillod, as, lighted up by several Iwiterns .suspended from the branches, it 
spread its shade over a large table where a party were playing at “ Monte.” 

Even without the suggestive aid of the large heaps of gold beside each 
player, and piled iu the middle of tlie table, the grave and stejidfast faces 
of some, the excited look of others, and the painful intensity of inteicst in 
.aE, sliow/cd that tho play was high. StEl, although snob was the case, ;md 
whEe the players were men whose hot blood and reckless Eves did but Ettle 
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dispose them to put the curb upou their tempers, not a word was spoken 
aloud; nor did a gesture or a look betray the terrible vacillations of hope 
and fear the changeful fortune of the game engendered. Standing near the 
table, but not mingling in the play, stood Don Pedro himself, his sallow 
and melancholy features fixed upon the game, with an expression that 
might mean sorrow or deep anxiety, it wore difficult to say which. Beside 
liim, at a small table littered with papers and writing materials, sat his 
steward, or intendant, a German named Gekheimcr, a beetle-browed, white- 
cheeked, thick-lipped fellow, whose aquiline features and guttui-al accents 
told that lending money at enormous interest was no uncongenial occupa¬ 
tion. Such was Ills present, and indeed almost his only duty; for, while 
Don Pedro seldom or never played, gaming was the invariable occupation 
of the guests, whose means to support it were freely supplied by the 
steward; the borrowers either passing a simple note for repayment, or, 
when the sum was a heavy one, mortgaging their share in the next prize 
they should capture. Other contracts, it was rumoured, were occasionally 
resorted to, but of such we sludl speak anon. 

At a short distance from the table, but sufficiently near to observe the 
game, stood one on whom nothing short of the passion of play coidd have 
prevented every eye being bent. But so it was; she stood alone and un¬ 
marked, while all the interest was concentrated upon the game. Dressed 
in a white tunic or chemise, fastened round the waist by a gold girdle, 
stood MaritaHa iliea, her large and lustrous black eyes eagerly turned to 
where two youths were standing intensely occupied by the play. Her 
neck, arms, and shoulders were bare, in Mexican fashion, and even the 
mantilla she wore over her head was less as a protection than as a neces¬ 
sary accompaniment of a costume, wliich certainly is of the simplest kind. 
Except tlie chemise, she had no other garment, save a jupc of thin lama- 
wool, beautifully embroidered and studded with precious stones; this ter¬ 
minated below the middle of the leg, displaying an ankle and foot no 
Grecian statue ever surpassed in beauty. , 

If the deep brown of her skin almost conveyed the reproach—and such 
it is—of Indian blood, a passing glance at tlie delicate outline of her fea¬ 
tures, and, in particular, of her mouth, at once contradicted the. suspicion. 
The lips were beautifully arched, and, although plump and rounded, had 
none of the fulness of the degraded race. These were now slightly parted, 
displaying teeth of surprising whiteness, and imparting to the whole ex¬ 
pression a character of speaking animation. Although not yet sixteen, her 
figure had all the graceful development of womanhood, without having en¬ 
tirely lost a certain air of fawn-like elasticity, which, from time to time, 
her gestures of impatience displayed. 
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The two young men, on whom her interest seemed fixed, were playing in 
partnership, and, in their highly-wrought passion, never once looked up 
from the board. One, somewhat taller and older by a few years, appeared 
to exercise the guidance of their play; and it was .easy to sec, in the 
swollen and knotted veins of his forehead, in the clenched hands, and in 
the tremulous lip, the passionate nature of a confirmed gambler. The 
younger, whose dress of green velvet, slashed and braided in Mexican 
taste, and whose wide-leaved sombrero was decorated with a long sash of 
light blue silk, whose deep, gold fringe hung upon his shoulder, was evi¬ 
dently one less enamoured of play, and more than ,'once busied himself in 
an-anging the details of his costume, of which he seemed somewhat vain. 
It was in one of these moments that his eyes met those of Muritafla fixed 
steadfastly upon him, and, fascinated by her unmoved stare, he felt his 
check grow hot, and, whether from a sense of shame or a still more tender 
motive, the blush spread over his face and forehead. Marilaiia looked 
steadily, almost stonily, at him, and then, with a slight toss of her head, so 
slight that none save he who had watched her intently could read its 
scornful import, she turned away. The youth did not wait a moment, but, 
sliiipiug from his place, followed along the alley he had seen her take. 

He who remained, unconscious of his friend’s departure, continued to 
mutter about the chances of the game, and speculate on the amount he 
would dare to hiizard. “ She is against us every time, Eolaud!” said he, 
in a low, half-whispering voice. “ Forlune will not smile, woo her how we 
may! S))e.ak, amigo mio, shall wo risk all ?” As he spoke, he began count¬ 
ing the piles of glittcriug gold before liim, but liis hand trembled, and the 
pieces clung to his nmist fingers, so that lie was too late for the deal. 

“ Sixteen liuiidred,” muttered he to himself. “Ten—twenty—thirty.” 

“ The bank loses!” cried the. croupier, announcing the game. 

" Loses!” screamed the young man, in an accent whose piercing agony 
slarllod the wliole.board—“loses! because it was the only time 1 had no 
wager. .5ee, Roland, sec how true it is; there is a curse upon us.”' Uc 
seized the arm of the person at his side, and clenched it with a convulsive 
energy as he spoke. 

“ Saporiotc ! my yoimg friend; you’ll never change luck by tearing my 
old uniform,” growled out a rugged-looking German skipper, who, com¬ 
manding a smijl privateer, afFected the rank and style of a naval ollicer. 

“ Oh, is it you, Hans ?” said the youth, carelessly; " I thought it had 
been one of our own fellows. Only think the bank should lose, because I 
made no stake; see now, watch this. Halt I” cried lie to the dealer, in a 
voice that at once arrested his band. “ Yon give one no time. Sir, to decide 
upon'liis game,” said be, with a savage irascibility, wliich continued bad 
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luck had carried to tbs highest pitch. “ Players who risk their two or three 
crowns may not object; but, if a man desires to make a heavy slake, it is 
but common courtesy to wait a moment. A thousand doubloons, the red 
queen—fifteen hundred,” added he, quickly, “fifteen, and thirty-five—or 
eight.” So saying, he pushed with both hands the great heap of gold 
pieces into the middle of the table; and then, with eyes bloodshot and 
glaring, he watched each card that fell firom the banker’s fingers. 'Wheu 
the first row of cards were dealt, all was in his favour, and, as the banker 
took up the second pack, a long suppressed siglj broke from the gambler’s 
bosom. It seemed, at length, as if fortune had grown weary of persecut¬ 
ing him. 

“ Come, Enrique,” said a handsomely-dressed and fine-looking man, who 
stood opposite to him, “ luck has turned at last, there is notliiug but the 
queen of spades against you!” 

As if by some magic spell he had called the card, the words were not 
out when it dropped upon the table. A cry of mingled amazement and 
horror burst from the players, whose natures would seem to recognise some 
superstitious influence in such marked casualties. As for Eurique, he stood 
perfectly still and silent; a horrible smile, the ghastly evidence of an hys¬ 
terical effort, sat upon his rigid features, and at length two or three heavy 
drops of blood trickled from his nostril, and fell upon his shirt. 

“ Where’s Roland ?” said he, in a faint whisper, to a young man behind 
him. 

“ I saw him with Maritafia, walking towards the three fountains.” 

Enrique’s pallid check grew scarlet, and rudely pushing his way through 
the crowd, he disappeared from view. 

“ There goes a man in a good humour to boai'd a prize,” said one of 
the bystanders, coolly, and the play proceeded without a moment’s inter- 
rujtiiou. 

With his broad-leaved hat drawn down upon his brows, and his head sunk 
upou'his bosom, he traversed the winding walks with the step of one who 
knew their every turning; at last he reached a lonely and unfrequented 
part of the garden, whore the path, leading for some distance along the 
margin of a small lake, suddenly turned off towards a flower terrace, in the 
midst of which “the three fountains” stood. 

Instead of taking the shortest way to the spot, Enrique left the walk and 
entered a grove of trees, through whose thick shade he proceeded silently 
and cautiously. The air was cahn and motionless, and noue save one who 
liad received the education of a prairie hunter, could have followed that 
track so noiselessly. By degrees the wood beeamo open, and his progress 
more oiroumspeet., when he suddenly halted. 
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Directly in front of Mm, not twenty paces from where he stCKxJ, was tha 
terrace, over which, in the stilly night e^r, the fountmn threw a light spray- 
like shower, mstlingi as it fell upon the leaves, with a murmuring sotmi. 
Lower down, was a little basin surrounded by a border of white marble: 
and beside this two figures were now standing, whom, by the clear starlight 
he could easDy recognise to be Roland and MaritaBa. 

The former, with folded arms, and head beat down, as if in thought, 
leaned against a tree, whik MaritaBa stood beside the fountain, moving 
her foot to and fro in the clear water, and, as though entirely Migrossed 
by her childish pastime, never bestowed a look upon her companion. At 
last, she ceased suddenly, and turning abruptly round, so as to stand full 
in front of Mm, said, “ Well, Senhor> am 1 to hope our pleasant interview 
is ended, or have I still to hear more of ybur complaints, those gentle remon-. 
strances that sound, to my ears at least, more wearisome than words of 
downright anger ?” ' 

“You have not heard me patiently,” said the youth, advancing towards 
her, while the slightly shaken tones of hk voice conlrasted strangely with 
the assured and haughty acoents in which he spoke. 

“ Patiently!” echoed she, with a scornful laugh. “ And where was this 
same goodly gift to bo learned f Among the pleasant company we have 
quitted, Senlior ? whose friendships of a night are oelobratcd by a brawl on 
tlic morrow ! I’rom the most exemplary crew of the Kmeralda, and, in 
particular, the worthy lieutenant, Don Roland da Castcl, who, if report 
speaks truly, husbands the virtue so rigidly that he cannot spare the 
smallest portion to expend upon his friends ?” 

“ If my thrift had extended to oilier matters,” said the youth, bitterly, 
“ mayhap I should not have to listen to language like this ?” 

“What say you. Sir?” cried the girl, passionately, as she stamped 
upon the ground with a gesture of violent anger. “Do you affect to 
say, that it matters to me whether you stood there as loaded with gold 
as on (he morning you brought back that Mexican prize, and played iiio 
hero with suqji martial modesty; or as poor—as poor—as bad luck at cards 
can make you ? If 1 loved you, I’d have as little care for one event as the 
other! ” 

" You certainly thought more favourably of me then, tlion now, Mari¬ 
taBa !” said Roland, diffidently. 

“ 1 know not why you say so!” 

“ At least you accepted my hand in betrothal—^” 

“ Stay!” cried she, impetuously. “ Did I not tell you, tlien, before the 
assembled witncsscs.^before my falhcp—what a mockery tMs same cere¬ 
mony was—that its whole aim and object was to take advantage of that 
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disgraceful law tlrat caa make an unmarried girl, a widow, to inherit the for¬ 
tune of one she never would have aooepted as her husband. Speak, Sir !— 
and saj, did J not tell you this, and more too, that such a bridal ceremony 
brought little'fortune to the bridegroom, fat that already I had been thrice 
a widowed bride ? Nay, more, you heard me swear as idemnly, that while 
I regarded the act as one of deep profanation, I felt in no wise bound by 
it. It is idle, then, to speak of oar betrothal !’“ 

“ It is true, MaritaSa, you said all this; although, perhaps, yon had not 
now remembered it, had not some other succeeded to that place in your 
regard-” 

“ There, there!” cried she, stopping him impatiently. “ I will not listen 
again to tlie bead-roll of your jealousies. People must have loved very 
Lttlc, or too much, to endure that kind of torture. Besides, why tell me 
of these things? Ion are, they say, a most accomplished hunter, and can 
answer me,—^if, when in chase of an antelope, a jaguar joins the sport, you 
do not turn upon him at once, the worthier and nobler enemy, and thus, as 
it were, protect what had been your prey.” 

Tlie youth seemed stung to the quick by this pitiless sarcasm; and, 
although he made no reply, his hands, convulsively clutched, bespoke 
the torrent of agitation within him. “ Yon are right, Maritaha!” 
said he, after a pause. “ It is idle to talk of our betrothal—I release 
yon.” 

“ Release me!” said she, laugliing contemptuously; “ this is a task I always 
perform for myself, Senlior, and by the shortest of methods, as thus.” As 
she spoke, she struggled to tear from her linger a ring, which resisted all 
her cffoi-ts; at last, by a violent wrench, she sneoeeded, and holding it up 
for a second, till the large diamond glittered like a star, she threw it into 
the still fountain at her feet. “ There, amigo mio, I release —never 
was freedom more willingly accorded 1” 

“ Never was there a slave more weary of Ids servitude!” said tlie youth, 
bitterly. ‘ “ If Don Pedro Rica but tear his accursed bond, 1 should feel 
myself my own again.” 

“ Ho will scarce refuse yon, Sir, if the rumour be correct that says yon 
have lost eleven thousand doubloons at play. The wealthy conqueror stands 
on very different ground from the ruined gambler. Go to him at once I 
Ask back the paper I Tell him yon have neither a heart nor a fortune to 
bestow upon bis daughter! That, as a gambler, fettered by the lust for 
play, you have lost all soul for those hazardous enterprises that win a girl’s 
lore, and a father’s consent.” 

She waited for a moment, that he might reply; and then, impatient, perhaps, 
at his sEence, added—"I did not think, Benhor, you esteemed yourself so 
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rich a prize! Be of good cheer, however! They who are less cognisant of 
yonr deserts will be more eager to secure them.” 

With these slighting words she turned away. Boland advanced as if to 
follow her, but with a contemptuous gesture of the hand she waved him 
back, and he stood like one speU-bound, gazing after her, till she disappeared 
in the dark distance. 


CHAPTEB II. 

“ La Diche viene quando no ae agaarda.”— Si’Anbh Peoverb. 

(Good lock comes when it is sot looked for.) 

Bolakd looked for some minutes in the direction by which Maritafla had 
gone, and then, with a sudden start, as if of some newly taken resolve, took 
the path towards the Villa. He had not gone far when, at the turn of the 
way, he came in front of Enrique, who, with hasty steps, was adviutcing 
towards him. 

"Lost, everything lost!” exclaimed the latter, with a mournful gesture 
of his hands. 

“ All gone!” cried Roland. 

" Every crown in the world I” 

“ Be it so; there is an end of gambling, at least!” 

“You bear your losses nobly, Senhor !” said Enrique, sneeringly; “and, 
before a fitting audience, might claim the merit of an accomplished gamester. 
J am, however, most unworthy to witness such fine philosophy. I recognise 
in bcg;;ary notiiiug but disgrace!” 

“ Bear il, then, and the whole load, too!” said Boland, sneeringly. “To 
your solicitations only I yielded in taking my place at that accursed table. 
I had neither a passion for play, nor the lust for money-getting; you thought 
to teach n)c both, and, peradveuture, you have made me despise them more 
than ever.” 

“ What a moralist!” cried Enrique, laugMng insolently, “ who discovers 
that he has cared neither for his mistress nor his money till he has lost 
both.” 

“What do you mean?” said Boland, trembling with passion. 

f‘ I never sneak in riddles.” was the cool renlv. 
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“ This, then, ia meant as insult,” said Boland, approaching closer, and 
speaking.in a stUl lower voice; “or is it merely the passion of a disap¬ 
pointed gambler ?” 

“ And if it were, amigo luio,” retorted the other, “ what more fitting 
stake to set against the anger of a rqectcd lover ?” 

“ Be it 80 !” cried Boland, fiercely; “ you never caught up a man more 
disposed to indulge your humour. Shall it be now P” 

" Could not so much courage keep warm till daylight F” said Enrique, 
calmly. “ Below the fountains there is a very quiet spot.” 

“ At sunrise ?” 

“ At sunrise,” echoed Enrique, bowing with affected courtesy, till tlie 
streamers from his hat touched the ground. 

" Now for my worthy father-in-law elect,” said Boland; " and to see 
iim before he may hear of this business, or I may find it difficult to obtain 
my divorce.” When the youth arrived at the Villa, the party were as¬ 
sembled at supper. The great saloon, crowded with guests and hurrying 
menials, was a scone of joyous but reckless conviviality, the loud laughter 
and 'the louder voices of the company striking on Boland’s ear with a 
grating discordance he had never experienced before. The sounds of that 
festivity he had been wont to recognise, as the pleasant evidence of free and 
high-souled enjoyment, now jarred heavily on his senses, and he wondered 
within himself how long he had hved in such companionship. 

Well knowing that the supper party would not remain long at table, 
while high pky continued to have its hold upon the guests, ho strolled into 
one of the shady alleys, watching from time to time for the breaking up of 
the entertainment. At last some two or three arose, and preceded by 
servants with lighted flambeaux, took the way towmds the gaming-table. 
They were speedily followed by others, so that in a brief space—except by 
the usual group of hard-drinkiug souls, who ventured upon no'stake save 
that of health—the room was deserted. 

. He looked eagerly for Don Pedro, but could not see him, as it was 
occasionally his practice to retire to his library, long before his guests 
sought their repose. Boland made a circuit of the Villa, and soon came to 
the door of this apartment, wliich led into a small flower-garden. Tapping 
gently here, he received a summons to enter, and found himself before Don 
Pedro, who, seated before a table, appeared deeply immersed in matters of 
business. 

Boland did not need the cold and almost stem reception of his host to 
make him feel his intrusion very painfully; and he hastened to express his 
extreme regret that he should be comp^ed by any circumstances to ties- 
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pass on leisure so evidently destined for privacy. "But a fovr moments’ 
patient hearing,” continued he, “ will show that to me at least the object 
of this visit did not admit of delay.” 

“Be seated, Senhor; and, if I may ask it withoat incivility, be brief, for 
I have weighty matters before me.” 

“ I will endeavour to be so,” said Boland, civilly, and resumed: “ This 
evening, Don Pedro, has seen the last of twenty-eight thousand Spanish 
dollars, which, five weeks since, I cjuried here along with me. They were 
ray share, as commander.of the Exmralda, when she captured a Mciican 
bark in May last. They were won with hard blows and some danger— 
they were squandered in disgrace at the gaming-table.” 

“ Porgive me,” said Don Pedro, “ you can scarcely adhere to your pledge 
of brevity if you permit yourself to bo led away by moralising; just say 
how tlus event concerns me, and wherefore the present visit.” 

Boland became red with anger and shame, and when he resumed it was 
in a voice tremulous with iU-suppressed passion. “ I did not come here for 
your sympathy, Senhor. If tho circumstance 1 have mentioned had no 
relation to yourself, you had not seen me hare. I say that I have now lost 
all that 1 was possessed of in the world.” 

" Agahi I must interrupt you, Senhor Boland, by saying that these are 
details for Geizheimer, not for me. He, as you well know, transacts ah 
matters of money, and if you desire a loan, or are in want of any immediate 
assistance, I’m sure you’ll find him in every way dbposed to meet your 
wishes.” 

" Thanks, Senhor, but I am not inclined for such aid. I will neither 
mortgage my blood nor my courage, nor promise three hundred per cent, 
for the means of a night at tho gambling-table.” 

“ Tlion pray, Sir, how am I to understand your visit? Is it intended for 
the sake of retailing to mo your want of fortune at play, and charging me 
with the results of your want of skUl or luck ?” 

“Par froiii it, Senhor. Il i.s simply to make known that I am ruihed; 
that I have uothiug left me in the world; and that, as one whose fortune 
has deserted him, 1 have come to ask back that bond by wkeh 1 accepted 
your daughter’s hand in betrothal.” 

A burst of laughter from Don Pedro here stopped the speaker, who, 
with flushed check and glaring eyeballs, stared at this sudden outbreak. 
“Do you know for what you ask me, Senhor?” said Bica, smiling 
insolently. 

“ Yes, 1 ask for what you never could think to enforce—-to make me, a 
beggar, the husband of your daughter.” 
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" Most true—I never thought of sueh an allianoe. I believe you were 
told that Columbian law gives these contracts the force of a legal claim, in 
the event of survivorship j and you flattered yourself perhaps too hastily, 
that other ties, more binding stiM might grow from it. If Fortune was as 
fickle with you here as at the card-table, the fault is not in me." 

"But of what avail is it now?” said Roland, passionately. "If I died 
to-morrow, there is not sufficient substance left to buy a suit of moiu-ning 
for my poor widow.” 

“ She could, perhaps, dispense with outward grief,” said Pedro, sneer- 

ii«ly- 

“ I say again,” cried Boland, with increased agitation, “this bond is not 
worth the paper it is written on. I leave the service—^I sail mto another 
latitude, and it is invalid—a mere mockery!” 

' “ Not so fast. Sir,” said Pedro, slowly, “ there is a redeeming clause, by 

which you, on paying seventy thousand doubloons, arc released of your 
contract, with my concurrence. Mark that well—with my concurrence it 
must be. Now, I have the opinion of learned counsel, in countries where 
mayhap your adventurous fancy has already carried you, that this clause 
embraces the option which side of the contract I should desire to enforce.” 

“ Such may bo your law here; I can have little doubt that any iufamy 
may pass for justice in this favoured region,” said Boland; “but I’ll 
never believe that so base a judgment could be uttered where civilisation 
prevails. Ai all events. I’ll try the case. I now teU you frankly, that, 
to-morrow, I moan to resign my rank and commission in this service; 
I mean to quit tliis country, with no intention ever to revisit it.' If you 
still choose to retain a contract whose illegality needs no stronger proof 
thim that it affects to bind one party only. I’ll not waste further time by 
thinking of it.” 

“ I win keep it, Senlior,” interrupted Pedro, calmly. “ I knew a youth, 
once, yrho had as humble an opinion of his fortunes as you have now; and 
yet h'c died—not in this service, indeed, but in these seas—and his fortune 
well requited tlie trouble of its claimant.” 

" I have no right to trespass longer on you. Sir,” said Roland, bowing. 
“I wish I could thank you for aU your hospitality to me with a more 
fitting courtesy; I must confess myself your debtor without hope of 
repayment.” 

“ Have you signified to Don Gomez Noronja your intention to resign ?” 

"I shall do it within half an hour.” 

"You forget that your resignation must be accepted by the Minister; 
that no peremptory permission can be accorded by a captain in commission, 
save under a guarantee of ten thousand crowns for a captain, and seven for 
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a lieutenant, the stun to be estreated if the individual quit the service 
without leave. This, at least, is law you cannot dispute!” 

Boland hung down his head, thunderstruck by an announcement which, 
at one swoop, dashed away all his hopes. As he stood silent and over¬ 
whelmed, Don Bedro continued; “ You see. Sir, that the service knows how 
to value its officers, even when they set little store by the service. Knowing 
that young men are fickle and fanciful, with caprices that carry them faster 
than sound judgment, they have made the enactment I speak of. And, 
even were you to give the preliminary notice, where will you be when the 
time expires? In what parallel south of Cape Horn? Among the islands 
of the Southern Pacific; perhaps upon the coast of Africa? No, no; 
take my advice; do not abandon your career; it is one in which you liave 
already won distinction. Losses at play are easily repaired iu these seas. 
Our navy- ” 

“ Is nothing better than a system of piracy!” broke in Boland, savagely. 
“ So long as, in ignorance of its real character, I walked beneath your flag, 
the heaviest crime which could be imputed to me was but the folly of a 
rash-brpined boy. I feel that I know better now; I’ll serve rmder it no 
more.” 

“ Dangerous words, these, Senhor, if reported in the quarter where they 
would be noticed.” 

Boland turned an indignant glance at him as ho uttered this threat, and 
with an expression so fi^ of passion, that Bica, for a few seconds, seemed 
to feel that lie had gone too far. " I did but suggest caution, Senhor,” 
said he, timidly. 

“Take care that you practise as well as preach the luibit,” muttered 
Boland, “ or you’ll find that you have exploded your own mine.” 

Tliis, which he uttered as he left the room, was in reality notliing more 
than a vague menace; but it was understood in a very different sense by 
Pedro, who stood pale and trembling with agitation, gazing at the door by 
which the youth departed. At last he moved forward, and ppcntng it, 
called out—“ Senhor Boland! Boland, come back! Let me speak to you 
agaiu.” But already he was far beyond hearing, as with all his speed he 
hastened down the alley. 

Don Pedro’s resolves were soon formed; he rang his bell at once, and 
summoning a servant, asked if Don Gomez Noronja was still at table ? 

“He has retired to his room, Senhor,” was tlie reply. 

A few moments after, Bica entered the chamber of his gncsl, where he 
remained in close conversation till nigh daybreak- As he reached his own 
apartment, the sound of horses’ feet and carriage-wheels was heard upon the 
gravel, and tnrowing up the window, Bica called out— 



14 


BOLAJOJ CASHEL. 


“ Is that Don Inrique ?” 

" Yes, Senhor, taking French leave, as you -would call it. A bad return 
for a Spanish welcome; but duty leaves no alternative.” 

“ Arc you for the coast, then ?” 

“With all speed. Our captain received important despatches in the 
night. We shall be afloat before forty hours. Adios!” 

The farewell was cordially re-echoed by Rica, who closed the window, 
muttering to hinaself—“ So! all will go well at last.” 

While Enrique was making all the speed towards the sea-shore a light 
calhche and four horses could accomplish, lioland was pacing with- im¬ 
patient steps the little plot of grass whore so soon he expected to find him¬ 
self in deadly conflict with his enemy. 

Never was a man’s mind more suited to the puriwsc for wliich he waited. 
Dejected, insulted, and ruined in one night, he had little to live for, and 
felt far loss eager to be revenged of his adversary, than to rid himself of a 
hated existence. It was to no purpose that he could say, and say truly, that 
he had never cared for any of these things, of wliich he now saw himself 
stripped. His liking for Maritafia had never gone beyond great admiration 
for her beauty, and a certain spiteful pleasure in exciting those bursts of 
passion over which she exercised not the slightest control. It was caprice, 
not love; the delight of a schoolboy in the power to torment, without the 
-whih to retain, ffis self-love, then, it was, was wounded on flndiug tliat 
she, with whose tcmjier he had sported, could turn so terribly upon him¬ 
self. The same feeling was outraged by Enrique, wbo seemed to know aud 
exult over his defeat. These sources of bittcn-icss, being all aggravated by 
the insulting manner of Don Pedro, made up a mass of indignaut and angry 
feelings whicli warred and goaded liim iJmost to madness. 

The long-expected dawn broke slowly, and aitliough, a few moments after 
sunrise, the whole sky became of a rich rose colour, these few moineuls 
seemed like an age to the impatient thoughts of him who thirsted for his 
vengeance 

lie walked hastily np and down the space, waiting now imd again to 
listeu, and then, disappointed, resumed his jiatli, with some gesture of im¬ 
patience. At last he heard footsteps approaching. They came nearer aud 
nearer; and now, he could hear the branches and the trees bend and crack, 
as some one forced a pa.ssage through them. A swelling feeling about the 
heart bespoke the anxiety with which he listened, when a figure appeared, 
-u hich even at a glance be knew to bo not Enrique’s. As the man approached 
he took off his hat respectfully, and presented a letter. 

“ From Don Enrique ?” said Roland and then tearing open the paper, 
he read— 
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" ‘ Awgo Mio, 

‘ Not mine the fault that I do not stand before you now instead of these 
few Hues; but Noronja has receired news of these Chilian fellows, and sent 
me to get the eraft ready for sea at oneo. We shall meet theu in a few 
hours; and, if so, let it be as comrades. The service and our oxvn rules 
forbid a duel so long as we arc afloat and on duty. Whatever be your 
humour when next we touch shore again, rely upon finding me ready to 
meet it, cither as an enemy or as 

‘“Your friend, 

“ ‘EsaKinE BA COBBOVA.’ ” 

A single exclamation of disappointment broke from Roland, but the 
moment after aU former anger was gone. The old spirit of oomrade.afi’ectiou 
began to seek its accustomed channels, and he left the spot, happy to think 
how different had been his feeling, than if he were quitting it with the blood 
of his shipmate on his hands. 

Although he now saw that his coniinnanen in the service for the pre¬ 
sent was inevitable, be had fully made uj) his mind to leave it, and, witli 
it, habits of lilc whose low excesses had now become intolerable. So long 
a.s the spirit of adventure and daring sustained him, so long the re.spite of a 
few months’ shore life was a season o%)lciisurc and delight; but as by 
degrees the real character of his associates became clearer, and he saw iu 
them men who cared for enterprise no furtlier than for its gain, and calcu¬ 
lated each hazardous exploit by its profit, be felt that he was now following 
the career of a bravo, who hires out his arm aud sells his courage. This 
'revolted every sentiment of his mind, and come what would, he resolved to 
abandon it. In these d.iy-dreams of a new existence the memory of two 
years passed in the Pam])as constantly mingled, aud he could not help con¬ 
trasting the happy and hoaltliful contentment of the simple hunter with the 
voluptuous but cankered pleasures of the wealthy bncoanecr. Once more 
beneath ihc wooded shades of the tall banana, he thought how-free and 
peaceful his days would glide by, free from the rude conflicts he now wit¬ 
nessed, and the miserable jealoiisies of these ill-assorted companionships. 
For some hours he wandered, revolving thoughts like these; and at length 
turned his steps towards the Villa, determined, so long as Ids captain 
romuLned, that ho would take up his quarters at Barcelonetta, nor in future 
accept of the hospitality of Don Rica’s house. With this intention ho was 
returning to arrange for the removal of his luggage, when his attention was 
excited by the loud cracking of whips, and the shrill cries that aooompanied 
the sounds of “ The Post! the Post! ” 

In a ■moment every window of the Villa was thrown open, and heads, in 
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erery species of night-gear, and every stage of sleepy astonishment, thrust 
out; for the Post, be it observed, was but a monthly phenomenon, and the 
arrival of letters was very often the signal for a total break-up of the 
whole household. 

The long waggon, drawn by four black mules, and driven by a fellow 
whose wide-tasseled sombrero and long moustaches seemed to savour 
more of the character of a melodrama than real life, stopped before the 
chief entrance of the Villa, and was immediately surrounded by the 
guests, whose hurried wardrobe could only be excused in so mild a 
climate. 

“ Anything for me, Truxillo ?” cried one, holding up a dollar temptingly 
between finger and thumb. 

" Where are my cigarettos ?” 

“And my mantle ?” 

“ And my gunP” 

• “And the Senhora’s embroidered slippers?” cried a maid, as she ran¬ 
sacked every comer where the packages lay. 

The driver, however, paid little attention to these various demands; 
but loosening the bridles of his beasts, he proceeded to wash their mouths 
with some water fetched from the fountain, coolly tolling the applicants that 
they might help themselves, onl^to spare something for the people of Bar- 
celonctta, for he knew there was a letter or two for that place. 

“ What have we here P” cried one of the guests, as a mass of something 
enveloped in a horse-sheet lay tolled up in the foot of the calhche, where 
the driver sat. 

“Ah! par Dios!” cried the man, laughing, “I had nearly forgotten 
that fellow. He is asleep, poor devil! He nearly died of cold in the 
night! ” 

“ Who is he—what is he P” 

“ A traveller from beyond San Luis in search of Don Pedro.” 

*‘Of jno?” said Don Pedro, whose agitation became, in spite of all 
bis efl'orts, visible to every one; at the same instant that, pulling back 
the cloak rudely, he gazed at the sleeping stranger—“I never saw him 
before.” 

“ Come, awake—stir up, Senhor!” said the driver, poking the passenger 
very unccremonionsly with his whip. “We are arrived—this is the Villa 
de las Noches Entretenidas—here is Don Pedro himself!” 

"The Lord he praised!” said a short, round-faced little man, who, with 
a nightcap drawn over his ears, and a huge cravat enveloping his chin, now 
struggled to look around him. “At last!” sighed he; “Pm sure I 
alniost gave up all hope of it.” These words were spoken in English, but 



ROLAND CASHEL. 


17 


even that evidence Tvas not necessary to show that the little plump figure 
in drab gaiters and shorts was not a Spaniard. 

“Aio you Don Peter, Sir—are you really Don Peter?” said he, rub¬ 
bing his eyes, and looking hurriedly around to assure liimsolf he was not 
dreaming. 

“What is your business with me—or have you any?” said Rica, in a 
voice barely above a whisper. 

“ Have I!—Did I come six thousand miles in search of you? Oli dear, 
oh dear. I can scarcely think it all over, even now. But still there may 
be nothing done if he isn’t here.” 

" What do yon moan P” said Rica, impatiently. 

“Mr. Roland Cashel; Roland Cashel, Esq., I should caE him now. 
Sir.” 

“That’s ray name!” said the youth, forcing his way through the crowd, 
and standing in front of the traveller. 

The little man put his hand into a breast-pocket, and drew out a little 
book, opening wliich he began to road, comparing the detail as he wont on, 
rvith the object before him. 

“ Six foot and an inch in height, at least, olive-brown complexion, dark 
eyes and hair, straight nose, short upper lip, frowns slightly when ho 
speaks;—just talk a little, will you?” 

Cashel could not help smiling at tile request; when the other added, 
“ Shows his teeth greatly when he laughs.” 

“ Am I a ninaway negro from New Orleans that you have taken my 
portrait so accurately. Sir ? ” 

“ Got that at Domcrara,” said the little man, putting up the book, “ and 
must say it was very near indeed!” 

“ I have been at Demerara,” s,aid Cashel, hoping by the admission to 
obtain some further insight into the traveller’s intentions. 

“ I know that,” said the little man. “ I tricked yon thence to St. Kitts, 
then to Antigua. I lost you there, but I got up the scent ag^ in Hon¬ 
duras, but only for a short time, and had to try Demerara again; then 1 
dodged down the coast by Pernambuco, but lost you entirely in June; some 
damned Indian e.vpcdition, I believe. But I met a fellow at New Orleans 
who had seen you at St. Louis, and so I tracked away south- " 

“ And in one word, having found me, what was the cause of so much 
solicitude. Sir ?” said Cashel, who felt by no means comfortable at such a 
hot and imwearied pursuit. 

“ This can all he better said in the house,” interposed Don Rica, who, 
relieved of any uneasiness on his own account, had suddenly resumed his 
habitual quiet demeanour. 

VOL. I. c 
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“ So Pm thinking too!” said the traveller; “ but let me first land my 
portmanteau; all the papers are there; I have not lost sight of it since I 
started.” 

The parcels- -were carefully removed under his own inspection, and, 
accompanied by Don Pedro iliea and Roland, the little man entered the 
Villa. 

There could be no greater eontrast than that between the calm and placid 
bcarijig Don Pedro had now Msumed, and the agitated and anxious appear¬ 
ance which Cashel exhibited. The very last interview he had sustained in 
that same spot still dwelt upon his mind; and when he declined Don Pedro’s 
polite request to be seated, and stood with folded arms before the table, 
whieh the traveller had now covered with his papers, a prisoner awaiting 
the words of his judgment could not have endured a more intense feeling 
of anxiety. 

“ ‘ Roland Cashel, horn in York, a.d. 18—, son of Godfrey C.ashel and 
Sarah, his wife,’ ” read the little man; then murmured to liimself, “ Cer¬ 
tificate of baptism, signed by Joshua Gorgeous, Prebendary of the Cathe¬ 
dral ; all right, so far. Now we conic to the wanderings. Tour father was 
quartered at Port-au-Prince, in the year J 8—I believe ?” 

“ He was. 1 was then nine years old,” said Cashel. 

“ Quite correct; he died there, I imderstaud?” 

Cashel assented by a nod. 

“ Upon which event you joined, or was supposed to join, the Bmm Peg, 
a sloop in the African trade, wrecked off Fernando Po, same winter ?” 

“ Yes: she was scuttled by the second mate, in a mutiny. But what has 
all this secret history of me to mean? Did you come here. Sir, to glean 
particulars to write my life and adventiu-es P” 

“ I crave your pardon, most humbly, Mr. Cashel,” said the little man, in 
a perfect agony of humiliation. " I was only recapitulating a few collateral 
circumstances, by way of pi-oof. I was, so to say, testing—that is, I 
was-:-” 

“ Katisfying yourself as to this gentleman’s identity,” adilcd Don Pedro. 

“Exactly so. Sir; the very words upon the tip of my tongue—satisfying 
myself that you were the individual alluded to here”—as he spoke, he drew 
forth a copy of the Timx newspaper, whose wcll-woni and much-thumbed 
edges bespoke frequent reference—“ in this advertisement,” said he, hand¬ 
ing the paper to Don Pedro, who at once read aloud— 

“ ‘ Reward of SOW.—Any person giving such information as may lead 
to the discovery of a young gentleman named Roland Cashel, wlio served 
for some years on board of various merebant vessels .in the Levant, the 
African, and the West India trade, and was seen in New Orleans in the 
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autumn of 18—, will receiTe the above reward. Ho was last heard of in 
Mexico, but it is believed that he has since entered the Chilian or Colum¬ 
bian service. He is well known in the Spanish Main, and in many of the 
cities on the coast, as the Caballero.’” 

Cashel’s face was one burning surfeee of scarlet, as he heard the words 
of an advertisement which, in his ideas, at once associated him with nm- 
away negroes and escaped felons; and it was with something like saffoca- 
tion that he restrained his temper, as he asked why, and by whose authority, 
he was thus described ? 

The little man looked amazed and confounded at a question which, it 
would seem, he believed his information had long since anticipated. 

“ Mr. Cashel wishes to know the object of this inqvdry—who scut you 
hither, in fact,” said Don Rica, beginning himself to lose patience at the 
slowness of the stranger’s apprehension. 

“ Mr, Kennyfcck, of Dublin, the law-agent, sent me.” 

“ Upon what grounds—with what purpose?” 

“ To tell him that the suit is gained; that he is now the rightful owner 
of the whole of the Godfrey and Godfrey Browne estates, and lands of Ben 
Cun-ig, Tulough Callaghan, Knock Swinery, Kildallooran, Tullimeoran, 
Baliycanderigan, with all the manorial rights, privDeges, and perquisites 
appertaduing to—in a word, Sir, for I see your impatience, to something, a 
mere trifle, under seventeen thousand per annum, not to speak of a sum, at 
present not exactly known, in bank, besides foreign bonds and securities to 
a large amount.” 

While Mr. Simms recited this, with the practised volubility of one who 
had often gone over tlic same catalogue before, Cashel stood amazed, and 
almost stapified, xmable to grasp in his mind the full extent of his good 
fortune, but catching, here and there, glimpses of the truth, in the few cir¬ 
cumstances of family history alluded to. Not so, Don Rica; neither con¬ 
fusion nor besitulion troubled the free working of his acute facultiesi, but 
ho sai sti!'., patiently watching the effect of tliis intelligence on the youth' 
before him. At length, perceiving tliat he did not speak, he luiuself turned 
towards tlie stranger, and said, 

“ Jon are., doubtless, a man of the world. Sir, and need no apologies fur 
my remarking that good news dcmiaiids a scrutiny not less soarchiug than 
its opposite. As the friend of Scnlior Cashel”—hero he turned a glance 
beneaOi his he;ivy brows at the youth, who, however, seemed not to notice 
the word—“as his friend, I repeat, deeply intero.sted in whatever affects 
lum, I may, padiaps, be permitted to ask the details of this very remarkable 
event.” 
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"If yon mean the trial, Sir, or rather the trials, for there were three at 
bar, not to mention a snit in eqnily and a bill of discovery-” 

" No, I shonld be sorry to trespass so far upon you,” interrupted Eica. 
" What I meant was something in the shape of an assurance—something 
like satisfactory proof that this narrative, so agreeable to believe, should 
have all the foundation we wish it.” 

"Nothing easier,” said Mr. Simms, producing an enormous black leather 
pocket-book from the breast of his coat, and opening it leisurely on the 
table before him. “ Hero are, I fancy, documents quite sufficient to answer 
all your inquiries. Tliis is the memorandum of the verdict taken at Bath, 
with the note of the Attorney-General, and the point reserved, in which 
motion for a new trial was made.” 

“What is thisf” asked Cashel, now speaking for the first time, as he 
took up a small book of strange shape, and looked curiously at it. 

“Cheque-book of the bank of Pordyce and Grange, Lombard-street,” 
replied Sinuns; “ and here, the authority by which you are at liberty to 
draw on the firm for the balance aheady in their hands, amounting to—let 
me see”—here he rapidly set down certain figures on the corner of a piece 
of paper, and with the speed of lightning performed a sum in aritlunetic— 
“tlie sura of one hundred and twenty-three thousand pounds seven and 
elevenpence, erroi-s excepted.” 

“ This sum is mine!” cried Cashel, as his eyes flashed fire, and his dark 
cheek grew darker with excitement. 

" It is only a moioty of your funded property,” said Simms. “ Castellan 
and Biggen, the notaries, certify to a much larger amount in the Three per 
Cents.” 

“And I am at liberty to draw at once for whatever amount I require ?” 

“Withm that sum, certaiuly. Though, if you desire more. I’m sure 
they’ll not refuse your order.” 

“ Leave us for a moment. Sir,” stud Cashel, in an accent whose trembling 
eagerness iespoke the agitation he laboured under. “ I have something of 
importance to tell this gentleman.” 

“If you will step this way. Sir,” said Don Eica, politely. “I have 
ordered some refreshment in this room, and I believe you will find it 
awaiting you.” 

Mr. Simms gladly accepted the offered hospitality, and retired. The 
door was not well closed, when Don Eica advanced with extended hands 
towards Cashel, and said, 

“ With all my heart I give you joy—such good fortune as this may, 
indeed, obliterate every little cloud that has passed between us and make 
us once more the friends we have ever been.” 
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Cashel crossed Lis arms on Lis breast, and coldly replied, “I thank you. 
But a few hours back, and one-half as much kindness would have m^e a 
child of me in feeling. Now it serves only to arouse my mdignation, and 
my auger.” 

“Are you indeed so unjust—so ungenerous as this!” osclaiincd Rica, 
in a tone, whose anguish seemed wrung from the very heart. 

“ Unjust—ungenerous I how?” cried Cashel, passionately. 

“Both, Sir,” said Bica, in a voice of almost commanding severity. 

“ Unjust to suppose, that in thwarting your last resolve to leave a service 
in which you have already won fame and honour, I was not your best and 
truest friend; that in offering every opposition in my power to such a hot¬ 
headed resolution, I was not consulting your best interests; ungenerous to 
imagine that I could feel any other sentiment than delight at your altered 
fortunes, 1, who gave you all that was dearest and nearest to me, on earth, 
my child—my MaritaBa.” 

Had it not been for the passionate emotion of the last few words, Cashel’s 
anger would have suggested a reply not less indignant than his question; 
but the sight of the hard, the stern, the unflinching Pedro Rica, as he now 
stood—his face covered by his hands, while his strong chest heaved and 
tlirobbed with convulsive energy—this was more than he felt prepared to 
look on. It was then only by a great effort he could say, “ You seem to 
forget, Senhor Rica, how differently you interpreted this same contract but 
a few hours ago. You told me then—I tliink I hear the words still ringing 
in my ears—^that you never thought of such an alliance; that your calcu¬ 
lation took a less flattering estimate of my relationship.” 

“I spoke in anger, Roland; anger caused by your passionate resolve. 
Remember, loo, that I preferred holding you to your contract, in preference 
to allowing you to redeem it by paying the penalty.” 

“ Easy alternative,” said Cashel, with a scornful laugh; “ you scarcely 
expected a beggar, a ruined gambler, could pay seventy thousand, dou¬ 
bloons. But times arc changed, Sir. I am rich now! rich enough to double'’' 
the sum you stipulated for. Although I well know the contract is not worth 
the pen that wrote it, I am willing to recognise it, at least so far as the 
forfeit is concerned.” 

“ My poor child, my darling MaritaBa,” said Pedro, but in a voice barely 
audible. The words seemed the feeble utterance of a breaking heart. 

“ Sorrow not for her, Senhor,” said Cashel, hastily. “ She has no griefs 
herself on such a score. It is bat a few hours since she told me so.” 

Don Pedro was silent; but a mournful shake of the head, and a still more 
mournful smile, seemed to intimate his dissent. 

“1 tell you. Sir, that your own scorn of my allLmce was inferior to 
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liera!” cried Cashd, in a voice of deep exasper^n. “She even went so 
far as to say that she was a party to the contract only on the condition of 
its utter worthlessness. Do not, then, lot me hear of regrets for Iwr" 

“And yon believe this?” 

“I believe what 1 have myself witnessed.” 

“What, then, it you be a witness to the very opposite? What if your 
ears reveal to you the evidence as strongly against, as now yon deem it in 
favour of, your opinion ?” 

“ I do not catch your meaning.” 

“ 1 would say, what if from Maritafia’s own Kps you heard an avowal of 
her affection, would you conceive yourself at liberty to redeem a contract 
to which you were only one party, and by mere money—tare not how 
large you call the sum—to reject the heart you have made your own?” 

“No, no, tlris .cannot be,” cried Cashel, struggKng in a conflict of uncer- 
taiuty and fear. 

“I know my daughter. Sir,” said Pedro, with an air of pride he well 
knew when and how to assume. 

“If I but thought so,” muttered Cashel to himself, and low as the words 
were, Bica heard them. 

“ I ask yon for nothing short of your own conviction—^the Conviction of 
your own cars and eyes. You shall, if you please, remain concealed in her 
apartment while I question her on the subject of this attachment. If you 
ever supi) 08 ed me base enough to coerce her judgment, you know lur too 
well to bcKeve it to be possible. But I will not insult myself by either 
supposition. I offer you this test of what I Ivavc said; accept it if you will, 
and with this condition, that you shall then be free to tear this contract, if 
you Kkc, but never bcKeve that I can barter the acknowledged affection of 
my cliild, and take money for her misery.” 

Crahel was moved by the truth-like energy of the words he heard; the 
very aspect of emotion in one he had never seen save calm, cold, and self- 
possessed, had its influence on him, and he repUed, “I consent.” So 
faintly, however, were the words uttered, that he was obKged to repeat 
thorn ere they reached Don Pedro’s ears. 

“I will come for you after supper this evening,” said Bica. “Lot me 
find you in the arbour at the end of the ‘ Hacienda.’ Tdl then, adios.” 
So saying, he motioned to Cashel to follow the stranger. Boland obeyed 
the suggestion, and they paited. 
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CHAPTER m. 

He told them of men that cared not a d—n 
For the law or the new police, 

And had very few scruples for killing a lamb, 

If they fancied they wanted tlie fleece. 

Sm Pkteii’s Lamicht, 

WiiEN Roland Cashel rejoined Mr. Simms, he found that worthy in¬ 
dividual solacing himself for the privations of prairie travel, by such a 
breakfast as only Don Pedro’s larder would produce. Surrounded by 
various dishes whose appetising qualities might have suffered some impair¬ 
ment from a more accurate knowledge of their contents—sucking monkeys 
and young squirrels among tho number—^he tasted and sipped, and sipped 
again, till between the seductions of Sangarec and Curafoa punch, be had 
produced that pleasing frame of mind when even a less gorgeous scene 
thau the windows of the Villa displayed before him, would have appealed 
debglitful. 

Whether poor Mr. Simms’s ciccss—and such we arc compelled to confess 
it was—could be excused on the score of long fastmg, or the consciousness 
that he had a right to some indulgence in the hour of victory, he, assuredly, 
revelled in the fullest enjoyment of this luxurious banquet, and, us Cashel 
entered the room, had reached the delicious dream-land of misty conscious¬ 
ness, where his late adventures and his former life became most pleasingly 
commingled: and Jaguars, Alligators, Gambnsinos, and Ranchcros, danced 
through his brain in company with Barons of the Exchequer and Masjors in 
Chancery. 

Elevated by the scenes of danger he had passed through—some real, tho 
far greater number imaginary—^into tho dignity of ii hero, he preferred 
rather to discuss prairie lifc and scenes in the Havanuah, to dwelling on the 
topics so nearly interestii^ to Cashel. Nor was Roland a very patient lis¬ 
tener to digressions, which, at every moment, left the high-road, and waa- 
deriAi into every absurd by-patb of personal history. 

“ I always tWght, Sir,” said Simms, “and used to say it everywhere, 
too, what a splendid charge for you this piece of good fortune would bo, 
springing at a bo\md, as a body might say, from a powder-monkey into the 
wealth of a peer of the realm; but, egad, when I see the glorious life you 
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lead hereabouts, such grog, such tipple, capital house, magmficent country, 
and if I may pronounce from the view beneath my window, no lack of com¬ 
pany, too! I begin to feel doubts about it.” 

If Cashel was scarcely pleased at the allusions to himself in this speech, 
he speedily forgave them in his amusement at the commentary Simms 
passed on life at the Villa; but yet would willingly have turned from either 
theme to that most engrossing one, the circumstances of his altered fortune. 
Simms, however, was above such grovelling subjects; and, as be sat, glass 
in hand, gazing out upon the garden, where strolling parties came and went, 
and loitering groups lingered in the shade, he really fancied the scene a per¬ 
fect paradise. 

“ Very hard to leave tliis, you’ll fin'd it!” exclaimed Simms. “ I can well 
imagine life here must be rare fun. How jolly they do seem down there,” 
said he, with a half-longing look at the strange figures, who now and then 
favoured him with a salute or a gesture of the hand, as they passed. 

“ Come, let us join them,” said Cashel, who, despairing of recjiUing 
him to the wislicd-for topic, w'as fain to consent to indulge the stranger’s 
humour. 

“ All naval men ?” asked Simms, as they issued forth into the lawn. 

“ Most of them are sailors!” said Cashel, oquivocatuig. 

“ That’s a fine-looking old fellow beneath the beech-tree, with the long 
Turkish pipe in his mouth. lie’s captain of a seventy-four, I take it.” 

“ He’s a Greek merchantman,” whispered Cashel; “ don’t look so hard at 
liiin, for he observes you, and is somewhat irascible in temper, if stared at.” 
“Indeed, 1 shoiddn’t have thought-” 

“No matter, do as I tell you; he stabbed a travelling artist the other 
day, who fancied he was a fine study, and wished to make a drawing of his 
head.” 

“Simms’s jaw dropped suddenly, and a sickly faintness stole over him, 
that even all his late potations could not supply courage enough to hear such 
' "Ti story unmoved. 

“ And who is he. Sir, yonder ?” asked ho, as a youth, with no other cloth¬ 
ing than a shirt and trousers, was fencing against a tree, practismg, by 
bounds and springs, every imaginable species of attack and assault. 

“A youiig Spaniard from the Basque,” said Cashel, coolly; “he has a 
duel to-morrow with some follow in Barcelonctta, and he’s gettmg his wrist 
into play.” Then calling out, he said, “ Ah, Josfi, you mean to let blood, I 
sec 

“ He’s only a student,” said the youth, with an insolent toss of his head. 

“ But who have we here ?” 

“A friend and countryman of mine, Mr. Simms,” said Cashel, introduc- 
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mg the little man, who performed a whole circuit round the young Spaniard 
in salutations. 

“ Come to join us P”, asked tlie youth, surveying him with cool imperti¬ 
nence. “ What in tho devil’s name hast thou done that thou shouldst leave 
the Old World at thy time of life ? Virtuous living or hypocrisy ought to 
have become a habit with thee ere now, old boy! eh ?” 

" He’s only on a visit,” said Cashel, laughing; “he can return to good 
society, not like aU of us here.” 

“ Would you infer from that. Sir- ” 

“Keep your temper, Jos^,” said Cashel, with an indescribable assump¬ 
tion of insolent superiority; " or, if you cannot, keep your courage for tlie 
students, whose broils best suit you.” 

“ You presume somewhat too far on your skill with the rapier, Senbor 
Cashel,” said the other, but in a voice far less elevated than before. 

“ You can test the presumption at any moment,” said Cashel, insolently; 
“ now, if you like it.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Cashel! oh, Mr. Eoland! for mercy’s sake, don’t!” exclaimed 
Sinuns. 

“Never fear,” interposed Cashel; “that excellent young man has better 
principles than you fancy, and never neglects, though he sometimes forgets 
himself.” 

So saying, he leisurely passed liis arm beneath Simms’s and led him for¬ 
ward. 

“ Good day, Senhor Cashel,” said a tall and well-dressed man, who made 
his salutations with a certain air of distinction, that induced Simms to in¬ 
quire who and what ho was. 

"A general in the service of one of the minor states of Germany,” said 
Cashel; “a man of great professional skill; and, it is said, of great personal 
bravery.” 

“And in what capacity is he here?” 

" A refugee. His sentence to ho shot was commuted to imprisoutftent 
life. He made his escape from Spandau, and came here.” 

“What was bis crime ?” 

“Treachery, the very basest one can well conceive; he commanded the 
fort of Bcrgst-cin, which the I’reucli attacked on their iidvanco in i.hc second 
Austrian campaign. The assailants had no heavy ari illcry, nor any material 
for escalade; but they had money, and gold proved a better battering-train 
than .lead. Plittersdorf—that’s the general’s nantc—fired over their heads 
till he had expended all his ammunition, and then surrendered, with tlie 
garrison, as prisoners of war. Tiie French, Jiowcver, cxeliaugcd him after- 
war^ls, and he very nearly paid the penalty of his false faith.” 
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“And now is he shmmed—do people avoid him ?” 

“ How should they—^how many here are privileged to look down on a 
traitor ? Is it the runaway merchant, the defaulting hank clerk, the filching 
commissary, that can say shame to one whose crime stands higher in the 
scale of offence j the best we can know of any one here is, that his rascality 
took an aspiring turn; and yet there are some fellows one would not like to 
think iU of. Here comes one such; and as I have something like basincss 
to treat of with him. I’ll ask you to wait for me, on this bench, till I join 
you.” 

Without waiting for any reply, Cashel hastened forward, and taking off 
his hat, saluted a sallow-looking man of some eight-and-forty or fifty years 
of age, who, in a loose morning-gown, and with a book in his hand, was 
strolling along in one of the alleys. 

“ Ha, Lieutenant,” said the other, as lifting up his eyes he recognised 
Cashel—“making the most of these short hours of pleasure, eh? lou’ve 
heard the news, I suppose; we shall be soon afloat again.” 

“ So I’ve heard. Captain!” replied Cashel; “ but I believe we have 
taken our last cruise logeiber.” 

“ How so, lad! you look well, and in spirits; and as for myself, 1 never 
felt in better humour to try a bout with our friends on the western coast.” 

“ you liave no friend, Captaui, can better like to bear you say so; and as 
for me, the chances of fortune have cliauged. 1 have discovered that I need 
neither risk head uor limbs for gold; a worthy man has arrived here to-day 
with tidings that I am the owner of a largo estate, and more money than I 
shall well know how to squander, and so-” 

“ And so you’ll leave us for the land where men have learned that art ? 
Quite right, Cashel. At your ago a man can accustom hhuself to any aud 
everything; at mine—a little later—at mine, for instance, the task is 
harder, i remember myself some years ago fancying that I should enjoy 
prodigiously that life of voluptuous civilisation they possess in the ‘ Old 
'*Worui,’ whore men’s wants are met ere they aic well felt, and hundreds, ay 
thousands, are toiling and thinking to minister to the rich man’s pleasures. 
It so chauecd that 1 took a prize a few weeks after; she was a Portuguese 
barque with specie, broad doubloons aud gold bars for the mint at Lisbon, 
and so I throw up my command and went over to Prance and to Paris. The 
first dash was glorious; all was new, glittering, and splendid; every sense 
steeped in a voluptuous entranoement; thought was ont of the question, 
and one only could wonder at the barbarism that before seemed to represent 
life and sorrow for years lost and wasted in grosser enjoyment. Then came 
a reaction, at first slight, but each day stronger; the btodache of the de¬ 
bauch, the doubt of your mistress’s fidelity, your friend’s truth, your own 
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enduring good fortune, all these He in wait together, and sprii^ Ont on yon 
in some gloomy hour, like Malays boarding a vessel at night, and crowding 
down &om maintop and mizen! There is no withstanding; you must strike 
or fly. I took the last alternative, and, leaving my splendid quarters one 
morning at daybreak, hastened to Havre. Not a thought of regret crossed 
me; so quiet a life seemed to sap my very courage, and prey upon my vitals; 
that same night I swung once more in a hammociq with the rusliing water 
beside my ear, and never again tried those dissipations that pall from their 
very excess; for, after all, no pleasure is lasting which is not dashed with 
the sense of danger.” 

While he was yet speaking, a female figure, closely veiled, passed close to 
where they stoo^ and, without attracting any notice, slipped into Cashel’s 
hand a slip of paper. Few as the words it contained were, they seemed to 
excite his very deepest emotion, and it was with a falterii^ voice he asked 
the Captain by what step he could most speedily obtain his release from the 
service ? 

A tiresome statement of official forms was the answer, but Roland’s im- 
natienco did not hear it out, as he said, 

“ And is there no other way—by gold, for instance ?” 

A cold sbrug of the shoulders met this sally, and the Captain said, 

“To corrupt the officials of the Government is called treason by our laws, 
and is jjanishablc by death, just like desertion.^’ 

“ Therefore is desertion the better coarse, as it involves none but one,” 
said Cashel, laughing, as he turned away. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Man being rca'ionablo, must dine out; 

The best of life is but a dinner-party. 

AjrenrTnios, Canto IV. 

It was about half-past six of an autumn evening, just as the grey twilight 
was diwkening into the gloom that precedes night, that a servant, dressed 
in the most decorous black, drew down the window-blinds of a large and 
splendidly furnished drawing-room of a house in Merrion-squarc, Dublin. 

Having arranged certain portly deep-cushioned chairs into the orderly 
disorder that invites social groupings, and having disposed various other 
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articles of formlure according to those notions of domestic landscape so 
popular at the present day, he stirred the fire and withdrew:—all these 
motions being performed with the noiseless decorum of a church. 

A glance at the apartment, even by the fitful light of the coal-lire, showed 
that it was richly, even magnificently furnished. The looking-glasses were 
immense in size, and framed with aU that the most lavish art of the carver 
could display. The hangings were costly Lyons silk, the sofas, tables, and 
cabinets were all exquisite specimens of modern skill and elegance, while 
the carpet almost rose above the foot in the delicate softness of its velvet 
pile. A harp, a grand pianoforte, and several ricldy-bound and gilded 
volumes strewed about gave evidence of tastes above the mere volu))tuous 
enjoyment of ease, and in one window stood an embroidery-frame, with its 
unfinished labour, from which the threads depended in that fashion, that 
showed it Imd lately occupied the fair hands of the artist. 

This very enviable apartment belonged to Mr. Mouutjoy Kennyfeck, the 
leading solicitor of Dublin, a man, who, for something more than thirty 
years, had stood at the head of his walk in the capihd, aird was reputed 
to he one of its most respected and richest citizens. Mrs. Mountjoy 
Kennyfeck—neither for our own nor our reader’s conveuienee dare we omit 
the “ prenom”—was of a western family considerably above that of her liege 
lord and master in matter of genealogy, but whose quarterings had so far 
smrvived the family acres, tliat she was fain to accept the hand of a wealthy 
attorney, after having for some years been the belle of her county, and the 
admired beauty of Castle balls and drawing-rooms. 

It had been at first, indeed, a very hard struggle for the O’Haras to adopt 
the style and title of Kennyfeck, and poor Matilda was pitied in all the 
moods and tenses for exchanging the riotous feudalism of Mayo for the 
decorous quietude and wealthy “ insouciance” of a Dublin mansion; and the 
various scions of the house did not scruple to express very unqualified 
opinions on the subject of her fall; but Time—that heals so much—Time 
and Mr. Kcimyfeck’s claret, of which they all drank most liberally during 
the visits to town, assuaged the rancour of these prejudices, and “ Matty,” 
it was hinted, might have done worse; wliilo some hardy spirit averred that 
‘‘Kennyfeck, though not one of ourselves, has a great deal of the gentleman 
about him, notwithstanding.” 

A word of Mr. Kennyfeck himself, and even a word will almost sullicc. 
He was a very tall, pompous-looking personage, with a retiring forehead, 
and a large prominent nose; he wore a profusion of powder, and always 
dressed in the most scrupulous black; he spoke little, and that slowly; he 
laughed never. It was not that he was melancholy or depressed; it seemed 
rather that his nature had been fashioned in conformity with the onerous 
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responsibilities of bis pursuit, and that be would have deemed anj exhibition 
of mirthful emotion unseemly and unbecoming one who, so to say, was a 
kind of high priest in the temple of equity. Next to the Chancellor’s ho 
venerated the decisions of Mrs. Kennyfeok; after Mrs. Kennyfcck came the 
Master of the Rolls. This was his brief and simple faith, and it is astonishing 
in what simple rules of guidance men amass \'a5t fortunes, and obtain the 
highest suffrages of civic honour and respect 1 

Mr. Kennyfeck’s family consisted of two daughters: the eldest had been 
a beauty for some years, and, even at the period our tale opens, had lost few 
of her attractions. She was tall, dark-haired, and dark-eyed, with an air of 
what in the Irish capital is called “ decided fashion” about her, but in less 
competent circles might have been called almost effrontery. She looked 
strangers very steadily in the face, spoke with a voice full, firm, and nn- 
aba,sbed—no matter what the subject, or who the audience—and gave her 
opinions on people and events with a careless indifference to consequences, 
that many mistook for high genius, rebellious against control. 

Olivia, three years younger than her sister, had just come out; and 
whether that her beauty—and she was very haudsome—required a different 
style, or that she saw more clearly “the mistake” in Miss Kennyfeck’s 
manner, but she took a path perfectly her own. She was tenderness itself; 
a delicacy, too susceptible for this work-a-day world, pervaded all she said 
and did—a retiring sensitiveness that she knew, as she plaintively stid, 
would never “ let her be loved,” overlaid her nature, and made her the 
victiiu of her own feelings. Her sketches—everlasting Madonnas dissolved 
in tears—her music, the most moturnful of the melodies—^her reading, the 
most disastrously ending of modern poems—all accorded with this tone; 
which, after all, scarcely consorted well with a very blooming cheek, bright 
hazel eyes, and an air and carriage that showed a full consciousness of her 
captivations, and no small reliance on her capacity to exercise them. 

A brief interval after the servant left the room the door opened, and Mrs. 
Kcnnyfeck entered. She was dressed for dinner, and if not exactly atlkcd 
for the reception of a large company, exhibited, in various details of her 
costume, unequivocal signs of more tlian common care. A massive diamond 
brooch fastened the front of her dark velvet dress, and on her fingers several 
rings of groat value glittered. Miss Kemiyfeek, too, who followed her, 
was, though simply, most becomingly dressed; the light and floatmg mate¬ 
rial of her robe contrasting well with the more stately folds of the matronly 
costume of her mother. 

“ I am surprised they are not hero before this,” said Mrs. Kennyfeok, 
lying back in the deep recess of a luxurious chair, and placing a soroeii be¬ 
tween herself and the fire. “ Your father said positively on the 5tb, and as 
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the weather has been most favourable, I cannot understand the delay. The 
packets arrive at four, I think ?” 

" Yes, at four, and the carriage left this at three to fetch them.” 

" Bead the note again—he writes so very briefly always. I’m sure I 
wish the dear man would understand that I am not a client, and that a 
letter is not exactly all it might be, because it can be charged its thirteen 
and fourpence, or six and eightpenoe, or whatever it is.” 

Miss Kcnnyfeck took an open note from the chimney, and read: 

‘ Deab Mns. Kensveeck,—W c have made all the necessary arrange¬ 
ments in London, and shall leave on the 2nd, so as to arrive at Merrion- 

squarc by the 5lh. Mr. C-would, I believe, rather have remained 

another day in town, hut there weis no possibility of doing so, as the 
“ Chancellor” will sit on Tuesday. Love'to the girls, and believe me, yours 
very truly, 

“ ‘ M. KESNYrECK. 

“ ‘ Invite Jones and Softly to meet us at dinner.’ ” 

The clock on the mantelpiece now stnick seven, and scarcely had the last 
chime died away as a carriage drove up to the door. 

‘‘ Here they come, I suppose,” siiid Mrs. Kcnnyfcck, with a half-sigh. 

!No, mamma; it is a hackney-coach. Mr. Jones, or Mr. Softly, 
perhaps.” 

“ Oh dear! I had forgotten them. How absurd it was to ask these 
people, and your father no( here!” 

The door opened, and the servant annouueed the Kx'.v. Mr. Knox Softly. 
A very tall, handsome young man entered, and )nadc a most respeetl'ul but 
cordial s.dutalion to the ladies. ,Hc was in look and miou the lemi lital of 
health, strength, and activity, with bright, fuU, blue eyes, and cheeks rosy 
as the May, His voice, liowever, was subdued to the dulcet accent of a 
low w’hisper, and his step, as he crossed the room, hud the stealthy iioise- 
Icssuess of a cat’s approach, 

“Mr. Keimyfeck quite restored, I hope, from the fatigue of his journey?” 

“We ve not seen him yet,” replied his lady, almost tartly. “Ho ought 
to have been here at four o’clock, and yet it’s past seven!” 

“ 1 tliink 1 hear a carriage.” 

“ Another-” hackney. Miss Kcnnyfcck was about to say, when she 

stopped herself, and, at the instant. Counsellor Clare Jones w'as announced. 

This gentleman was a rising light of the Lish bar, who liad tiie good 
fortune to attract Mr. Kennyfeck’s attention, and was bnddenly transferred 
fipm the dull duties of dvil bills and declarations to business of a more pro- 
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fitable kind. He had been somewhat successful in his coUego career— 
carried off some minor honours; was a noisy member of a debating society, 
wrote leaders for some provincial papers, and with overbearing powers of 
impudence, and a good memory, was a very likely candidate for high forensic 
honour. 

Unlike the first arrival, the Counsellor had few, if any, of the forms of 
good society in his manner or address. His costume, too, was singularly 
negligent; and as he ran a very dubious hand tlirough ii mass of thick and 
tangled hair on entering, it was easy to see that the greatest part of his 
toilet was then and there performed. The splashed appearance of his nether 
garments, and of shoes that might have done honour to snipe-shooting, also 
sliowed that the carriage which brought him was a mere ceremonial ob¬ 
servance, and, as he would himself say, “ the act of conveyance was a sur¬ 
plusage.” 

Those who saw him in court pronounced him the most unahashed and 
cool of men; but there was certainly a somewhat of haste aud impetuosity 
in his drawing-room manner, that- even a weak observer would have ascribed 
to awkwardness. 

“ How do you do, Mrs. Kennyfeck ?—how do yon do, Miss Kennyfcck ? 
—glad to .SCO you. Ah ! Mr. Softly—well, I hope ? Ls he come—has he 
arrived?” A shake of I Ik; licad replieit in the negative. “ Very strange— 
I can’t understand it. Wc have a consultation witJi the Solicitor-General 
to-morrow, .and a meeting in chambers at four.” 

“ 1 shouldn’t wonder if Mr. Cashel detauicd papa; he is very young, you 
know; and London must he so new and str.angc to him, poor lad !’’ 

“ Yes; hut your father would scarce permit it,” said Mrs. Kennyfcck, 
smartly. “I rather think ii must liavc been some accidcutal circiuustauce 
—coaches are cousiaully upsetting, and post-horses cannot always be had.” 

Mr. Knox Softly smiled benignly, as tliougli to say in these .suggestions 
Mrs. Kemiyfeok was dis])laying a very laudable spirit of uncertainty as to 
llio course of human events. 

Here’s Olivia,” said Mrs. Kennyfcck, as hor younger daughter entered. 
“Lot ns licar her impressiems—full of forebodings, 1 don’t doubt.” 

Miss Olivia Kennyfcck performed her salulations to the guests with tlie 
most faultless grace, throwing into her curt.sey to the curate a certaiu air 
of filial revcreuco very pretty to behold, and only a little ohjeelionnblc on 
the score of the gcnllemaa’s youth and personal attractions; mid then, 
tuj'uing to her mother, said, 

‘‘ You are not uneasy, mamma, I hope ? though, after all, this is about 
the period of the equinox.” 

“Nonsense, child! packets are never lost now-a-days in the Irish Clian- 
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neL It’s merely some sudden freak of gaiety—some London distraction 
detains tlicm. Will you touch tliat bell, Mr. Clare Jones P It is better to 
order dinner.” 

There ■was somclhmg peremptory in the lady’s tone and manner that 
rather damped the efforts at small-talk—never very ■vigorous or well- 
sustained at these ante-dinner moments—nor were any of the party very 
sorry when the servant announced that the soup was served. 


CHAPTER V. 

The sherry iced—the company still colder. 

Belu’s Isiaqes. 

The party, who now took their seats at table, were not made of those 
ingredients whose admixture accomplishes a social meeting. Their natures, 
pursuits, and tastes were only sufficiently unlike to suggest want of agree¬ 
ment, without possessing the broad contrasts that invite conversation by 
their own contrariety. Besides this, there was a sense of constraint over 
every one, from the absence of the host and his expected guest; and lastly, 
the very aspect of a gorgeously-decorated table, with vacant places, 1ms 
always a chilling influence over those who sit around. A certain amount of 
propinquity is as essential to conversation, as good roads and easy distances 
are a necessary condition to a visiting neighbourhood. If you cannot 
address him or her who sits beside you without attracting the attention of 
the whole table to your remark, you are equally debaiTcd from the common¬ 
places that induce table-talk, or the smart thing that cannot well be said too 
•publicly. 

The dinner here proceeded in very stately quietude, nor were the efforts 
of Mr. Jones to introduce a conversational spirit at all successful; indeed, 
that gifted gentleman would have willingly exchanged the unexceptionable 
cookery, and admirably-conditioned wine before him, for the riotous freedom 
of a bar mess—where sour sherry and nisi-prius jokes abounded, and Father 
Somebody’s song was sure to give the scene a conviviality that only yielded 
its faseination to blind hookey, or spoiled five. 

Par otherwise the curate. The angelic smile that sat upon his features 
mechanically; his low, soft, liquid voice; his gentle gestures, and even his 
little sallies of pleasantry, were in perfect accordance with the decorous 
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solemnity of a scene where the chink of a cut decanter, or tUo tingling sound 
of a silver dishumver, were heard above the stillness of the company. 

If, then, Mr. Knox Softly accoiupanicd the ladies to the door, and fol¬ 
lowed Ihein out with bis eyes, with an expression beaming regi-et fulness at 
their departure, the Counsellor, very differently-niindod, surrounded himself 
with an array of the dc.ssert-dishes and decanters, and prepared to discuss • 
his wine and walnuts to his perfect contentment. 

“You have never met this Mr. Roland Cashel, T believe?” said Mr. 
Softly, as he fiUed a very large claret glass and fasted it cnjoj'ably. 

“ Never,” replied Jones, whose teeth were busily engaged in svnashing 
almonds and filberts, in open defiance of a tray of silver nutcraokors before 
him. “I don’t Hunk he has been in Ireland since a mere child, and very 
little in England.” 

“Then his recovery of the estate #as quite unexpected?” 

“ Mere accident. Kcimyfeck came upon (he proofs when making some 
searches for a collateral claim. The story is very short. This lad’s father, 
whose name was Godfrey Cashel, was a poor lieutenant in the Slst, and 
ipiartercd at J'atli, when he ebanoud (o discover that a rich old bachelor 
there, a certain Godfrey Browne, was a distant rehvtion of his mother. He 
lost no time in ntakiug his acquaintance and explainmg the relationship, 
which, however, brought him no more substantial benefit thap certain invi¬ 
tation > to dinner, and whist parties, where the unfortunate lieutenant lost 
his lialf-crowns. 

“At length anole came one morning inviting him to breakfa‘^1, audio 
‘trausaei a little matter of business.’ Poor Godfrey read the words with 
every commentary that could flat ter bis hopes, and sot out in bettor spirifs 
than he bad known for many a year before. What then was bis dLsmay to 
di.cover that be was only wanted to witness the old geiitlcniau’s will!—a 
vciy significant proof that he was uol to benefit by its provisions. 

“ Wdh a very ill-repressed sigh, the poor iientenant threw a glance over 
Ihc iialf-opeiied leaves, where leasehold, and copyhold, and freehold,'mid' 
every other ‘hold’ figured among funded properly, consols, and reduced 
annuities—wiih money lent on mortgages, shares in various companies, and 
what not,—a bst only to be equalled by the loijg catalogue of those ‘next 
of kiu,’ who, to the number of sev cntccn, were mentioned as reversionary 
heirs. 

“ ‘You arc to sign your name here, Mr. Cashel,’ said the solicitor, point¬ 
ing to a carefully-scratched portion of the parchment, where alroady the 
initials were pencilled for his guidance. 

“ ‘Paith! and it’s at the other side of the book I’d rallicr see it,’ said the 
Lieut ouant, with a sigh. 
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“ ‘ Not, surely, after seveateeu otlitrs!’ exclaimed tiie astouisliod at¬ 
torney. 

“ ‘Etcu so— a chauee is better tbau nothing.’ 

“ ‘What’s that he’s sayingP’ interposed the old man, irho sat reading 
his ncwspaiMjr at the fire. The matter was soon explained by the attorney, 
and when he finished, Cashel added—-‘That’s just it; and I’m to sad tor 
the Cape on the 4th of next mouth, and if you’ll put me down among the 
rest ot the fellows. I’ll send you tlie best pipe of Conslantia you ever tasted, 
as sure as niy name is Godfrey CasheL’ 

“ The old man threw his spectacles up on Ids forehead, wiped his eyes, 
and then replacing his glasses, took a deliherato survey of the poor Lieu 
tcuaid w ho had proposed such a very ‘ soft’ bargain. ‘ Eb! Clinebet,’ said 
he 10 the attorney, ‘ can we do tins for lum ?’ 

“ ‘Nothing easier. Sir,—let the gentleman come in last, as residuary Ic 
galee, and it alters nothing.’ 

“ ‘ I suppose you count on yoxir good luck,’ said old Browne, giinning. 

‘‘ ‘Oil, Ihei), it’s not from my great experience that way,’ said Cashel. 
‘I’vo l)ccn on Ihe ‘Duke’s li.st’ for promotion seventeen years oh'cady, and, 
for all J see, not a bit nearer it than the first day; hut there’s no reason 
nij poor boy should be such an unfortunate del it. Wli6 knows Imt foituiu 
m iy luaki amends to him one of these day s P Come, fSir—is it a b ii gain r’ 

‘ ‘ To Ije sure. I’m qidte willing—only don’t forget the Constmitii 
it’s a wuie I like a glass of very well niilecd, after my diimcr.’ 

‘' The rcmaiudcr is i iisily told. Ibe Lieutenant sailed for the Cajn', and 
kci>t 111 "- « 01 d, even thouab it cost 1dm a debt that mortgaged his coimmssiou. 
Old Biowne gave a great dinner when the wine arrived, and tin. ' ei-y (trst 
naim on the list of 'cgalees, his nephew, caueht a fever on his m.i\ boiiii- 
from it, and died in tliiec weeks. 

“ Keiinyferk could led us, il he acre here, what became of e.icli of them 
in sufcession; fourw'cii lostr,oul yai'liLiug at once; but, singid.u a-, it iu,i\ 
•sn.’iii, -’’1 ninetetu years from the day of that aill, evciy lili laji-i il,—aud 
s1 rant IT si dl, without heirs, and the fortune has now desetudi-d to pool 
GoilUiy Cashel’s boy, the Lieutenant himself having died in the West 
iiiJii"-, w iicrc he exch.mgejl into a native regiment. That is the wliok story, 
aud probably in a roiuaiieo one would say that tho thing w'as exaggerated, 
so much more strange is truth than fiction.” 

“ Aud what kind of education did ibe young man get ?” 

“■ I suppose very little, if any. So long as Lis lather lived, he of course 
held the position of an olDcer^s son—poor, but in the rank of gentleman. 
Aflei that, without parents—his mother died when ho was aii infant—he 
was thrown upon the world, and after various vicissitudes, became a cabin- 
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boy on. boaid of a merchantman; then, ho was said to be a mate of a vessel 
in the African trade, employed on the Gold Coast; just as probably a slaver 
—and last of aU, he was lieutenant in the Columbian navy, whicli, I take 
it, is a very good name for piracy. It was in the Havanuak we got a trace 
of him, and I assure you, strange as it may sound, Kcnnyfeck’s agent had 
no small difficulty in pm'suadbig him to abandon that very free and easy 
service, to assume the rights and immunities of a very large property. 

“ Keunyfeck was to meet him on his arrival in England, almut ten days 

ago, and they spent a few days in London, and were-But hark! there 

comes a carriage now—yes, 1 know the step of his horses—here Ihcy are 1” 


CIIAl'TER VI. 

N e’er mind bl.s tom, ill-fashioiied doublet, 

Be^lmiw mo! if lie’s not a pretty man. 

Do>i Lopez. 

The movement and bustle in tlir. hall showed that Mr. Jones’s surmise 
was correct, for scarcely had 1 be carriage stopped than the street-door was 
flimg wide open, and hir. Pearec, the butler, followed by a strong detach 
meut of brigbt-liveried menials, stood bowing their rcspectfid compUmeuts 
io their waster and his guest. As Mr. Koraiyfeck entered the house, he 
walked slowly aud with difficulty, endeavouring at the same time to avoid 
all scrutiny of liis appearance as ho passed through the crowded haU; but, 
allhougli liis bat was pressed firmly over bis brows, it could not entirely 
eoncca) a very suapiciously-tinted margin around ouo eye, while tlic /urc 
with which he defended his left arm, and which ho carried in his waistcoat, 
looked like injury there, also. 

He, however, made an attempt at a little sprightliness of manner, as, 
shaking his eompauion’s hand with cordial warmth, he .said, 

“ Welcome to Ireland, Mr. Cashel. I Lope I shall very often experience 
the hapiiiness of seeing you under this roof.” 

The ])ersott addressed was a remarkably handsome young man, whose air 
and carriage bespoke, however, much more the confidence that results from 
a sense of personal gifts, and a bold, darmg*tomperament, thim that more 
tempered ease which is the consequence of fashionable breeding. 

Mr. Eiennyfeck’s felicitationa on their arrival wore scarce uitcrcd, ere 
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CnsheJ had sufficiently recovered from Lis surprise at the unexpected mag- 
nifloence of the house, to make any reply; for, although as yet advanced 
no further than the hall, a marble group byCanova—a centre lamp of costly 
Shvros—and some chairs of carved ebony, served to indicate the expensive 
style of the remainder of the mansion. 

While C.ishcl, then, muttered his acknowledgments, ho added to himself, 
but in a voice scarcely less loud, 

“ Devilish good crib this, M^tcr Blennyfeok.” 

" rcarsc,” said the host, “is dinner ready ?” 

" My mistress and the young ladies have dined. Sir; but Mr. Jones and 
Mr. Softly are in the parlour.” 

“ Well, let us liave something at once;—or, would you prefer, Mr. 
Cashel, making any change in your dress first ?” 

“ I sny dinner above all things,” said the youth, diseucumbermg himself 
of a great Mexican mantle. 

“ I’eifeetly right; quite agree with you,” said Kennyfeck, endeavouiiug 
to assume a little of his guest’s dash; “ and hero we are. Ah, Jones, liow 
d’ye do? Mr. Ca.sliel, tliisis my friend Mr. Jones. Mr. Softly, very glad 
to see you. Mr. Softly—Mr. Cashel. Dou’t stir, I beg; keep your places, 
we’ll have a hit of diuncr here, and join you at your wine aflcrwards. 
Mcruiwlule, I’ll just stej) np-stairs, and be haok again in a moment—you’ll 
excuse me. I’m sure ?” 

“Oh, certainly,” ctiod Cashel, who appeared as if he could excuse any¬ 
thing with a better grace than the ceremonious slowness of the hullcr’s ar¬ 
rangements. 

There was a pause of a few seconds as Mr. Kennyfeck left the room, 
broken, at last, by Mi\ Jones asking if they had not been detained by con¬ 
trary winds. 

“No, I think not; I fancy the weather was pretty average kind of wea¬ 
ther. IJ.ad we been expected here earb'er'r” 

“Tes; Mrs. Kennyfeck mentioned to me Monday, and afterwards Tues¬ 
day, as the very latest day for your arrival.” 

Cashel made no remark, and, soon after, ID. Pearse’s entrance with the 
soup put an end to the conversation. “Mr. Kennyfeck desired me to saj. 
Sir, not to wait for liim—lie’ll be down presently." 

“ "What do you call this soup ?” 

“ Mock-turtle, Sir.” 

“ Ilather too much Madeira in it for my taste; but that shan’t prevent my 
having a glass of wine. Will you permit me, gentlemcu ?” 

The parlies bowed politely ; but still the intorcom-sc did not progress; and 
in the exchanged glances of those at the Igrgo table, and the sidelong looks 
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Casliel occasionally thtew towards them, it was easy to see that neither party 
had made way with the other. 

“ I fear Kennyfeck is not going to make his appearance,” said Cashel, as 
he seemed to hesitate about proceeding with his dinner. 

“I shouldn’t advise you waiting,” cried Jones; “the fish is growing 
cold.” 

“ I suspect Mr. Kemiyfeck is fatigued by his journey. Sir,” said Mr. 
Softly, in his most bland of voices; “I thought I remarked it by his 
face.” 

“ Oh, did you ?” said Cashel, with a very peculiar look of knowingness. 

“ Yes; you are aware, Mr. Cashel,” interrupted Jones, “our friend isn’t 
much used to that kind of thing. I suppose it’s some ycara since he has had 
so mueh knocking about as in these last few days.” 

“ I fancy so,” said Cashel, with a significant smile that puzzled the lawyer 
exceedingly, and he ate on without making a further remark. 

The two or three efforts made by Jones and Softly to converse together 
were, like nearly all similai- attempts at perfect ease and self-possession, 
complete failures, and gradually slided down into monosyllables, and then to 
silence, when Cashel, who seemed to bo enjoying his venison and Bor¬ 
deaux with perfect zest, leaned back in his eliaic and said, “Wliat kind of 
place is this same good city of Dublin ? What goes forward hero ?” 

As this question was more directly addressed to Jones, that gentleman 
prepared himself, not unwillingly, for an elaborate reply. 

“ Dublin, Mr. Cashel,” said he, pretty much in the same tone he would 
Lave used in opening an address to a jury—“ Dublin is a city, which, from 
a gi-eat*variety of causes, will always be exposed to very variable and op¬ 
posing criticism. To begin: it is provincial-” 

“ Is it slow f” interrupted Cashel, who liad listened to this exordium with 
palpable sign.s of impatience. 

“ If you mean, has it its share of those habits of dissipation, those excesses 
so detrimental alike to health and fortune——” 

“ No, no; I merely ask what goes on here—bow do pcojde amuse them¬ 
selves ?” said Cashel, fencing to avoid any very lengthened cxi> 08 uro of the 
other’s views. 

“ They dine, dance, drink tea, talk politics and scandal, like oilier folk; 
but if you ask, what arc the distinguishing features of the society-” 

“What kind of sport docs the country afford?” interrupted Itoiand, 
somewhat unceremoniously. 

“ Hunting, shooting, fldiing, coursing-” 

“ What do you mean by hunting—a fox, is it P 

“ Yes, fox-hunting and hare-hunting too.” 
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A very insolent laugh, was Cashel’s answer, as, taming fo Mr. Softly, he 
said, “Well, 1 own, all this docs strike me as a voiy tiresome kind of life. 
Do you like Ireland Sir?” 

“ I feel a deep interest in it,” said the curate, with a most solemn 
manner. 

“ Yes, that’s all very well; but do you like it f” 

"Wore it not for its darkncs.s,” said Mr. Softly, sighing, “ I should say I 
liked it,” 

“ Darknc.s.',,” eelioeil Cashel, “ darkness; why, hang it, you are pretty far 
north here. What is the darkness you speak of?” 

“ 1 alluded to Popery, Wr—to the obscuring mists of superstition aud 
ignorance,” replied Mr. Softly, with a kind of energetic timidity that made 
himself blush. 

“Oh—I ])crceivc—yes—-1 understand,” muttered Cashel, who certainly 
fell nil t!ie awkwardness of .a man caught in a lie. 

“’We liave a very agreeable .society among the Bar men,” siiid Jones, 
ntmniug to the charge in a new direction; “a great deal of ))leasanlry and 
hm goes ou at our messes.” 

“ Dioll fellows, I suigiose,” said Cashel, carele.s.sly. “1 remember i 
knew a l.iwyer ouce, he wa.s male of a small clippei in the African trade-— 
mischievous kind of devil he was, too—always settiug tlio slavc.s hj tlie 
ears, and getting inouej tor settling the dill'crences. They jilayed liim a 
pood Iriek at last.” Here he laughed heartily at the recollection for several 
minutes. 

‘MVliai was if ?” asked Jones, in some curiosity to Icam how the Bar n an 
respected on the hanks of li e Niger. 

“ They jiaiuted him hlaek aud sold him at Cuba,” said Casbcl, vtho once 
more broke out info laugliter at the es.cellcncc of the jest. 

Jones’s mid Sofilyks eyes met with a most eo nplute accordance in the 
glpci.^ esehanged. Meanwhile, Cashel drawing bis chair towards the 
larger taCle, filhd bis glass and proceeded to smash his widuuts with all 
the easy coiitetilineiit of a man who iiad dined well. 

" J perceive Mr. Keiinyfeck is not likely to join us,” said Softly, with a 
Jialf-suggcstive look towards the door. 

“Tired, pcrhaji.s,” .said Jones, affecting what he opined to he the cool 
indifiereucc of the highest fashion. 

“More than that, f suspect,” said Cashel, with a most unfeigned care- 
lessuc'-s. “ Did you remark his eye ?” 

“ Yes!” exclaimed both together. “"What could that mean?” 

■ “ A slight bit of a scrimmage wo had on the way from town—a—•” 
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“Mr. Ktunyfeok engaged in a row!” cried Softly, almost incredible at 
tbe tidings. 

“ Yes. [ fancy that is about the best word for it,” said Cashel, sipiiing 
his wine. “I suppose one ought not to mention these kind of things, but 
of course they are safe with yon. They’ll never go furlhtr, I am cer¬ 
tain.” 

“ Oh, uevei>—not a syllabic,” chimed in the two. 

“ Well, then, on our way here, I learned tliat there were to be raei o 
a few miles from Coventiy, and as I saw our friend Kennyfcck had no 
fancy for the sight, I just slipped a few half-crowns into the postboy’s 
hand and told him to drive there instead of taking the Liveqmol road. 
Away wo went at a good pace, and in less than an hour reached the course. 
1 wish you saw the old gentleman’s face when he awoke from a sound nap, 
and saw the grand stand with its thousand faces, all in a row, and the 
cords, th(! hotting ring, and the whole ciremastauee of a wee-ground, fty 
good luck, loo, the sliarp jerk of our pull-up srnaslied a spring. !iiui so v, ’ 
had nothing for it but to leave the chaise and wait till it could b( i rpaired, 
YYliilc my servant was away in search of some kind of a drug or other, to go 
about the field—there was no walking, what with the erovid and the |uess 
of horses, not to speak of the mud that rose over tin' ankles—we imslieit on, 
thiit is, 1 did, with a stout grip of Keunyfcck’s arm, lest he should cseajie - 
we pushed ou, iulo the ring. Mere there was rare full going forward, eitr; 
fellow screaming out liis bets, and hooking them as fast ns he could. A' 
fird, of course, the whole w'as all ancient Greek to me. I ladLlier knew 
_\vhal they meant by the ‘'favourite,’ or ‘tlic odds,’ or Mho field,’ but one 
somehow always cau ])iek up a thing ([iiickly, it it he hut ‘game,’ and so, 
by w.alehiiig licre, and listening tUcrc, I managed to get a kind of inkling of 
tbe whole affair, and bv dint of some pushing and elbowing, J reiiehed the 
very ceiiire of tbe ring where the great Dons of the course were hotting 
together. 

“ ‘ Taurus e\ ou against the field,’ cried one. 

'• ‘Taurus agaiust the field,’ shouted another. 

“And this same cry was heard ou every side. 

“‘Give it iu fifties—hundreds if you like better,’ said a young fellow, 
mounted on a smart-looking pony, to his friend, who afipcarcd to reflect mi 
the offer. ‘Come, hurry on, man. Let’s have a hot, just to gm one au 
interest in the race.’ The other shook his head, and the tir-'i nenf ou, 
‘"What a slow set, to be sure.—^Is no oue willhig to back the liehl, even? 
Come llieu, here’s a hundred pound to any man who’ll take tJic field ag.ainst 
Taurus, for two thousand.’ 
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“ ‘Lot me hare yoiir cob,’-said I, ‘and I’ll take the bet.’ 

“ He turned roundin his saddle, and stared at me, as if I were something 
more or less than human, while a very general roar of laughing mn around 
the entire circle. 

“ ‘ Come away, come away at once,’ whispered Kcnnyfeek, trembling 
with fright. 

“ ‘ Yes, you had better move off, m'y friend,’ said a thick-set, rough¬ 
looking fellow, in a white coat. 

“ ‘tVlmt say you to five thousand. Sir, does that suit your book?’ cried 
the young fellow to me, m a most insolent tone. * 

“ ‘ Oh, let him alone, my Lord,’ said another. ‘ Take no notiec of him.’ 

“ ‘ I say, Grindle,’ cried a tail thin man with moustaches, ‘ who let these 
people inside the ring ?’ 

“ ‘ They forces their way, my Lud,’ said a little knocker-kneed creature, 
in a coat four times too big for him, ‘and I says to Hill, do—pend ui)on il. 
Bill, them’s the swell mob.’ 

“ The words wxtc scarcely out of the fellow’s mouth, when a general cry 
of the ‘swell mob’ resounded on every side, aud at once they clqsed upon 
us—some pushing—others elbowing—driving—and forcing, so that what 
wilrh the dense crowd, aud the tight bold Keunyfcck now kept of me, T was 
piiiloucd, aud could do nolhiiig. At last, hy a vigorous twist, 1 sho(,k 
them off from me, aud laid two of tlic foremost at my feet. This I did 
with a Mexican trick I saw they knew uotliing about: you first make a 
feint at the face, aud then, drojiping on the knee, seize the fellow by ho(h 
legs, and hurl him hack on his head—^just stand uj), I’ll not hurt you.” , 

“ Thank you—I understand the description perfectly,” said Mr. Softly, 
pale with terror at the proposed experimeut. 

“Well, the remtuuder is sdou told. They now got in upon us, aud of 
course 1 needn’t say we got confoundedly thrashed—Kenny feck was 
tumbled about like a football, every one that had nothing else to do had a 
kick iA liim, and there’s no saying how it ynight have ended had not a cer¬ 
tain Sir ticorgo Somebody recognised our poor friend, aud rescued him. 
I’m not quite sure that 1 was quite myself about this time—Keunyfcck has 
some story of my getting on some one’s horse, aud riding about the course 
iu search of the orighiators of the fray; the end of it, however, was, we 
reached Liverpool with sorer bones than was altogether pleasanl, and 
aUliongh, when Kcmiyfeck went to bed, I went to the theatre, tlic. noise 
only increased ujy headache, aud il needed a good night’s sleep to set me 
all riglil again.” 

“Mr. Kcmiyfeck taken for one of the swell mob!” exclaimed Softly, 
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witli a sort of My horror that seemed to sum up his whole dpmidB of the 
narratire. 

. “ Very bad, wasn’t it P” said Cashel, pushing the wine past; “ hut he’s 
a capital fellow, took the whole thing in such good part, and seems only 
anxious that the story shouldn’t get abroad. Of course I needn’t repeat my 
caution on , that subject ?” 

“Oh, certainly not! Shall we join the ladies?” said Mr. Jones, as he 
surveyed his whiskers, and arranged the lie of his cravat before the glass. 

“ I’m quite ready,” said Cashel, who had quietly set down in his own 
miiAhat the ladies of the Kennyfeok family were a kind of female fac¬ 
simile of the stiff-looking old attorney, and, therefore, felt very few qualms 
on the subject of his disordered and slovenly appearance. 

Scarcely had Cashel entered' the drawing-room than he found his hand 
grasped in Mr. Kennyfeck’s, when, with a most dulcet accent, he said, 

“ 1 knew you’d forgive me—I told Mrs. Kennyfeok you’d excuse me for 
not joining you at diuner, but I was really so fatigued. Mrs. Kcnnyfeck— 
Mr. Cashel. My daughter, Mr. Cashel. My daughter Olivia. 1^011 now, 
have you dined heartily—I hope my friends here took care of you P” 

“ 1 thank you. I never dined better—only sorry not to have had your 
company. We havo onr apologies to make, Mrs. Keunyfcck, for not being 
earlier; but, of course, you’ve heard that we did our very utmost.” 

“ Oh! yes, yes; I c.xplained everything,” iutcrniptcd Kcnnyfeck, most 
eager to stop a possible exposure. “Mrs. Kennyfeok knows it all.” 

Although Cashel’s manner and address W'erc.of a kind to subject him to 
the most severe criticism of the hidies of the Kcnnyfeck family, they evinced 
tiie most laudable spirit in tlicir hospitable and even cordial reception of him, 
Mrs. Kcnnyfeck making room for him to sit on the sofa beside her—a post 
of honour that even the Castle Aides-de-camp only enjoyed by great favour— 
while the daughters listened with an attention as flattering to h'm as it was 
galling to the other two guests. 

Mr. Softly, however, resigned himself to tliis neglect as to a passing cloud 
of forgetfulness, and betook himself to the columns of the Moruutg Posl for 
consolation, occasionally glancing over the margin to watch the laugiiiiig 
group around the fire. 'As for Jones, Mr. Kcnnyfeck had withdrawn with 
tliat gentleman into a window, whore the tactics of some bill in equity en¬ 
gaged their attention, manifestly, however, to the young Karristcr’s discon¬ 
tent, as his frequent stolen looks towards the ladies evidenced. 

It -w'as the first time that the Kennyfeoks had ever deigned to listen to 
any one, whose claims to a hearing rested on higher grounds tlian the light 
gossip and small-talk of the capital, the small fashionable chit-chat of a pro- 
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Tincial city, and wliich bears the same rcscmblajicc to the table-talk of the 
greater metropolis as da larks to ortolans, when disguised in the same kind 
of sauce, only those accustomed to the higher flavour'being able to detect 
the difference. It was, then, with as much surprise as pleasure that they 
found themselTes listening to the narratives in which not a single noble or 
lordly personage figured, nor one single incident occurred reflecting on the 
taste, the wealth, or the morals of their acquaintance. It was no less a 
novelty, loo, for Cashel, to find any one a listener to descriptions of scenes 
and habits in whoso familiarity he saw nothing strange or remarkable; so 
that wheu (he young ladies, at first, attractc(t by more curiosity, be# 1C 
gradually more and more interested in his stories, liis flattered vanity gave 
new warmth to an enthusiasm always ardent, and he spoke of Prairie life 
and advcutui'c with a degree of eloquence and power that might have capti¬ 
vated even less indulgent auditors. 

It w'as, besides, the first time that they ever had seen great wealth 
unallie.J with immense pretension. Cashel, perhaps from characicr, or that 
his accession to fortune was too tcccnt, and his consequent ignorance of 
all that inouey can do, whichever of these the cause, was cerluialy the most 
nnassmning young man lliey had cv'cr met. lu compmisou with liim, the 
Aiiles-de-eamp were princes of the blood; even Mr. Jones ]m( foiih a degree 
of pretciibion on tlic score of Ids abilities, which stood in strong contrast 
with the uuatt'ecled and simiJe modesty of lloland Cashel. 

It is but fair (o all parties to add, that dark and Hashing eyes, shaded by 
long and drooping lashes; a Idgh and massive forehead; a browu, almost 
Spanish oomjilexion, wliose cliaractcr was increased by a pair of short, 
coal-black moustaches, did not detract from the merit of tales, which, as 
tliey chiefly related to feats of personal daring aud address, were well 
corroborated by the admirable symmetry and kuidsome. proiiortions of the 
relater. 

Story followed story : now the scene lay in the low and misty sw'amps of 
the Niger, wlicro night resounds with the dull roar of the beasts of prey, 
and the lieavy plash of the sluggisli alligator on the muddy shore; now', it 
was in the green wood of the Sjiicc Islands, amid an atmosphere scented 
with perfume, and glittcriug with every gorgeous hue of plumage and ver¬ 
dure. At one momeut he would describe a cbiise at sea, w'itb all its liigli 
and maddening excitement, as each new vicissitude of success or failure 
arose; aud then he would present some little quiet picture of shore life in 
a land, where the boundless resources of Nature supply, even auticipate, 
the wauls aud luxuries of man. 

"Whatever tlie interest, and occasionally it rose to a high pitch, that 
attended his narratives of danger aud daring, the little sketches he gave 
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from tune to time of the domeslic life of these far-awaj people, seemed to 
attract the most delighted attention of his fair hearers, particularly when 
hb narrative touched upon the traits, whether of beauty, dress, or demeanour, 
that distinguish the belles of New Spain. 

“How diflicult,” said Mias Kenny feck, “I could almost say, how impos¬ 
sible, to leave a land so abounding in the romance of life, for all the dull 
and eommon-placc realities ofEuropeiin existence.” 

“How hard to do so witliout leaving behind the heart that could feel 
such ecstasies,” murmured Olivia, with a half-raised eyelid, aud a glance 
that made Cashel flush with (hdight. 

“How shall we ever niak{; Ireland compensate you for (luitling so lovely 
a country,” said Mrs. Keiinyfoek, with a smile rarely accorded to wiything 
lower tli.'in a Viscount. 

“We have a Mo.xicau prnveiii, Madam,” said Cashel, gaily, “ which says, 
‘ Whcrcu'cr the suii shines bright eyes shine :dsohut enough of ihese 
tiresome memories, in wliieh my egotism will always involve me. Shall WC 
have a Vaudaiigo?” 

“1 don't know it; 1 never saw it danceil.” 

“Well, thelMmiolo, then.” 

“ ISorthal cither,” said hotli girls, laughing. 

“ Weil, will you learn ? I'li teach you the Mauolo. It's very simple, 
if you’ll play th.e iiir, Miss Komiyfeck, it runs thus.” lioro he o|)Ciied 
tile pianoforte, aud after a. few chords, struck with a masterly Ciigor, he 
played a little Sptinish dance; hut with a spirit, of execiii ion, aud in such 
an exolt.iug ehiu'actov of lime aud measure, that a general exel.umil ion of 
deligiit broke from the whole room; Mr. Jones himself forgetting all rivalry, 
aud Mr. Softly laving down his newsjiapci’ to li.ston, and fur a moment car¬ 
ried away by tbc fascination of tlie siiirit-.stirriug melody. 

“That is tbc Manulo; come, now, tmd let me teach you, llrst the air and 
then Hit. dance.” 

“Oh, 1 never could succeed to give it- that eliaracler of bold and hnughly 
dcliaucc it breathes from you,” said Miss Kcnnyfcck. 

“Nay, nay, a mau’s hand is always so rude tmd licaty, it. ncetls t.lie tajier 
linger of a hidy,”—here Cashel bent aud kissed the himd he held, hut wtih 
such a deference aud respect in the sulnfe, that deprived the act ion, so 
novel to our eyes, of any ajipcarancc of a liberty,—“of a lady,” It lesmned, 
“ to impart the ringing brilliancy of Llio saucy Mauolo.” 

“Then play it over once more, tmd I’ll try,” said Mi.ss Kcimyfcok, wiio 
was a most accoinplisbed musician, and had even tdrcaiK caught up the 
greater part of the air. 

Cashel obeyed, aud again the plamlits followed even mure enthusiastically 
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thffli the first time. With a precision tliat called forth many a hearty “ bravo*’ 
dfom Boland, Miss Kennyfeck played over the air, catching up all the spirit 
of its transitions from gay to jdaintivo, and from tendor to a straid bold, 
■ daring, and energetic. 

“Now for ihe dance,”exclaimed Cashel, eager}/, as be busied himself in 
romovitig chairs mid pushing back sofas. “ Will yon be kind enough to 
issist mo vvith this table?” 

ilr. Softly, the gciitleui.'ui thus addressed, rose to comply, his face 
sxhibiting a very amusing struggle between sliame and astonishment at the 
Msitiou lie occupied. 

The s|)aee cleared, Roland took Olivia’s hand, and led her forward with, 
in air of exeeejiiig di forcnec. 

“Now, Miss Kennjfeek, the step is the easiest thing in ihe world. It 
goes so, one two, one, two, three, and then, change—exactly, rpiite right, 
you have it iicrfeotly. This is, a,s ii were, an hitruductiou io the dance, but 
ilio same step is preserved throughout, merely changing its time uilh the 
moasiue.” 

It uoiild ho as iiupossihlo to follow, as it woiJd be unfair to weary the 
reader willi the lesson, whieh now began, and yet we aiould hie to liugi'r 
on tile theme, as our memory brings up every graceful gesture, and cveiy 
))roud attitude of the tascinatiiig Manolo. Rcpreseuting as it does, by 
panlomimie acliou, a little episode of devotion, in wiiich pursuit and ilight, 
cutivaty, reicclion, seductive softness, liaughiy defiance, timid fear, ami an 
even insolent boldness, alternate and succeed each other, all the move¬ 
ments w hioh evjire.ssivc action can connuaud, whether of figure or feature, arc 
calJed forth. Kow, it is the reliriug delicacy of shrhiliug, iinu'd loveliness, 
half hojiing, half tearing, to be ])ur&ued—^uow Ihe stately defiance of haughty 
heauly, demanding homage as its due. At one mointni, the winning sediic- 
livcness that invites pursuit, and thou, sudden ns the lightning, the disdain 
tliai repels advance. 

Not tlic' least interesting part of Ihe present scene was to milch how 
Olivia, who, a1 first, madt each step and gesture with diffidenee and fear, as 
she went on, became, as it were, seized with the eharaeltnsl ic S)iiril of the 
measure; her features viuyiug willi I’ach motive of the music; her eyes, at 
one iiibtaiil half closed in dreamy languor, and at the next ilashing in all the 
brrlliaucy of couscious laauty. As lor Roland, forgclling, as wellhomiglit, 
alibis funetioms asleaelier, lie moved with the enthiisiasUe spirit of the 
dance—liis rapturous gaze displaying (ho udmiratidii (hat lettered him; and 
when at last, as it wore yrclding io long-proved dm otion, she gave lier hand, 
it needed the explanation of its lieiug a Mexican I'asliion to excuse the ardour 
vtdth which he pressed it tp his lips. 
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Mrs. Keimyfeck’s applauso, however, was none the less warm; and, if 
any of the company disapproved, they prudently .said nothing; even Mr. 
Softly, who only evidenced his feeling by a somewhat hasty resumption of 
the 'hloniiafi P/>st, while the elder sister, rising from the piimo, whiii])erod, 
as she passed her sister, " Bad jockeyship, Livy dear, to make fast running 
so i arly.” 

“ And that is the—what d’ye call it, Mr. Cashel?” said Mrs. Kennyfiek. 

'•The Manolo, Madam. It is of ItiJiau origin, rather than bpmiish: 
Calabrian, I fancy; but, in Mexico, it has become national, and vll suite 
the changeful temper of our Bpauish belles, and the style of their light and 
floating costume.” 

“Ics, 1 suspect it has a better efl'eet with short drapery tliau with the 
sweeping folds of our less pioluresfpic dress,” said Miss Kennyfeek, who, 
for reasons must not imjuire, took a ploa.surc in qualifying her apjinnal. 

“ 1 never saw it apix ar more graceful,” said Cashel, witli a Iduiit abrupt¬ 
ness far more fl.ateving than a studied-couijilimcut. Ohsi.i liliishcd; Mrs. 
KcnnyfccL looked happy, and the eider sister bit her bps, and I lirew uji her 
eyeimjws, with an expression wc cannot attempt to render in words. 

“May T not have the honour of introducing you to the Manolo?” said 
Cashel, presenting himself before her with a deep bow. 

'• Thank yon, I prefer being a spectator; bcsidcH, w e coidd hav c no music 
—my sister does not play.” 

Olnil© blusheil; aud, iu her hasty look, there was an expression of gently 
conveyed reproach, as though to say, “ This is unfair.” 

“ Do you like music, Mr. Cashel?” coutinned Miss Kcuiiyfick, who saw 
the sLght cloud of disappointment that crossed Boland’s feature''. “ Oli, I’m 
certain you do, and 1 know you sing!” 

“ Yes,” said Cashel, carelessly; “ as every one sings in that merry land I 
come from; but I fear the wild carolliugs of a lliuiclicro woidd sc.uec find 
acee])liuice in the polished ears of Europe.” 

“IVhut arc the melodics like, then?” asked Miss Kennyfoek, th'-owiug 
into the question a most eager interest. 

“You sliall hear, if you like,” said Boland, taking up a guii.ir, aud 
striking a few full chords with a practised band. “This is one ol ll.e wai 
songs;” and without further preface he begau. Had be e\ou beiii less 
gifted than he was as to voice and musical taste, there was cnoiigK in the 
bold and manly energy of his manner, in the fiery daring of liis d.nk eyes, 
and the expressive earnestness of his whole bearing, to attract tin admira¬ 
tion of his hearers. But besides tbese advantages, ho nas not uuskiilid in 
the science of music, and even made so poor aii in.slrumcnt a full ami 
masterly accompanimeut imitating, as few but Sj'auiards can do the 
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distant sound of drums, the dropping Arc of cannon, tlic wild abrupt ebanges 
of battle, and the low plaintive sounds of sull'ering and defeat; so tliat, as 
be concluded, the whole characdcr of the jauformaucc had ceased to be 
regarded as a mere musical display, but had the absolute effect of a |)owcr- 
fully-told story. 

The Kcunyfechs had often been cidlcd on in society to award their praises 
to amateur performances, iu wliosc applause, be it said, c‘it ptrfsnuf, a 
grateful scjiso of their being concluded always eoutribulcs the enthusiasm; 
but real admiration and pleasure now made tliejn silent, and as their eyes 
first tunicd oil tlie singer and then met, tlicre was a world of intelligence iu 
that one ipiiet, Heeling ghuicc, tJiat revealed more of secret thought and 
feeling iliaii we, as mere ebroiiielrrs of events, dare inquire into. 

IViielher it was that, this silence, prolonged for some. scco.uds, suggested 
the move, or that. Mr. Jones began to feel how ignoble a pJI, he liad been 
east for iu the whole eveuiug’s eiile.rtainmcut, but he rose to tahe. his leave 
at once, thrmviug iut.o Ids nianuer a certain air of easy self-sulficieney, with 
which in the “Courts” he had often dismissed a witness under ci'o.ss- 
evamiiialion, and by a mere look and gesture eoulrivcd to clisjiarage Ids tes¬ 
timony. 

IS'one, save JVliss Kenusfeek, perceived bis taelic. She saw' it, liowcver, 
aiul; with a rcadines.s all her own, rejdied In a slight elevation of the i-ye- 
hrow. Jones saw his “ signal aeknowledged,” and went homo eoiiteuted. 
I’l.iur neui, he was not the Jirst who ha.s been taken into jiartnership bi-cause 
his siiiall I'l'sourccs were all “ ready,” and who is ejected iVoui the linn when 
wider ami uramler sjiceidaliuus are entered on. 1 am not certain either ilial 
lie will be I be last! 

M.r. hxifliy ne.vt withdrew, his leave-taking liaviugall the. hlended liuinilitv 
and eordialily of Ids first, arrival; and now Mr. Keniiyfeek was tiw.akeiied 
out of a very sound nap by iii.s wife saying In his ear, “Will you ask Mr. 
Cashel if lie’ll take a biscuit and a glass of wine liefure he retires?” 

Tills iiioposiliou was ]iolilcly deelined, and aflci a. very cordial haud- 
bliakiiig with all the members of the family, Cashel said his good night, and 
retired. 
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CHAPTEU Vn. 

Icb moclitc iUu im ScWatrock when. 

Deb Kbisende Teueei. 

I’d like to see him in hia robe-dc-chauibre. 

Tiie Tbavellihg Devil. 

Tiu.BE lias always ajipoared to ns somclliing of troaclicry, not lo speak 
of iniiclicary, in the privileges authors are wont to nb.suinc in following thcii 
elmractfrs into their most secret rotircmcnl, watching tlierc their every 
movement atll gesture, overhearing their eonfuleutial whisperings, nay, 
sometimes sapping their very thoughts, for ihc mere iudulgcuee of a prying, 
iiitriisi\e eiiriosily. 

For tliis reason, liighly a})preoia1ing, as we must do, llio admirable wit of 
ibe Diaiife lioitcuv,” and the ]ile!isaut familiar humour of (he “Ilerhiite 
de la t'h.uissee d’Anliii,” \ie never could enlireiy reconcile ourselves lo the 
uaaus l)v wliieh .sueh amusing views of life were obtained, while wo enter¬ 
tain grave donhis if we, that is, the world at. large, have any right lo form 
our judgments of people from any other evidence than what is before the 
piiblie. It ;ip])c,ars to us somewiiaf as if, that following Jloineo or Desde- 
inoua into llie “ Green-room,” we slioidil he sevttre upon tlic waul of kceit- 
mg wliieli .suggested till! indulgeneo of a cigar or a ])cil of porter, and angry 
it the liigli-llown illustous so grossly routed and dis|ielled. 

“Ad well voiir part—tliere all Ihc honour lies,'’ said the poet inor.aliM ; 
but ii’s rather hard lo say, that you are to “ act” it, off, as well as on the 
st.ige ; '0 d if it 1)0 true that no man is a hero lo his valet, the valet shotild 
say uoihing ,d)ont i( ; and this is the very off'euec wo lliiiik novel writers 
connuit, evt rl.isitugly stri|)piug off the decorations tmd destroying the illii. 
sions they take sueh trouble to create, for lit lie else than the vtdn hoasi ful¬ 
ness of saying;—Sec, upon what flimsy materials 1 can move you to senti¬ 
ments of grief, laughter, pity, or coulcmiit. Behold of what vulg.ii ingre¬ 
dients arc made up the highest aspirations of genius—the mo.st graceful fas- 
cinaiion.s of beauty. 

Having deuounced, by this recorded protest, the practice, and disclaim- 
aig, as we must do, all desire lo houolit by ils enjoynievd, we desire our 
reader, particularly if he bo of the less worthy gender, to Joel a due sense of 
the obligation ho ewes us, if we claim his company for half an hour on such 
a voyage of discovery. Step softly, there is no excuse for noise, as the 
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staiMarpct h iMck, and not a sound need bo beard. Gently, as you pass 
that green door—that is the bedroom of Mr. and Mrs. Konnyfock. We 
will not linger there, nor invade the sanctity of those precinols, ■within 
which the monotonous tones of Mrs. K. arc heard, revelling in that species 
of domestic eloquence which, like the liberty of the press, is oftener plea¬ 
sant to those who employ, than to those who receive its judgments. Here, 
for a few minutes, lot ns stay. This is Holand Cashel’s apartment; sud, 
strange enough, instead of sleeping, ho is up at his table, writing too, he, of 
all men, the least epistolary. There may be no great indication of character 
in mere handwriting, but the manner, the gesture, the degree of rapidity of 
the writer, a.s seen at the moment, arc all full of individualily. Mark, then, 
with what speed his pen moves; not the daisy-cutting sling of the accom¬ 
plished rider, but the slashing gallop of the heavy cliargor. Many a blot, 
never au erasure—so, there it goes—“ Yours ever, llo)and|pashel.” And 
now, he begins another. Come, these arc no times for squoamishircss. Let 
us anticipate “ Sir James,” and read before he seals it. 


. “ Dablia. 

“ Mv BEAR Comrade, 

“ Wc arc neither of us very gifted letter-writers, but erents arc always 
cuouglv to tell, oven when style be, wanting; aud hero ami, so overwhelmed 
hy the nish of new sensatious, that L know not where to begin, or how to 
tell w1)at has really happened since we piutcd, nor distinguish actual .stub¬ 
born facts from my own fancies. My hiicf note from Porto Giacomo told 
yon tliid 1 had succeeded to something like liftecu thousand pounds ayear. 
I believe it is rather men, with a good round sum I don’t know how much, 
in bank ; and now, here 1 am, just arrived, but marvellously at home, in 
the house of the worthy fellow lhat 1ms established my claim. 

“If 1 only knew so much of my good luck, '’’d say it was no bad thing 
to be pleasantly domesticated in a capital mansion, with etery refinement 
and luxury at hand, and two such girls, the daughters! Oh, amigo mio, 
you’d tliink wondrous little of the Baredonetta belles, if I could show you 
these damsels! Such tempting shyness—sucli shrinking playful modesty, 
and then so frank, without that slap-dash abruptness—Never mind—I own 
fret ly that MnritaOa is lovely—there is not such a mouth—As to a foot— 
well, well. 1 wish 1 could take a peep at you all again, just as night 
closes, and she comes out to take her walk upon the grass, and hear her 
singing as she went, or Watch her as she danced the Manolo, which—by the 
way—one of the girls here caiq^ht up wonderfully, jmd in almost au instant, 
too. But the Manolo, with a long, sweeping, flounced, and furbdowed petti¬ 
coat! Only think of the absurdity. Not but she looked exceedingly pretty 
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the while, bat how much better had she, if one could only hare cut half a 
yard off her drapery! 

“ Have yon received the pistols I sent from London ? I hope you’ll think 
them handsome—I know they are true, having tried them at thirty live, and 
even fifty paces. The yataghan I’m certain you’ll admire; it has the pecu¬ 
liar handle and hilt you’re fond of. Pray let our friends on tlie Chilian side 
learn something of the qualities of the blade itsdf. I have been thinking 
since about the emeralds—and, perhaps, MaritaSa may refuse them. If so, 
do what you will with them so that I hear no more of the matter. And 
now for the bond;—release from me that tie by all means. It is not tkil I 
really feel it in the light of a contract—MaritaSa never did—but I have it 
ever on my mind like a debt. 1 give you full powers; draw upon me for 
the sum you please, and I promise not to dishonour the cheque. Pedro hkcs 
a good bargaii9and don’t balk him! 

“ I dou'i know whal your own views are in that quarter, but I tell you 
frankly that MaritaSa bas higher and bolder aspirations than either you or 
1 were likely to aid her in attaining. She is a proud gul, Enrique, .lud will 
never care for any man that is not able and wilL'ug to elevate her into a 
very different sphere from that she moves in. I never actually loved her—1 
certainly do not do so now—and yet I cannot get her out of my head. 

“ Before I forget it, let me ask you to pay liny Diaj> two hundred dou¬ 
bloons for me. The horse I killed was not worih forty, but these arc not 
times for bargaining, and the fellow didn’t want to part with the beast. 
Aleonetti—^thojtidian in the Plaza—^has something against me; pay it too; 
and now that T am on the subject of debts, whenever you no.vl emisc off 
TcntSlanos, send a party on shore to catch the Lean, and give liim four 
and twenty with a I’ope’s-end; say it is from me; he’ll know why, and so 
shall you, when you inform me that it has boon cleverly effected. 

“ AIkivt e'l, my dear boy, write; I so long to bear about you all, and to 
know aU that has happened since 1 left you. Send the old trunks with my 
unilbnn to the agents in the Ilavamiah; I’d like to see them once more. 
IVaufois may keep anything else of mine, except what you would like lo 
select as a ‘ souveuir.’ Don’t let iliea write to mo. I feel I should have no 
eluuicc in a correspondence with him; nor need 1 have any, because whatever 
you say, I agree to—^remember that. 

“ If you c.m manage about the emeralds, it would be the most gratifying 
news to me. Ton might tell her that we are so certain of never meeting 
again, and that aft is now over for ever, and so on.—It would have an air of 
unkindness to reject them. Besides, I see no reason why she should! No 
matter; I needn’t multiply reasons, where if one will not suffice, a thousand 
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must fail, and the bhaaces alte, if she suspect my anxiety on the subject, it 
will decide her against me. Do it, then, all in your own way. 

“Have I said aU I wanted? Heaven knows, my head is full; my heart, 
too, is not withont its load. I wish you were here. I wish it for many 
reasons. I already begin to suspect you are right about the sudden effect 
a spring into wealth may produce, but I hope that all you said on that score 
may not be true. If I tliought so, Td—~No matter. I’ll endeavour to show 
that you arc unjust, and that is better.—^Yours ever, 

“Eoiand Cashel. 

“ Hon Enrique da Cordova, 

Lioutenant of the Columbian frignte EmwraUa. 

Care of HossrS. Eustaclic et Le Moine, merchants, Havannab.” 

The next epistle whioli followed was far more brief. It ms thus: 

“Messrs. Vanderhaeghen und Droek, Antwerp. 

“Enclosed is an order ou Hamerton for seventeen thousand four himdrcd 
and forty-eight gulden, principal and interest for throe years, of an unjust 
demand made by you on me before the tribunal of Bruges. 

“ You failed, even with all the aid of your knavish laws, and more knavish 
countrymen, to establish this iniquitous claim; and oiJy succeeded in exhi¬ 
biting yourselves as rogues and swindlers, good burghcr-like qualities in 
your commercial city. 

“ 1 have now paid what I never owed, but there stiU renmins between us 
an unsettled score. Let my present punctuality guarantccf^,be bonourablo 
intentions I entertam of settling it one day, till when, as you have shown 
yourselves my enemy, 

“ Believe me to be yours, 

“ Bolaeb Cashel.” 


The order on the Banker ran as follows; 

“ Pay to Vanderhaeghen und Droek, two of the greatest knaves alive, 
seventeen thousand four hundred and forty-eight gulden, being tlie principal 
and interest for three years of a dishonest claim made upon 

“ Rolakd Cashel. 

“ To Hamerton and Co., Cheapside.” 

Wit h all that sootliing consciousness we hear is the result of good actions, 
Cashel lay down on his bed immediately on concluding this last epblle, and 
was fast asleep almost before the superscription was dried. 

And now, worthy reader, another peep, and we have done. Ascending 
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cautiously tlie stairs, you pss through a little conserratory, at the end of 
which a heavy cloth curtain conceals a door. It is that of a dressing-room 
—off wliich, at opposite sides, two bedrooms lie. This same dressing-room, 
with its rose-coloured curtains and ottoman, its little toikd-tables of satin- 
wood, its mirrors framed in alabaster, its cabiucts of Biibl, and tlio book- 
sbelvcs so coquettishly ciutained with MAHnes hice, is the commou pT0))erty 
of the two sisters whom we so lately introduced to your notice. 

There were they wont to sit for hours after the return from a ball, dis- 
enssing the people they had met, their dress, their manner, their foibles and 
flirtations; criticising with no mean acuteness all the varied games of 
match-making mammas and intriguing aunts, and canvassing the schemes 
and snares so rife around them. And, oh, yo simple worshippers of muslin- 
robed iimoccncc! oh, ye devoted slaves of ringleted loveliness and bloom¬ 
ing freshness! bethink ye what wily projects lie crouching in hearts that 
would seem the very homes of careless hap])iaess—what calculations—what 
devices—how many subtleties that only beauty wields or simple man is van- 
guished by! 

It was considerably }>ast miduiglit as the two girls sal at the fire, their 
dressing-gowns and slqipercd feet showing that tiiey had prepared for bed ; 
but the long luxuriant liair, as yet unciuled, flowed in heavy masses on their 
neck and shoulders. They did not, as usual, converse freely logelhcr; a 
silence and a kind of constraint sat upon each, aud although Olivia licld a 
book before her, it was less fur the purpose of roadiug than as a screen 
against the fire,j[hile her sister sat with folded arms aud gently drooping 
head, appareul|PBost in though!. It was after a very lengtlmned silence, 
aud in a voice which showed that the speaker was following up some (ntiu 
of Ihought, Miss Kcunjfcek said, 

" Aud do you really think him handsome, Olivia 

“ Of whom arc you speaking, dear ?” said Olivia, with the very softest 
accent. 

Miss Keimyfeck started, her pale cheeks became slightly red, as, with a 
most keen irony, she replied: “ Could you not guess ? Can I mean any 
one but Mr. Clare Jones ?” 

“ Ob, he’s a downright fright,” answered the other; “ but what could 
have made yon tliink of him ?” 

‘‘ I was not thinking of him, nor wore you either, sister dear,” said Miss 
ICennyfcck, fixing her eyes full upon her; “ we were holh thinking of the 
same person. Como, what use in such subterfuges ? Honesty, Livy, may 
not be the ‘ best policy,’ but it has one groat advantage, it saves a deal of 
time; and so I repeat my question, do you think him haudsoinc f” 

“If you mean Mr. Cashel, dcaiTst,” said the younger, half bashfully, “I 

E ‘2 
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rather incline to say he is. His eyes.are very good; his forehead and 
brow-” 

" There—no inventory, I beg—the man is very well-looting, I dare say; 
but I own he strikes me as ‘ iaat 6m( jaw samage’ Don’t you think so ?” 
“True, his manners- ” 

“Why he has none; the man has a certain rakish free-and-easy de¬ 
meanour, that, with somewhat more breeding, would rise as high as 
‘ tigerism,’ but now is detestable vulgarity;” 

“Oh, dearest, you arc severe.” 

“ I rather suspect that you are partial” 

" I, my dear! not I, in the least. He is not, by any means, the style of 
person I like. He can be very amusing, perhaps; he certainly is very odd 
—^veiy original.” 

“ He is very rich, Livy,” said the elder sister, with a most dry gravity. 
“Tliat can scarcely be called a fault, still less a misfortune," replied 
Olivia, slyly. 

“Well, well, let ns have done with aphorisms, and speak openly. If you 
arc really pleased with his manner and address, say so at once, and I’ll pro¬ 
mise never to criticise too closely a demeanour which, I vow, docs not im¬ 
press me highly—only be candid.” 

“But I do not see any occasion for such candour, my dear. He is no 
more to me tlian he is to you. I ask no protestations from you about this 
Mr. llolauJ Cashel.” 

Miss Keimyfeck bit her lip and seemed to repress a i^g temptation to 
reply, but was silent for a moment, when she said, in a ffeless, easy tone, 
“Do you know, Livy dcarpst, that tins same Manolo you danced this 
evening ris not by any means a graceful performance to look at, at least 
when danced with long, sweeping drapery, flapping here and flouncing 
there. It may suit those half-dressed Mexican damsels who want to dis- 
play a high arched instep and abounded ankle, and who know that they 
arc not transgressing the ordinary limits of decorum in the display; but 
eci-tabily your friend Mr. Softly fid not accord all his approval. Did you 
remark him ?” 

“I did not; I was too much engaged in learning the figure; but Mr. 
Softly disapproves of aU dancing.” 

“ Oh, 1 know he does,” yawned Miss Kennyfeck, as if the very mention 
of bis name suggested sleep, “the dear man has his own notions of plea¬ 
santly—little lioly jokes about Adam and Eve. There is nothing so in¬ 
tolerable to me as the insipid playfulness of your young parson, except, 
perhaps, the coarse fun of your rising barrister. How I bate Mr. Clare 
Jones.” 
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“ He 16 very under-bred.” 

“ He IS worse—the rudest person I ever met—so familiar.” 

“ Why will he always insist on shaking hands ?” 

“ Why will he not at least wash his own, oecasionally ?” 

"And then his jests from the Queen’s Bench—the last I’m sure 1 

often wished it were so literally, of some stupid Chief Justiee. Well, 
lenlly, in comparison, your savage friend is a mirror of good looks and good 
manners.” 

"Good night, my dear,” said Olivia, rising, as though to decline a re¬ 
newal of the combat. 

"Good night,” echoed her sister, bluntly, “and pleasant dreams of 
‘ Roland the brave—^Roland the Imo;’ the latter quality being the one more 
in request at this moment.” And so, humming the well-known air, she 
took her candle, and retired. 


CHAPTER Vlir. 

Ay! marry—they have wiles, 

Compared to which, our schemes are honesty 
' Xnr. J*AwiEu's DArtoniEK. 

Notwithstskding all that wo hear said against Castlc-bnildiiia, how 
few among the unbouglit pleasures of life are so amusing, uoi are we certain 
that ihei.( shadowy speculations—these "white lies” that we tell to onr 
own coutc'i 'Ko—are not so many inceutivos to noble deeds and generous 
actions. 'These “ iumginary conversations” lift ns out of the jog-trot path 
of daily intercourse, and call up hopes and aspirations that lie buried nndcil 
the heavy load of wearisome common-places of which life is made up, and 
thus permit a man inmiersed as he may be in the fatigues of a profession, or 
a rounting-bousc, harassed by law, or won led by the Three per Cents., to 
bo a hero to his own heart at least for a few minutes once a week. 

But if “ Castk-building” be so pleasurable when a more visiomory 
scheme, what is it when it comes associated with all the necessaij condi¬ 
tions for accomplishment—when not alone the plan and elevation of the 
. cditlco are there, but all the materials and every appliance to realise the 
coucejilion ? 

Just fancy yourself “two or three and twenty,” waking out of a sound 
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and dreamless sleep, to see the mellow sun of an autumnal morning strain¬ 
ing its rays through the curtains of your bedroom. Conceive to short and 
easy strug^ by which, banishing aE load of cares and duties in which you 
were once immorsed, you spring, as by a bound, to the joyous fact that you 
are the owner of a princely fortune, with health and ewdent spirit, a temper 
capable of, nay, eager for cngjigcment, a fearless courage, and a heart un- 
ehillod. Think of this, and say, is not the first-waking half-hour of such 
thoughts the brightest spot of a whole existence P 
.Such was the frame of mind in which our hero awoke, and lay for some 
time to revel in! Wc could not, if we would, follow the complex tissue of 
day-dreams tot wandered over every clime, and in the liaiiriant rapture of 
power, created scenes of pleasure, of ingredients the most far-fctclicd and 
remote. The “actual” demands our attention more urgently thau the 
“ ideal,” so that wc arc eonstraiiiod to follow the unpoetieal stops of so 
ignoble a jiersonagc as Mr. Phillis—Cashel’s new valet—who now broke 
in upon his master’s reveries, as he entered with hot water, and tlie morn¬ 
ing papers. 

“What have you got there P” cried Cashel, not altogether pleased at the 
intnisiou. 

“ Tlie morning papers! Lord EttlBCombe”“his fonner master, and his 
universal type—“always read the iW, Sir, before he got out of bed.” 

“Well, let mo sec it,” said Cashel, who, already impressed with the 
necessity of conforming to a new code, was satisfied to take the law even 
, from so humble an authority as his own man. 

“lies, Sir. Oar arrival is announced very handsomely among the fashion¬ 
able intelligence, .and the IhiWm Mail has copied the paragraj)!! staling tot 
wc arc speedily about to visit our Irish estates.” 

“Ah, iudeod,” said Cashel, somewhat flattered at his new-bom notoriety; 
“where is all this P” 

“ Here, Sir, under ‘ Movements in High Life‘ The Duke of XJxoter to 
(Jjord Debbington’s beautiful villa at Maulish—Sir Harry and Lady Emcline 

Morpas, &c.,—Rosenortis—Lord Fetcherton- ’ No, here we have it. 

Sir—‘Mr. Roland Caslml and suite’—Kennyfeck and self. Sir—‘from Mt- 
vart’s, for Ireland. We understand that this willionnairg proprietor is now 
about to visit his estates in this country, preparatory to taking up a resi¬ 
dence finally amongst us. If report speak truly, he is as accomplished 
as wealthy, and will be a very welcome accession to the ranks of onr country 
gentry.’ ” 

“ How strange that these worthy people should affect to know or care 
anything about me or my future intentions,” said Cashel, innocently. 

“ Oh, Sir, they really know nothing—tot little thing is mine.” 
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“ Yours t how yours P’* 

“Why, I wrote it. Sir. When I< lived with Sir Giles Heathcote, we 
always fired off a certain number of these signal-guns when wo came to 
a new place. Once fhe thing was set a-gohig, the newspaper fellows 
followed up the lead themselves. They look upon a wcU-kuown name 
ai of the same value as a lire, or a case of larceny. 1 have known a case of 
bcduction by o Marquis to take the ‘ pas’ oi the last mur^'r in the Edge- 
u arc-road.” 

“I have ao fancy for this species of publicity,” said Cashel, seriously. 

“ Beliovu mo, Sir, there is notliiug to be done without it. The press, Sir, 
is ilic fourth estate. Tliey can ignore aujthiug now-a-days, from a speech 
ill Parliament to tlie last new novel,—from tlie young beauty just come out 
to the uc'W'iy launclicd Ime-of-baUlo-sbip. A friend of mine, some time back, 
tried the thing to his cost, Sir. Ho invented an admirable moustacho- 
pastej he even paid a guinea to an Oxford man for a Greek name for it; 
well. Sir, ho would not advertise in the dailies, but only in bills. Mark the 
cousequcBoe. One of the raonihig journals, in announcing the arrival of the 
Prince of Kocimmdkutt ingen on a visit to Colonel Sibtborp, luculiouod, 
tliat in the fraternal ouibiacc of these two distinguished personages, their 
moust.ackc.s, anoiutedwith the new patent adhesive Enkaiithcrostickostfeon, 
became actually so fastened together (as the fellow said, like two clotlies- 
brushes), that after a quarter of an hour’s vain struggle they had to be cut 
asunder. From that moment, Sir, the pasic was done up; ho sold it 
as harness stuff the week after, and left the hair and heard line altogether.” 

As Cashel’s dressing procooded, Mr. Phillis eontinued to impose njion 
liim ihose vinious hints and suggestions rcspcctiufj costume, for which that 
aeeomphshed gentleman’s gentleman was renowned. 

“ Excuse me, but you are not going to wear that coat, I Lope. A morn¬ 
ing dress sbould always incline to what artists call ‘neutral tints;’ there 
should also hi nothing striking, nothing that would particularly catch the 
eye, except in those peculiar cases, where the -Hearer, adopting a certain 
colour, not usually soon, adheres strictly to it, just as we see my Lord 
Blenncvilic with his old coffec-coloured cut-away, and Sir Francis Heming 
with his light-blue frock; Colouel Mordaiont’s Hessians are the same kind 
of thii^.” 

“This is all more trifling,” said Cashel, impatiently; “1 don’t inti nd to 
dress like the show-figure in a tailor’s sho]), to be stared at.” 

“ Exactly so, Sir; that is what I have beeu sayiug; any notoriety is 
to be avoided where a gcntlcwau has a real position. Now, witli a dark 
frock, grey trousers, and this pkin, single-breasted -vest, your costume is 
correct.” 
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If Cadiel appeared to submit to tbae dictations wiili impatience, he, 
really, rereived them as laws to which he was, in virtue of his station, to bo 
bound. He had taken Mr. Phillis, ciacUy as he had engaged the services 
of a celebrated Prenoh cook, as a person to whom a " department ” was to 
be entrusted, and feeling that he was about to enter on a world whose 
habits of Ihinling and prejudioes were all strange, he resolved to accept of 
guidance, with the implicitness that he would have shown in taking a pilot 
to navigate him through a newly-visited ohanneL Between this sense of 
submisMon, and a certain feeling, of shame at the mock importance of these 
considerations, Cashel exhibited many symptoms of impatience, as Mr. 
Phillis continued his revelations on dress, and was sinoerely happy when 
that rilined individual, having slowly surveyed him, pronounced a faint 
“ Yes, very near it,” and withdrew. 

Tliere was a half glimmering suspicion, like a struggling ray of sunliglit 
stealing through a tom and ragged cloud, breaking on Boland’s mind, that 
if weal I h were to entail a great many requirements, no matter how snedl 
each, of obedience to the world’s prescription, that he, for one, would prefer 
Ills imtranmieUod freedom to any amount of riches. This was but a fleeting 
doubt, which he had no tune to dwell upon, for already he was informed by 
the butler that Mrs. Kennyfeek was waiting breakfast for him. 

Bcsn'iidmg the stairs rapidly, he bad just reached the landing opposite 
the drawing-room, when he beard the sounds of a guitar accompaniment, 
and the sweet silvery tones of a female voice. Ho listened, and to his 
amamiu'iit heard that the singer was endeavouring, and with considerable 
sneccss, too, to remember bis own Mexican air, that bo had sung the pre¬ 
ceding evening. 

Somehow, it struck him he had never thought the melody so pretty 
before; there was a tenderness in the pkiutivo paits ho could not have 
conceived. Not so the singer, for after r few elforts to imitate one of 
Boland’s bolder passages, she drew her finger inipaticn+ly across tlic chords, 
and exclaimed, “ It is of no use, it is only the Caballero himself can do it.” 

“Lpt him teach you, then!” cried Cashel, as he sprang into the room, 
wild with delighl. 

“ Oh, Mr. Cashel, what a start you’ve given me 1” said Olivia Kennyfeek, 
as, covered with blushes, and trembling with agitation, she leaned on the 
back of a chair, 

“Oh, pray forgive me,” said he, eagerly; "but I was so surprised, so de¬ 
lighted to hoar you recalling that little song, 1 really forgot everything else. 
Have 1 stMtled yon, then P” 

“Oh, no; it’s nothing. T was trying a few chords. I thouglit I was 
quite alone.” 
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"But you*!! permit me to tcacli you some of our Mexican songs, won’t 
youf I should be so charmed to hear them snag as you could sing them.” 

"It is too kind of yon,” said she, timidly; “bat I am no musician. My 
sister is a most skilful pOTformcr; but I really know nothing—a simple 
ballad—and a canzonette—are the extent of my efforts.” 

“ For our Prairie songs, it ii the feeling supplies all the character. They 
are wild, fanciful things, with no higher pretensions than to recal some trait 
of the land they belong to, and I should be so flattered if you would take an 
’interest in the Far West.” 

“ How you must lore it! How you must long to return to it!” said 
Olivia, raising her long drooping lashes, and letting her eyes rest, with an 
expression of tender melancholy, on Cashel. 

What he might have said there is no guessing,—nay, for his sake, and for 
hers too, it is better not even to speculate on it; but ere he could reply, 
another speaker joined in the colloquy, saying— 

"Good morning, Mr. Cashel. Pray don’t'forget, when the lesson is 
over, that we are waiting breakfast.” So saying, and with a laugh of saucy 
raillery, Miss Kennyfcck passed down the stairs, not remaining to hear his 
answer. 

" Oh, Mr. Cashel!” exclaimed Olivia, with a tone half reproachful, half 
shy, “we shall be scolded,—at least, I shall,” added she. “ It is the un¬ 
forgivable offence in this house to be late at breakfast.” 

Cashel would very willingly have risked all the consequences of delay for 
a few minutes longer of their interview, but already she had tripped on down 
stairs, and with such speed as to enter the breakfast-parbur a few seconds 
before him. Boland was welcomed by the family without the slightest 
shade of dissatisfaction at liis late appearance, cordial greetings and 
friendly inquiries as to how he had rested pouring in on every side. 

“WJuit’b to be done with Mr. Cashel to-day? 1 hope he is not to 
be teased by business people and red-tapery,” said Mra. Kcnnyfcck to her 
husband. 

“I am afraid,” said the sUky attorney—"I am very much afraid, I must 
trespass on his kindness to accompany me to the Master’s office. There 
are some little matters which will not wmt.” 

“Oh, they must,” said Mrs. Konnyfeck, peremptorily. “Who is the 
Master—Liddard—isn’t it ? Well, tell him to put it off: Mr. Cashel must 
really have a little peace and quietness after all his fatigues.” 

“ It will only take an hour at most, Mra. Kennyfeck,” remonstrated her 
submissive, mate. 

“ Well, that is nothing,” cried Cashel. “I’m not in the least tired, and 
the day is long enough for everything.”. 
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“ Then we have a little affair which we can manage at home here ahoat 
the mortgages. 1 told you-” 

“I believe you did,” replied Cashel, laughing; “but I don’t rememlmr a 
word of it. It’s about paying some money, isn’t it ?” 

" Ics, it’s the redemption of two very heavy claims,” exclaimed Kenny- 
fuck, perfectly shocked at the indifference displayed by the young man,— 
“ claims for which we are paying five and a half per cent.” 

“And it would be better to clear them off?” said Cashel, assumii^ 
a show of interest in the matter he was far from feeling. 

Of course it would. There is a very large sum laying to your credit.at 
Falkner’s, for tidiioh you receive only three per cent.” 

“Don’t you perceive how tiresome you arc, dear Mr. Kennyfeck?” said 
his wife. “Mr. Cashel is bored to death with all this.” 

‘‘Oh, no! not in tlm least. Madam. It ought to interest me immensely ; 
and so all these tilings will, I’m sure; hut I was just thinking at what 
hour that fellow we met on the packet was to show us those horses he 
spoke off” 

“At four,” said Mr.^Kennyfeok, with a half-sigh of resignation; “but 
you’ll have ample time for that. I shall only ask you to attend at the 
.liidgus’ chambers after our consultation.” 

“ Well, you arc really intolerable cried bis wife. “ IVhy cannot you and 
/ones, and the rest of you, do all this tiresome nonsense, and leave Mr. 
Cashel to ns ? 1 want to bring him out to visit two or three people; and 
the girls have been planning a canter in the Park.” 

“ The canter, by alt means,” said Cajhcl. “I’m sure, my denr Mr. Ken¬ 
ny fcok, you’ll do everything far better Witbout me. 1 have no head for any- 
tiling like business; and so pray, let mo accompany the ridii^ party.” 

“ The attendance at the Master’s is peremptory,” sighed the attorney 
“ there is no deferring that; and as’to the mortgages, the funds ate falling 
evety hour. I should serionsly advise selling out at once.” 

“ Well, stffl out, in Heaven’s name. Do aU and any thing you like, and I 
promise my most unqualified satisfaction at the result.” 

“There, now,” interposed Mrs. Kenny fcok, autlioritatively; "don’t worry 
any more, you sec how tiresome you arc!” 

And poor Mr. Kennyfeck seemed to see and feel it too; for he hung his 
liead, and sipped his tea in silence. 

“ To-day we dine alone, Mr. Cashel,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck; “ but to¬ 
morrow I will try to show you some of the DabliU notorieties; at least, such 
sa are to be had in the season. On Kriday we plan a little country party 
into Wicklow; and 1 have promised to keep Saturday free, if the Bkoken- 
burgs want us.” 
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"What slall we say, then, about Tubber-beg, Mr. Cashel ?” said Keuny- 
feck, withdrawing him into a window-recess. "We ouglit to give the 
answer at once.” 

“ Faith! I forgot all about it,” said Cashel. " Is that the fisliery you told 
me of ?” 

" Oh, no!” sighed the disconsolate man of law. " It’s the farm on the 
terminable lease, at present held by Hugh Corrigan; he asks for a re¬ 
newal.” 

“Well, let him have it,” said Cashel, bluntly, while his ryes were turned 
towards the fire, where the two sisters, with amis entwined, stood in the 
most graceful of attitudes. 

“Yes, but hawc you considered the matter maturely?” rejoined Kcnny- 
feck, laying his liand on Cashel’s arm. “ Have you taken into account that 
he only p.ays eight and sevenpouce per aero—the Irish acre, too; and that a 
considerable part of that land adjoining the Boat Quay is let, as building 
pilots, for two and sixpence a foot ?” 

“ A devilish pretty foot it is, too,” muminrcd Cashel, piusingly. 

“Eh ! what?” exclaimed Kcnuyfock, perfectly mystified at this response. 

“ Oh! I meant that 1 agre.ed with you,” rejoined the young man, redden¬ 
ing, and endeavouring to appear deeply interested. “1 quite comcide with 
your views. Sir.” 

Kcnnyfeck seemed surprised at this, for he had not, to his knowledge, ven¬ 
tured on any opinion. 

“Perhaps,” said he, taking breath for a last effort, “if you’d kindly look 
at the map of the estate, and just sec where this farm trenches on your ewn 
limits, you could judge bettor about the propriety of the renewal.” 

“Oh, with pleasureexclaimed Cashel, while he suffered himself to te 
led into the study, his face exhibiting very indifferent signs of satisfaction. 

" Shah wc assist in the consultation, Mr. Cashel ?” said Mrs. Kenuyfeck, 
smiling in reply to his reluctant look at leaving. 

“Oh, by ail means!” cried he, enthusiastically; “do gome, and give me 
your advice. Pray, come.” 

“ Come, girls,” said the mother, “although I’perceive Mr. Kcnnyfcck Ls 
terribly shocked at the bare thought of our intrusion; but be of 
courage, we only accompany Mr. Cashel to save him from any long imprison¬ 
ment.” And so she moved majestically forward, her dat%liters following 
her. 

An alchemist would probably have received compaiy in his laboratory, or 
a hermit admitted a jovial party in his eell, with less of constraint and dis¬ 
satisfaction than (Ed Mr. KennyfSck watch the approach of his wife and 
daughters to the sanctum of his study. 
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Save at rare interrals, when a disconsolate widow had come to resdve a 
question of adiamistration, or a no less forlorn damsel had entered to consult 
upon an action for "breach of promise,” St. KcTin himself had never been 
less exposed to female intervention. It needed then all his reverence and 
fear of Mrs. Kennjfeck to sustain the shock to his feelings, as he saw her 
scat herself in his office-chair, and look arotmd with the air of command that 
he alone used to exhibit in these regions. 

“Now for this same map, Mr. Kennyfeek, and let as hear the question 
for which this Privy Council has been convened.” 

“ This is the map,” s.aid Mi-. Kennyfeek, unfolding a large scroll," and I be¬ 
lieve a single glanoewillonable Mr. Cashel to perceive that some little delibe¬ 
ration would be advisable before continuing in possession a tenant whose hold¬ 
ing completely destroys tho best feature of the demesne. This red line here 
is your boundary towards tho Limerick road; here, stands the house, which, 
from tho first, was a great mistake. It is built in a hollow without a par¬ 
ticle of view; whereas, had it been placed here, where this cross is marked, 
the prospect would have extended over the whole of Scariff Bay, and by the 
west, down to Killaloe.” 

“ Well, what’s to prevent our building it there yet ?” interrupted Cashel 
“ I think it would be rare fun building a house, at least if I may judge from 
aU the amusement I’ve had in oonstracting one of loaves and buffsdo-hides, 
in the Prairies.” 

Mrs. Kennyfeek and her eldest daughter smiled their blandest approba¬ 
tion, while ObvLa murmured in her sister’s ear, " Oh dear, he is so very 
natural, isn’t he t” 

“ That will be a point for ulterior consideration,” said Mr. Kennyfeek, 
who saw the danger of at all wandering from the topic in hand. “ Give me 
your attention now for one moment, Mr. Cashel. Another inoonvonicnee in 
the situation of the present house is, that it stands soatecly a thousand yards 
from this red and yellow lino here.” 

“Well, what is that?” inquired Cashel, who already began to feel in¬ 
terested in the localities. 

“This—and pray observe it well, Sir—-this red and yellow lin^ enclosing 
a tract which borders on the Shannon, and runs, as you may remark, into 
the very heart of the demesne, this is Tnhber-heg, the farm in question; not 
only encroaching upon your Kmfts, but actually cutting you off from the 
river, at least, your access is limited to a very oirouitous road, and which 
opens upon a very shallow psat of the stream.” 

“ And who or what is this tenant ?” asked Cashel. 

"His name is Corrigan, a gentlemani#by bklh, but of a very Emited for¬ 
tune; he is now an old man, upwards of seventy, I understand.” 

“And how came it that he ever obtained possession of a tract so cir- 
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cumstanoed, jnarriug, as you most Justly observe, the whole character of the 
dcmesue f” 

“ Tlmt would be a long stoiy. Sir—enough, if I mention that Ids ancestors 
were the ancient owners of tho entire estate, wliich was lost by an act of 
confiscation in the year forty-live; some extenuating ciroumslances, however, 
induced tho Government to confer upon a younger branch of the family a 
lease of this small tract called Tnbber-beg, to distinguish it from Tubber- 
more, the larger portion, and this lease it is whose expiration, in a few years, 
induces the present quere.” 

“ Has Mr. Corrigan children ?” 

“No; his only child, a daughter, is dead, but a granddaughter lives now 
with the old man.” 

“Then what is it he asks? Is it a renewal of the lease, on the former 
terms P” 

“Why not precisely. I believe ho would be williig to pay more.” 

“ That’s not what I mean,” replied Cashel, reddening; “ I ask, w hat terms 
as to time, ho seeks for. Would it content him to have the laud for his own 
life?” 

“ Mr. Kennyfeck, you are really very culpable to leave Mr. Casbcl to the 
decision of matters of this kind—matters in which his kindliness of heart 
and inexperience will always betray liim into a forgetfulness of his own in¬ 
terest, What has Mr. Cashel to think about this old creature’s ancestors, 
who were rebels, it appears, or his daughter, or his granddaughter ? licro 
is a simple question of a farm, whioh actually makes the demesne worthless, 
and which, by a singular piece of good fortune, is in Mr. Cashel’s power to 
secure.” 

“This is a very correct view, doubtless,” said her meek husband, submis¬ 
sively, “but we should also remember- ” 

“ We have nothing to remember,” interrupted Mrs. Kennyfeck, stoutly; 
“ nothing, save his interests, who, as I have observed, is of too generous a 
nature to be trusted with such matters.” 

“Is there no other farm—have wc nothing on the property he’d like as 
well as this ?” asked Cashel. 

“I fear not. The attachmout to a place inhabited for centuries by his 
aucestory—-” 

“By his fiddlestick,” struck in Mrs. Kennyfeck; “two and sixpence an 
acre differonoe would be all the neocssaiy compensation. Mr. Kennyfeck, 
how can you trifle in this manner, when you see how it will injure the de¬ 
mesne ?” 

" Oh, ruin it utterly!” exclaimed Miss Kennyfeck. 

“ It completely outs Off tho beautiful rivet and those dear islands,” said 
Olivia. 
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“ So it does,” said Gashel, Erasiag, 

“ I wonder are theJ-wooded? I declare I believe they arc. Papa, are 
these little sotabbj things meant to represent trees ?” 

“Oaks and cheBnjit«trees,” responded Mr; Kenny feck, gravely. 

“ Oh, how I should love a cottage on that island~a real Swiss cottage, 
with its carved galleries, and deep-caved roof. Who orras those delicious 
islands?”’ 

“Mr. Cashel, my dear,” said papa, still Lent on examining the map. 

“ Do I, indeed!” cried Roland, in an ecstasy; “then you shall have your 
wish. Miss Kennyfeck. I promise you the prettiest Swiss cottage that 
your own taste can devise.” 

“ Oh dear, oh pray forgive me.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Roland Cashel, don’t tliink of such a thing! Olivia was 
merely speaking at random. How silly, child, you arc to tidk that way.” 

“ Iteally, mamma, I had not the shglilcst suspicion—I wouldn’t for the 
world have said anything if I thought——” 

“ Of course not, dear, but pray be guarded. Indeed, I own 1 never did 
hear you make a lapse of the kind before; but you see, Mr. CaslnJ, you have 
really wade ns forget that we were strangers but yesterday, and yon are 
paying the penalty of your own exceeding kindness. Forget, then, I be¬ 
seech yon, this first transgression.” 

“ I shall assuredly keep my promise, Madam,” said Cashel, proudly ; 
“ and I have only to hope Miss Kenuyfook will not offend me by declining 
so very humble a present. Now, Sir, for our worthy friend Mr. Corrigan.” 

“Too fust, a great deal too fast, love,” whispered the elder sister in the 
ear of the younger, and who, to the credit of her tact and ingenuity be it 
spoken, only gave the most heavenly smile in reply. 

“I really am puazled, bir, what advice to give,” said the attorney, 
musing. 

“ I have no difficulties of this sentimental kind,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, 
with a glance of profound depreciation towards her husband; “ and I beg 
Mr. Cashel to remember that the ojvportunity now offered will possibly 
never occur i\gaiu. It the old man is to retain his farm, of course Mr. 
C.a3hel would not think of building a new mansion, which must be iU-cir- 
cumstanced, from what I can hear of tlic present house. It is equally 
certain that he would not reside in that.” 

“Is it so very bad ?” ashed Cashel, smiling. 

“ It was ill-plaimed originally, added to in, if possible, worse taste, and 
then suffered tofidlinto ruin., It is now something more than eighty years 
since it saw any other inhabitant than a care-taker.” 

“Well, the picture is certainly not seductive. I rather opine that the 
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bc&t tMng wc can do, is to throw tiiis, old rumhling concern down, at all 
events; and now once more—what shall wo do with Mr. Corrigan ?” 

"1 should advise yon not giving any reply heforc you visit the property 
yourscE All business matters will ho completed here, 1 trust, by flaturday. 
What, then, if we go orer on Monday to Tubbermore f” 

" Agreed. I have a kind of anxiety to look at the place; indeed, a mere 
glance would decide me if I ever care to return to it again.” 

“ Then, I perceive, our counsel is of no avail here,” said Mrs. Kwmyfcck, 
rising, with a very dl-eoncealcd chagrin. 

“Nay, Madam, don’t say so. You novia: got so far as to give it,” ened 
CashoL 

“ Oh, yes, you forgot that I said it would be absurd to hesitate about re¬ 
suming possession.” 

“ Unquestionably,” echoed Miss Kennyfpck. “ It is merely to indulge 
an old man’s caprice at (he cost of your own comfort and oonveuienee.” 

he may cling to the spot, sister dear,” said Olivia, in an accent only 
loud>%sbugh to bo audible by Cashel. 

“ You are right,” said Roland in her ear, with a look that spoke In'- ap¬ 
proval far more eloquently. 

Although Miss Xennyfeck liad heard notliing that passeil, her quiekness 
deteelcd the looks of intelhgcnce that wwc so speedily interchanged, and as 
she left the room, she took occasion to whisjtcr, “i)o take advice, dear; 
there is no keeping up a pace like that.” 


CHAPTER IX 

Bravo, Toro 

As it chanced that many of Mr. Kenuyfeck’s clients were wostcni gentle¬ 
men, whoso ttetes have an unequivocal tendency to aU matters relating lo 
horse-tlesh, his stable was not less choicely furnished than his cellai; for, 
besides being always able to command the shrewdest judgments when he 
decided to make a purchase, many an outstanding balance of long duration 
many a debt significantly pencilled “doubtful” or “bad,” in his note-book, 
was cleared off by some t^, sinewy steeplechaser from Gidway, or some re¬ 
doubted performer with the "Bkaers." 

So well known was this fact that several needed no other standard of a 
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neighbour’s circumstances, than whether he had contributed or not to the 
Kennyfeck stud. This brief explanation we have been induced to make, to 
account for the sporting character of a stable whose proprietor never was 
once seen in the saddle. Far otherwise the ladies of the house; the mother 
and daughters, but in particular the elder, rode with all the native grace of 
Galway; and as they were invariably well mounted, and their grooms the 
smartest and best appointed, their " tum-oui” was the admiration of the 
capital. 

It was in vain that the English officials at the Castle, whose superlative 
tastes were wont to overshadow mere Irish pretension, endeavoured to com¬ 
pete with these noted equestrians. Secret aries’ wives and Chamberlains’ 
daughters, however they might domineer in other mattci's, were here, at 
least, surpassed, and it was a conceded fact, that the Kcnnyfccks rode better, 
dressed better, and looked better on horseback, than any other girls in the 
country. If all the critics as to horsemanship pronounced the elder un¬ 
equivocally the superior rider, mere admirers of gracefulness preferred the 
younger sister, who, less courageous and self-possessed, invested her skill 
with a certain character of tunidity that increased the interest her appear¬ 
ance excited. 

They never rode out without an immense cortege of followers, every well¬ 
looking and well-mounted man about town deeming it his decoir to join this 
parly, just as the box of the reigning belle at the Opera is besieged by 
assiduous visitors. The very being seen in this train was a kind of brevet 
promotion in fashionable esteem, to which each udwly-arrived comet aspired, 
and thus the party usually presented a group of brilliant uniforms and 
daueing plumes, that rivalled in brilliancy, aud far excelled in amusement, 
the staff of the Viceroy hinisclf. 

It would be unfair to siqiposc that, with all their natural innocence and 
aHlcssness, they were entirely ignorant of the sway they thus exorcised; in¬ 
deed, such a degree of modesty would have trenched upon the iucrcdulous, 
for how could they doubt what commanders of the forces aud deputy-as- 
sistant-adjutauts assured them, still less question the veracity of a inince 
royal, who positively assorted that they “rode better tlum Quentin’s 
danglitcr.” 

It was thus a source of no small excitement among the mounted loungers 
of the capitid, when the Kcnnyfccks issued forth on horseback, and not, as 
usufd, making the tour of tbe “ Square” to collect tbeir forces, they rode at 
once down Grafton-slreet, accompanied by a single cavalier. 

“Who have the Kcmiyfeck girls got with them?” said a tbin-waisted 
looking Aide-de-camp to a lanky, wcU-whiskered fellow in a dragoon undress, 
at the Castle Gate. 
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"He is new to nje-*-never saw Mm before.—^Isay, Lucas, who is tliat tall 
fellow on Kennyfeck’s brown horse—do you know him ?” 

“Don’t know—can’t say,” drawled out a veiyr diminutive Hussar Comet. 

“ He has a look of Herrington,’’ said another, joining the party. 

“ Not a hit of it; he’s much larger. I shouldn’t wonder if he’s one of 
the Esterhazys they’ve caught. There is one of them over here—a Paul or 
a Nicholas, of the younger Ijranch;—but here’s Linton, he’ll tell us, it any 
man can.” 

This speech was addressed to a very dapper, weU-dressed man of about 
thirty, mounted on a small thorough-bred pony, whose splashed and heaving 
flanks bespoke a hasty ride. 

“ I say, Tom, you met the Kennyfecks—who was that with them ?” 

“ Don’t you know him, my Lord ?” said a sliarp rin^ng voice, “ that’s our 
newly-arrived millionnaire—Boland Cashel, our Tipperary Croesusthe man 
with I won’t say how many hundred thousands a year, and millions in bank 
besides.” 

“ The devil it is—a good-looking fellow, too.” 

“ Spooney, I should say,” drawled out the Hussar, earossing his mous¬ 
tache. 

“One needn’t be as smart a fellow as you, Wheeler, with forty thousand 
a year,'* said Linton, with a sly glance at the others. 

"Tou don’t suppose, Tom,” said the former speaker, "that the Kcuny- 
fccks have any designs in that quarter—egad! that would bo rather aspiring, 
eh?" 

" Very unwise in us to permit it, my Lord,” said Linton, in a low tone. 
“ That’s a dish will bear carving, and let every one have his share.” 

My Lord laughed with a low cunning laugh at the suggestion, and nodded 
an easy assent. 

Meanwhile the Kennyfecks rode slowly on, and crossing Essex Bridge 
continued their way at a foot pace towards the Park, passing in front of the 
Pour Courts, where a very large knot of idlers uncovered their heads in 
polite salutation as they went. 

“That’s Kennyfeck’s newly-diseovered client,” cried one; “a great card, 
if they can only secure him for one of the girls.” 

“I say, did you remark how the eldest had him engt^cd ? She never 
noticed any of us.” 

“I back OMua,” said another; “she’sa quiet one, but devilish sly for all 
that.” 

“Depend upon it,” interposed an older speaker, “the fellow is up to aH 
that sort of thing.” 

“Jones met him at dinner yesterday at Kennyfecks, and says he is a re- 
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gular soft one, and if the girls don’t run an opposition to each other, one is 
sure to wm.” 

“ Wl>j not toss up for him, then ? that TronJd be fairer.” 

“Ay, and more sisterly, too,” said the elder speaker. “Jones would be 
right glad to claim the beaten horse.” 

“ Jones, indeed—I can teU you they detest Jones,” said a young feEow. 

“ They told you so, eh, Hammond ?” said another; while a very hearty 
laugh at the discomfited youth broke from the remainder. 

And now to Mow our mounted friends, who, haring reached the Park, 
conlinued stiE at a walking pace to thread the grassy paths that led through 
that pleasant tract; now, hid amid the shade of ancient thorn-trees, now, 
g.aining the open expanse of plain with its bold background of blue moun¬ 
tains. 

From the evident attention bestowed by the two sisters, it was cle.ar that 
Cashel was mirraling sometliing of interest, for he spoke of an event which 
had happened to himself in his I’rairie lEe; and this alone, independent of 
aE else, was enough to make the theme amusing. 

“ Docs this convey any idea of a Prairie, Mr. Cashel ?” said Miss K.enuy- 
fcck, as they emerged from a grove of beech-trccs, and came upon the wide 
and stretching i)lain, so weE known to Dubliners as the Fifteen Aejes, bul 
which is, in reality, much greater in extent. “I have always fancied this 
great grassy expanse must be like a Prairie.” 

“ About as like ns yonder cattle to a herd of wEd buffaloes,” replied Ko- 
land, smiling. 

“ Then what is a Prairie like f Do tell us,” said OEvia, eagerly. 

“1 can .scarcely do so, nor, if I were a painter, do I suppose that 1 could 
juake a picture of one, because it is less the presence than the total absence 
of all features of landscape that constitutes the wEd and lonely solitude of a 
Prairie. But faucy a gi’eat plain—gently—very gently undulating—^uof a trer, 
not a shrub, not a stream to break the dreary uniformity—sometimes, but ever 
that rarely, a Utile muddy i>ond of rain-water, stagnant and yellow, is met 
with, but ouly seen soon after heavy showers, for the hot sun rapidly absorbs 
it. The only vegetation, a short yeEowed burnt-up gross—not a wEd flower 
or a daisy, if you travelled hundreds of hundreds of nules. On you go, days 
and days, hut. the scene never clmnges. Large cloud shadows rest upon the 
barren expanse, and move slowly and sluggishly away, or sometimes a sharp 
and jjeltiag shower is borne along, traversing hundreds of niEcs in its course, 
but these are the ouly traits of motion in the death-Eke stillness. At last, 
perhaps after weeks of wandering, you descry, a long way off, some dark 
objects dotting the surface, these are buffaloes ; or at sunsetj when the thin 
atmosphere makes everything sharp and distinct, some black spectral shapes 
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seem to glide Iwtwoen you and the red twilight, these are Indian hunters, 
seen miles off, and by some strange law of nature they are presented to the, 
vision when far, far beyond the range of sight. Such strange apparitions, 
the consequence of refraction, have kd to the most absurd superstitions, 
and all the stories the Germans tell you of their wild huntsmen are nothing 
to the talcs every trapper can recount of war parties seen in the air, and 
tribes of red men in pursuit of deer and buffaloes, through the clear sky of 
an autumn evening." 

“ And have you yourself met with these wild children of the desert ?” 
said Olivia; “have you ever been amongst thorn?” 

“ Somewhat longer than I fancied,” replied Boland, smiling. " I was a 
prisoner once with the Oamanches.” 

“ Oh, let ns hear all about it—how did it happen ?” cried both together. 

“ It happened absurdly enough, at least you will say so, when I tell you; 
but to a Prairie-hunter the adventure would seem nothing singular. It 
chanced that some years ago 1 made one of a hunting ])arty into the Bocky 
Mountains, and fl^y as far as Pueblo Santo, the last station before 
entering the hunting-gromids of the Cainanchos, a very fierce tribe, and 
one with whom all the American traders have failed to establish any rela¬ 
tions of friendship or coiuinorco. They care nothing for the inventions 
of civilisation, and, unlike all other Indians, prefer their own bows and 
arrows to fire-arms. 

“ We liad been now four days within their boundary, and yet nev'er met 
one of the tribe. Some aveircd that they always learned by the scouts 
whenever any invasion took place, and retired till they were in sufficient 
force to pour down and crush the intruders, Othcr.s, who proved better in¬ 
formed, said that they were hunting in a remote tract, several days’ journey 
Lii.stant. Wc were doubly disappointed, for besides not seeing the Caman- 
clies, for wliich we had a great curiosity, we did not discover any game. 
The two or three trails we follow'od led to nothing, nor could a hoof-track 
be seen lor miles and miles of Prairie. In this state of discomfiture, we 
were sittmg one evening around our fires, and debating with ourselves 
whether to turn back or go on, when, the dispute waxing warm bet ween 
those of different opinions. I, who hated all disagreements of the kind, 
slipped quietly away, and throwing the bridle on my horse, I set out for a 
solitary ramble over the Prairie. 

“ I have the whole scene before me this instant, the solemn desolation of 
that dreary track! for scarcely had I gone a mile over what seemed a per¬ 
fectly level plain, when the swelling ineqnaUtks of the ground sliut Oat tlio 
wateli-flrcs of my oompsmions, and now there was nothing to he seen but the 
vast expanse of land and sky, each coloured with the same duE leaden tint 
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of conjing night; no horizon was visihlo, not a star speared, aiui in the 
midst of this grey monotony, a stillness prevailed that smote the heart with 
something more appalling than mere fear. No storm that ever I listened to 
at sea, not the loudest thunder that ever craved, or the heaviest sea that 
ever broke upon a leeward shore at midnight, ever chilled my Wood like 
that tcmble stillness- I thouglit that the dreadful roE of an avaJanche, or 
the heaving ground-sweli of an earthquake had been easier to bear. I be¬ 
lieve I actually prayed for something like sound to relieve the hon-ihSe 
tension of my nerves, when, just as if my wish was heard, a low booming 
sound, like the sea within a rooky cavern, came borne along on the night 
■wind. Tlien it lulled again, and after a time grew louder. This liappened 
two or three times, so that, half suspecting some self-debision, I stopped 
my ears, and then on removing my.hands, I heard the noise increasing till it 
swelled into one dull roaring sound, that made tlie very air vibrate. I 
thought it mnst be on earthquake, of which it is said many occur in these 
regions, bat, from the dreary uniformity, leave no trace behind. 

“ I resolved to regain my companions at once; danger is always easier to 
confront in company, and so 1 turned my horse’s head to go back. The 
noise was now deafening, and so stunning that the very ground seemed to 
give it forth. My poor horse became terrified, his flanks heaved, and ho 
laboured in his stride as if overcome by fatigue. This again induced me to 
suspect an earthquake, for I knew by what singular instincts animals are 
apprised of its approach. I therefore gave him the spur, and urged him on 
v/ith every effort, when suddenly ho made a tremendous bound to one side, 
and set off with the speed of a racer. Stretched to liis fullest stride, I was 
perfectly powerless to restrain him; meanwhile, the loud thundering sounds 
filled the entire air—more deafening than the greatest artillery; the crash¬ 
ing uproar smote my ears, and made my brain ring with the vibration, and 
then suddenly the whole plain grow dark behind aud at either side of me; 
file shadow swept on and on, nearer and nearer, as the sounds increased, till 
the black surface seemed, as it w'cre, about to dose around me; and now 1 
perceived that the great Prairie, far as my eyes could stretch, was covered 
by a herd of wild buffaloes: struck by some sudden terror, they had taken 
what is called ‘the Stampedo,’ and set out at full speed. In an instant 
they were around mo on every side—a great moving sea of dark-backed 
monsters—roaring in terrible uproar, and tossing their savage heads wildly 
to and fro, in all the paroxysm of terror. To return, or even to extricate 
myself, vi'as impossible; tte dense mass pressed like a wall at either side of 
me, and I was borne along in the midst of the heaving herd, without the 
slightest hope of rescue. I cannot—you would not ask me, if even I could 
—recal the terrors of that dreadful night, which in its dark hours compassed 
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the agonies of years. XJnMl the moon got up, I hoped that the herd might 
pass on, and at last leave me at liberty behind; but when she rose, and 
I looked back, I saw dark sea of hides, as if covering the whole wide 
Prairie, white the deep thunder from afar mingled with the louder bellowing 
of the herd around me. 

*‘I suppose my reeling brain became maddened by the excitement; for 
even yet, when by any accident I suffer slight ilbiess, terrible fancies of that 
dreadful scene come back; and 1 have been told that, in my wild cries and 
ehouls, I seem encour^ng and urging on the infuriate herd, and by my 
gestures appearing to control and direct their headlong course. Had it 
been possibte, I believe I should have thrown myself to the earth and 
sought death at once, even in this dreadful form, than live to die the 
thousand deaths of agony that night inflicted; but this could not be, and 
so, as day broke, I was still earned on, not, indeed, with the same speed as 
before; weariness weighed on the vast moving mass, but the pressure of 
those behind still drove them onward. I thought the long hours of dark¬ 
ness were terrible; and the appalling gloom of night added tortures to my 
sufferings; but the glare of daylight, the burning sun, and the clouds 
of dust, were still worse. I remember, too, when exhaustion had nearly 
spent my last fraE energy, and when my powerless hands, letting fall the 
bridle, dropped heavily to my side, that the herd suddenly halted—halted, 
as if arrested by some gigautio hand; and then the pressure became so 
dreadful that my bones seemed almost bursting from my flesh, and I 
screamed aloud in my agony. After this, I remember little else. The other 
events of that terrible ride are like the shadowy spectres of a magic lanf cm; 
vague memories of sufferings, pangs that even yet chill my blood, steal over 
me, but unconnected and incoherent, so that when, as I afterwards heard, 
the herd dashed into the Camanche encampment, I have no recollection of 
anything, except the tenw-struck faces of the red men, as they bent before 
me, and S' Bn;^d to worship me as a deity. Yes, this terribte tribe, who had 
scarcely ever been known to spare a white man, not only did not injure, but 
they treated me with the tenderest care and attention. A singular incident 
had favoured me: one of the wise men hod foretold some days before that 
a herd of wild buffaloes, sent by their god, Anadongn, would speedily 
appear, and rescue the tribe from the horrors of impending starvation. The 
prediction Was possibly based upon some optical delusion, like tiial 1 have 
mentioned. Whatever its origin, the accomplishment was hailed with ecstasy; 
and I myself, a poor, almost dying creature, stained with blood, crashed and 
spcecldcss, was regarded as their deliverer and preserver.” 

“How long did you remain amongst themP”. cried Miss Kcnnyfeck. 

" And how did you escape ?” asked Olivia. 
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“ Were they always equally kind?” 

“ Were you sorry to leare them?” were the queaticais rapidly poured in 
ere Cashel could reply to any one of them. 

"I have often heard,” said Miss Kenayfeck, “that the greater mental 
ability of the white man is certain to secure him an ascendancy over the 
minds of savage tribes, mid that, if he be spared at first, he is sure in the 
end to become their chief.” 

“I believe they actually worship any display of intelligmioe above their 
own,” said Olivia. 

"Those are exaggerated accounts,” said Cashel, s miling . “Marriage is 
among savage as among civilised nations, a great stepping-stonfe to eminence. 
When a white man is allied with a princess- ” 

“ Oh, how shocking!” cried both together. “ I’m sure no person, any¬ 
thing akin to a gentleman, could dream of such a thing,” said Idiss Kenny- 
feck. 

“ It happens now and then, notwithstanding,” said Cashel, with a most 
provoking gravity. 

While the sisters would have been well pleased had Cashel’s personal 
revelations continned on this theme, they did not venture to explore so dan¬ 
gerous a path, and were both silent. Koland, too, appeared buried in some 
recollection of the past, for he rode on for some time without speaking—a 
preoccupation on his part which seemed in no wise agreeable to bis fair 
companions. 

“ There arc the MacParlincs, Livy,” said Miss Kennyfcck; “ and Linton, 
and Lord Charles, and the rest of them. I declare, I believe they see as, 
and are coming this way.” 

“ What a bore! Is ihere no means of escape ? Mr. Cashel, pray invent 
one.” 

“I beg pardon. What was it you said? I have been dreaming for Ihe 
last three minutes.” 

“ Pleasant dreams I’m certain they were,” said Miss Kennyfeck, with a 
very significaul smile; “evoked, doubtless, by some little memory of your 
life among the Camanches.” 

Cashel started and grew red, while bis' astonishment rendered him 
speechless. 

“ Here they come; how provoking,” exclaimed Livy. 

“ Who are coming P” , 

" Some friends of ours, who, strange to say, have the misfortune to be 
peculiarly disagreeable to my sister Livy to-day, although I have certainly 
seen Lord Charles contrive to make his company less distasteful at other 
times.” 
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“ Oh, my dear Cmroline, you know perfectly well-” broke in Olivia, 

with a tone of uafeigaed reproach. 

“ Lot us ride for it, then,” said Miss Kennyteok, without permitting her 
to finish. “ Now, Mr. Cashel, a canter-—a g^dp, if you will.” 

" Quite ready," said Cashel, his animation at once returning at the bare 
mention; and away they set, down a gentle slope with wooded sides, then 
they gained another grassy plain, skirted with trees, at the end of which a 
small picturesque cottage stood, the residence of a ranger; passing this, 
they arrived at a thick wood, and then slackened their pace, as all pursuit 
might he deemed fruitless. This portion of the Park, unlike the rest, 
seemed devoted to various experiments in agriculture and gardening. Here 
were little enclosed plots (rf Indian corn and Swedish turnips; here, small 
plantations of fruit-trees. Each succeeding Secretary seemed to hare left 
behind liim some trace of his own favourite system for the improvement of 
Ireland, and one might recal the names of long departed ofiTicials in little 
experimental specimens of drainage, or fencing, or drill culture, around. 
Less interested hy these patchwork devices, Cashel stood gasing on a beau¬ 
tiful white bull, who grazed in a little paddock carefully fenced by a strong 
oak paling. Although of a small breed, be w'as a perfect specimen of 
strength and proportion,' Ids massive and muscular neck and powerful 
loins contrasting with the lanky and tendouous form of the wild animal of 
the Prairies. 

' The girls had not remarked that Roland, beckoning to his servant, 
(tespatehed him at fall speed on an errand, for each was loitering about, 
amusing herself with some object of the scone. 

“ "VVlial has fascinated you, yonder?” said Miss Kennyfcck, riding up to 
where llolaud still stood in wondering admiration at the noble animal. 

“ The handsomest bull 1 ever saw!” cried he, in all the ecstasy of a 
“ Torero;” “who ever beheld such a magnificent fellow ? Mark the breadth 
of his chest, and the immense forc-ann. See how he lashes his tail about. 
No need of baudillcros to rouse jour temper.” 

“Is there no danger of the creature springing over the paling?” said 
Olivia, drawing closer to Cashel, and looking at lum with a most trustful 
dependence. 

Alas for Roland’s gallantry, he answered the words and not the glance 
that accompanied them. 

“No; he’d never think of it, if not excited to some excess of passion. 
I’d not answ'cr for his patience, or onr safety either, if really provoked. 
See 1 is not that glorious ?” This burst of enthusiasm was called forth by 
the bull, seized with some sudden caprice, taking a circuit of the paddock 
at full speed, his head now raised majestically aloft, and now bent to the 
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ground; he snatched some tufts of the grass as he "went, and flung them 
from him in wild sport. 

‘‘Bravo, toro !” cried Cashel, in all the excitement of delight and admi¬ 
ration. “ Viva el toro!” shouted he;not a ‘ Corrida’ of the Old World 
or the New ever saw a braver beast.” 

Whether in compliance with his humour, or that she really caught up the 
enthusiasm from Cashel, Miss Kennyfeck joined in all his admiration, and 
seemed to watch the playful pranks of the great animal with delight 

‘‘How you would enjoy a real ‘ toro machia,’ ” said Cashel, as he turned 
towards her, and felt that she was far handsomer than he had ever believed 
before. Indeed, the heightened colour of exercise, and tlic fliishing bril¬ 
liancy of her eyes, made her seem so without the additional charm derived 
from sympathy with his humour. 

“I should delight in it,” cried she, with enthusiasm. “Oh, if I could 
but sec one!” 

Cashel drew nearer as she spoke, his dark and piercing eyes fixed with a 
look of steadfiist admiration, when in a low half whisper he said, “ Would 
you really like it ? Have these wild and desperate games an attraction for 
you ?” 

“ Oh, do not ask me,” said she, in the same low voice. “ Wliy should I 
confess a wish for that which never can be.” 

“ llow can you say that f Have not far greater, and less likely things 
happened to almost all of us? Think of me, for instance. Travelliiig 
with the Gambusinos a few months back, and now—now your companion 
here.” 

If there was not a great deal in the mere words themselves, there was 
enough in tlie look of the speaker to make them deeply felt. How much 
further Cashel might have adventured, and with what additional specula¬ 
tions invested the future, is not for ns to say, for, just then, his groom rode 
tip at speed, holding in his hand a great coil of rope, to one end of which a 
small round ball of wood was fastened. 

“What is that for, Mr. Cashel?” inquired both the girls togetlier, as 
lliey saw him adjust the coils lightly on his left arm, and poise the ball in 
his right hand. 

“ Cannot you guess what it means ?” said Roland, smiling. “ Have you 
never heard of a lasso ?” 

“ A lasso!” exclaimed both in amazement. “ Yon surely could never 
intend-——” 

“ You shall see,” cried he, as he made three or four casts with the rope 
in the air, and caught u)) the loops again with astonishing dexterity. “ Now 
only promise me not to be afraid, nor, if possible, let a cry escape, and I’ll 
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kbow you some rare sport. Just take your places here; the horses will 
stand pcrleclly quiet.” Without waiting for a reply, he ordered the grooms 
to remain at cither side of the young ladies, and then dismounting, he 
forced open the look and led Ms horse into the paddock. This done, he lei¬ 
surely closed the gate and mounted, every motion being as free from haste 
and cxcitemeM; as if made upon the high road. As for the bull, at the 
noise of the gate on its hinges he lifted up his head, but as it were indif¬ 
ferent to the cause, he resumed his grazing attitude the moment after. 

Cashel’s first care seemed to be to reconnoitre the ground, for at a slow 
walk he traversed the space in various directions, carefully examining the 
footing and watching for any accidental circumstance that might vary the 
surface. He then rode up to the paling, where in unfeigned terror the two 
girls sat, silently following him in every motion. 

“ Now, remember,” said he, smiling, “ no fears, no terrors. If you were 
to make me nervous, I should probably miss my cast, and the disgrace, not 
to si)eak of anything else, would be dreadful.” 

Oh! we’U behave very well,” said Miss Kcnnyfeck, trying to assume a 
composure that her pale check and compressed lips very ill corroborated. 
As for Olivia, too terrified for words, she merely looked at him, while the 
tears rolled heavdy* down her cheeks. 

“ Now, to sec if my hand has not forgot its cunning!” said Roland, as be 
jn-essed his horse’s flimks, and pushing into a half-gallop, made a circuit 
around the bull. The scene was a picturesque as well as an exciting one. 
The mettlesome horse, on which the rider sat with consummate ease, in his 
right hand the loose coils of the lasso, with which to accustom his horse he 
tlonrished and shook around the head and cars of the animal as he went; 
w'liilc, with bend bent down, and the strong neck slightly retracted, the bull 
seemed to watcb Mm as he passed, and at length, slowly turning, continued 
to fix Ms eyes upon the daring intruder. Gradually narrowing his circle, 
Caslicl was cautiously approaching within a suitable distance for the east, 
when file bull, as it were losing patience, gave one short hoarse cry and 
made at Mm, so sudden the spring, and so infuriate the action, that a 
scream, from both the sisters together, showed liow near the danger innst 
have appcai’cd. Roland, however, had foreseen from the attitude of the 
beast what was coming, and by a rapid wheel escaped the charge, and 
liasscd close beside the creature’s flank unharmed. Twice or thrice tlie 
same manoeuvre occurred witli the same result, and although the horse was 
terrified to that degree that his sides were one sheet of foam, the control of 
the rider was perfect, and his every gesture bespoke ease and confidence. 

Suddenly the bull stopped, and retiring till Ms haunclies touched the 
paling, he seemed surveying the field, and contemplating another and more 
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successful mode of attack. The couceulraied passion of the creature’s 
attitude at this mcaneat was very fine, as with red eyeballs and frothed lips 
he stood, slowly and in heavy strokes lasliiug his flanks with his loi^ tail. 

“ Is he tired ?” said Miss Kennyfeck, as Cashel si ood close tO tlie paling, 
and brcatlicd his horse, for what he foresaw might be a shar}) cncoimfcr. 

‘‘ No! fat from it,” answered Roland; “ the fellow has the cunning of an 
old ‘ Corridoryou’ll soou see him attack.” 

The words were not well uttered, when, with a low deop roar, the bull 
bounded forward, not in a straight line, bowevor, but zig-zagging from li ft 
to right, and right to left, as if with the inteiition of pianmg the horseman 
into a comer. The terrific springs of the great beast, and his stifl more U r- 
rifle cries, appeared to paralyse tiie horse, who stood immoTablc, nor was it 
till the savage animal had approached w ithiu a few yards of him, that at last 
he reared up straight, and then, as if overcome by terror, dashed off at 
speed, the bxdl following. 

The scene was now one of almost maddening exeitement, for, allhough 
the speed of the horse far exceeded that of his pursuer, the ball, by taking 
a small circle, was ra|iidly gaming on him, and, before the third ciivuU of 
the field w.is made, was actnallj almost side by side. Roland saw .all hh 
danger ; he knew well that the slightest swerve, a “single mistake,” \>ouht 
be fatal; but be bad been trained to jicriJ, and this was not the fii'-t turn 
he had played for life and won. 11 was thou, just a! the instant wIku llie 
bull, narrowing his distance, was ready, by one bound, to drive his horns 
into the horse’s flank, that the youth, suddenly reined up, and throwing the 
horse nearly on his haunches, sufl'ered his pursnci to shoot ahead. The same 
instant, at least so it seemed, he rose in lus stirrups, and wmdiug the ro^e 
thi-ec nr four limes above his head, hurled it forth Vw.sy weut the (loeting 
coils thiough the air, and with a sharp snap, Ihey caught the animal’s fore¬ 
legs in their fast embrace. Maddened by ilie restraint, he plunged forward, 
hut cro he gained the ground, a dexterous pull of the lasso jerked tin legs 
backwards, and the huge beast foil floundering to the earth. The stumimg 
force seemed enou^ to have extinguished life, aud he lay ludied motionless 
for a few seconds, when, by a migbty eflbrt, he strove to limst his bonds. 
Roland, meanwhile, after a severe struggle to induce his horse to approach, 
abandoning the cffoit, sprang to the ground, and by throe or four adroit 
turns of the lasso over the head and between the horns, completely fcttcicd 
him, and at each fresh struggle iKwsing new turns of the rope, he so bound 
him that the creature lay panting and powerless, lus quivering sides and dii- 
tonded nostrils breathing the deep rage that possessed him. 

“Ah! Mosquito mio”—^the Toridor’s usual pet name for a yomig ball 



liOXAND CASHEt. 7J 

—“you were aa easy vicloiy after all, though 1 bcliero with a little ii,ore 
pr.ictice of the game I should only get off second best.” 

There was, if wo must confess il^ a certain KlUc bit of hoastfuboss in the 
speech, the truth being, that the struggle, though brief, had been a sharp 
one, and so Cashel’s air and look bespedte it, as he led his horse out of tlie 
paddock. 

It would be a somewhat nice point—happily, it is not requisite to decide 
it—whether Eoknd was more flattered by the enthusiastic praise of the 
elder sister, or touched by the silent, but eloquent, look with which Olivia 
rccelTcd him. 

“ What a splendid sight, whni a noble achievement!” said Miss Kcuuy- 
feck; “ how I thank you for thus giving me, as it were, a peeji into Spain, 
and letting me feel Uni glorious enthusiasm a deed of heroism can inspito !” 

“ Are you certain you are not liurt, P” whispered Olivia; “ the crealiiic’s 
horns eortainly grazed you. Oh dear! how terrible it was at one moment.’’ 

“ Arc you going to leave him in liis toilssaid Jliss Kctmjfeck. 

“ Oh, certainly,” replied Cashel, laughing; “I commit the pleasant office 
of liberating him to other hands.” And so .saying, he carelessly mounted 
his horse, while they pressed him witli a hundred questions and inqunics 
about the late combat. 

“I shall be amused to hear the reports that will be, curreut to-morrow,” 
said Miss Kennyfock, “ about this affair. I’m certain the truth will he I he 
last to ooze out. My groom says that the creature belongs to the Lord 
Lieutenant, and if so, there will be no end to the stories.” 

Cashel did not seem as much impressed as the sisters expected at Ibis 
amioxinoement, nor at all aware that ho had been eonstruotiveJy affronting 
the Vice-Majesty of the land, and so he chatted away in pleasant indiffer¬ 
ence while they continued their ride towards home. 
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How kindness all its spirit lends, 

"When we discuss our dearest friends, 

Hot meanly faults and follies hiding. 

Hut frankly owning each backsliding, 

Confessing with polite compassion, 

“ They’re very bad, hut still, the fashion.” 

The Mode. 

The Konnyfocks were without strangers that day, and Cashel, who was 
now, as it were by unanimous election, received into the bosom of the 
family, enjoyed for the first lime in his life a peep into the science of dumer- 
giving, in tiic discussions ocoasioned.by tlie api)roachmg banquet. 

No sooner were they assembled aroiuid the drawing-room fire, than Mrs. 
Kennyfcck, whose whole soul was occupied by the one event., took occasion, 
as it were, by pure aocideul, to remember that they ‘^were to have some 
jicoplc to-morrow.” Now, the easy miichala/tce of flic, reminiscence and 
the sboriness of tin; invitation would seem to imply that it was merely one 
of those slight deviations from daily routine which adds two or three guests 
to the family table, and so, indeed, did it impress Cashel, who little knew 
that the dinner in question had been devised, planned, and arranged full 
three weeks before, !uid the eomp.any packed with a decree of care and se¬ 
lection that evinced all tnc imiiortanee of the event. 

Time was when the Irish capital e.njoyed, and justly, the highest reputa¬ 
tion for ali that constitutes social success, when around the dinner-tables of 
the city were met men of the highest order ot intelligence, men pleased to 
exercise, without clFort or display, all the charm of wit and eloquence, and 
to make society a brilliant renniou of those gifts whieli, in the wider sphere 
of active life, won fame and honours. 

As the race of thes(^ bright couvorsers died out—for, alas! they belonged 
to a past era—their places were assumed by others of very dissimilar tastes. 
Many educated at English universities brought back with them to Ireland 
the more reserved and cautious demeanour of the other country, and thus, 
if not by their influence, by their mere presence, threw a degree of con¬ 
straint over the tone of society, which, in destroying its freedom, despoiled 
it of all its charm. 

Eashion, that idol of an Englishman’s heart, soon became an Irish deity 
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loo, and it now grew the “ ton” to bo English, or at least what was sup¬ 
posed to bo such, in dress and manner, in boars, accent, and demeanour. 
The attempt was never successful; the reserve and placidily which sit with 
gracefulness on the high-bred Englishman, was a stilf, uucourteous manner 
in the more cordial and volatile Irishman. His own demeanour w'as a 
tree that would not bear grafting, and the fruit lost all its raciuess by the 
admixture. 

The English ofScials at the Castle, the little staff of a Commander of the 
Forces, the newly-made Bishop, fresh from Oxford, even the officers of the 
last arrived dragoon regiment, became, by right of “ accent,” the types of 
manner and breeding in cirdics where, in tlie actual enjoyment of social 
qualities, they were manifestly beneath those over whom they held sway; 
however, they were stamped at the great rnctrofmlitan mint, and the com¬ 
petitors were deemed a mere depreciated currency which a few years more 
would cancel for ever. 

Mrs. Kennyfeck, as a fashionable dinner-giver, of course selected her 
company from this more choice section; a fact wliicli deserves to be re¬ 
corded, to the credit of her liospilality ; for it was a very rare occurrence, 
indeed, when she found Jicrsclf invited by any of those distinguished per¬ 
sonages who ligiired the oflencst at,her own table. They thought, perhaps 
justly, that their condescension was sufficiently great to demand no further 
acknowledgment; and that, as virtue is said to be its own reward, theirs 
was abundantly exhibited in the frankness with which they ate Kcnnyfcck’s 
venison, and drank his Burgundy, both of which were excellent. 

Every one dined there, because they knew “ they’d meet every one.” A 
pretender in the world of fashion, unlike a pretender to monarchy, is sure 
to li.avc the best company in his mlw; and so, although you might have 
met many at th(! tables of the first men of the coUniry, who were, there by 
virtue of their talents or abilities, at Keunyfeck’s the company was sure to 
be “ s<!(3t.” They could not afford dilution, lest they should fiml ihcin- 
selves at ease! 

“ Olivia, pray take that newspaper from Mr. Kcnnyfcek, and let us hear 
who he has asked to dinner to-morrow,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, gracefully 
imitating an attitude of Lady Londonderry in the “ Book of Beauty.” 

Mr. Kennyfeck heard the request, and started; his surprise had not been 
greater if the Clianoellor had addressed him as “ Tom.” it was the first 
time in his life that an allusion had over been made to the l)arc possibility 
of his inviting the company of a grand dinner; a prerogidive he had never 
so much as dreamt of, and now he actually heard his wile refer to him, as 
if he were even a party to the deed. 

" Invite ! Mrs. Kennyfeck. I’m sure I never thought-” 
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“No Blatter what jou thought,” said his' spouse, reddening at his 
stupidity. “ I wanted to remember who are coming, that we may let Mr. 
Cashel learn something of our Dublin folk.” 

“Here’s a list. Mamma,” said Olivia; “and I believe there arc no 
apologies. Shall I read it ?” 

“ Do so, child,” said she, but evidently out of humour that the delight¬ 
ful little display of indifTercnce and ignorance should not have succeeded 
better. 

“ Sir Andrew and Lady Janet MacFarline, of course!” cried Miss Kenuy- 
feck; “ ain’t they first ?” 

“ They arc,” replied her sister. 

" Sir Andrew, Mr. Cashel,” said Mrs. Kftuiyfeck, “ is a very distin¬ 
guished officer, a K.C.B., and something else besides. He was in all the 
Duke’s buttles in Spain; a most gallant officer, but a little rough in manner 

—Scotch, you know. Lady Janet was sister to Lord-What is that Lord, 

Caroline ? 1 always forget.” 

“ Dmnkeeran, Mamma.” 

'■ Yes, that’s it. She is a charming person, but very proud; very proud 
iuilced—^will not visit with the Dublin people; with us, I must say, I have 
never seen anything like her kindness; we are absolutely like sisters. Go 
on, Olivia.” 

“ Lord Charles Frobisher.” 

“ And the Honourable Elliot St. John,” chimed in her sister; "Damon 
and rythias, where a dinner is conoenied.” This was said in a whisper. 

*' They arc the Aides-de-camp to the Lord Lieutenant. Lord Charles is 
younger brother to the Duke of Derwent; quite the num of fashion, and .so 
amusing! Oh, he’s delightful!” 

Charming!” duetted the two sisters. 

“ Mr. St. John is a very nice person, too; but one never knows him like 
Lord Charles; he is more reserved. Olivia, ho,vcver. says he has a groat 
deal in him.” 

“ Oh, Mamma! I’m sure I don’t know; I only thought him much more 
conversable than ho gets credit for.” 

“ Well, I meant no more,” said her mother, who did not fancy the gather¬ 
ing gloom on Cashel’s face at this allusion; “ read on again, cliild.” . 

“ Lord Chief Justice Malone.” 

*■ Oh, Mr. Keanyfeck,” said she, playfully, “this is ymr doing; I sus¬ 
pected, from your confusion a while ago, what you wore at.” Then, turn¬ 
ing to Eohmd, she said; “ He is always playing us this trick, Mr. Cashel; 
whenever we have a few friends together, he will insist upon inviting some 
of his old bar cronies!” 
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A deep groan from Mr. Keimjfcck at the terrible profanity of thus styling 
the chief of the Common Pleas, made every one, start; but Wen this, like a 
skilful tactician, Mrs. Koimyfeck turned to her own advantage. 

“ Pray don’t sigh that way. He is a most excellent person, a great 
hiu 7 er, and, they say, must eventually have the peerage.” She nodded to 
Olivia to proceei who read on. 

“The Attorney-General and Mrs. Knivett.” 

“Oh, really, Mr. Kennyfeck, this is pushing prerogative; don’t you 
think so, Mr. Cashel F Not hut you know the Altoniey-Gencral is a great 
personage in this poor country; he is member for—where is it ?” 

“Baldoyle, Mamma.” 

“ Yes, Member for Baldoyle; and she was a Miss Garnett, of Red 
Garnett, in Antrim; a most respectable connexion; so I think we may for¬ 
give him. Yes, Mr. Kennyfeck, you axe, at least, reprieved.” 

“ Hern come the Whites, Mamma. I suppose wm may reckon on both, 
though she, as usual, sends her hopes and fears about being with us at 
dinner, but will be delighted to come in the evening.” 

“ That apology is stereotyped,” broke in Miss Kennyfeck, “ as well .ns 
the little simpeiing speech she makes on entering the drawing-room. ‘ So 
you sec, ray dear Mrs. Kemiyfeck, there is no resisting you. Colonel lYliite 
assured me that your pleasant dinners always set him up for a month— 
he, he, he.’ ” 

If Cashel liad not laughed heartily at the lisping imitation, it is possible 
Mrs. Kennyfeck might have been displeased, but as the quiz “ took,” she 
showed no umbrage whatever. 

“The Honourable Downic Meek, Under Secretary of Stale,” read Olivia, 
with a little more of emphasis than on the last-mentioned names. 

“ A person you’ll bo cliarmcd with, Mi'. Cashel—so highly informed, so 
well bred, so perfectly habituated to move in the very liigliesl circles,” said 
Mrs. Keviyfeck, giving herself, as she spoke, ccrtaui graces of gesture, 
wliich she dci incd illustrative of distinguished fashion. 

“ A cucunibcr dressed in oil,” whispered Miss Kennyfeck, who showed 
more Hum once a degree of impatience at these eulogistic descriptions. 

“The Dean of Hrumcondera, your great favourite, Maiimm.” 

“ So he is, my dear. Now, Mr. Cashel, I shall insist upon you liking my 
Dean. I call him my Dean, because one day last spring-” 

“Mrs. Biles wants to speak to you. Ma’am, for a minute,” said the 
butler, from beliind the chair; and, allhough the interruption was anything 
but pleasant, yet the summons must be obeyed, for Mrs. Biles was the 
housekeeper, and any approach to treating her with iiidillerence or con¬ 
tempt on the eve of a ercat dinner would be about as impolitic as insult- 
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ing a general who was about to command in a great battle; so that Mrs. 
Kennyfeck rose to comply, not even venturing a word of complaint, lest the 
formidable functionary should hear of it, and take her revenge on the made 
dishes. 

“ Now for the Dean. Is Mamma out of hearing ?” said Miss Kennyfeck, 
who rejoiced at the casual opportunity of a little portrait-painting in a dif- 
■ferent style. “ Conceive a tall, pompous man, with large white features, 
and a high bald head with a Conical top j a sharp, clear, but unpleasant 
voice, always uttering grave nonsense, or sublime absurdity. Ho was a 
brilliant light at Oxford, and came over to illumine our darkness, imd if 
pedantry could only supply the deficiency in the potato crop, he would be a 
providence to the hmd. His affectation is toinow everything, from chuck- 
farthing to conic sections, and so to diffuse his information as always to 
talk science to young ladies, and discuss the royal game of goose w'ith Lords 
of the IVcasury. His failures in these attempts at Admirable Criebtonism, 
would abash even confidence great as bis, but that be is surrounded by a 
little staff of admirers, who fend off the sneers of the audience, and like 
buffers, they break the rude shocks of worldly collision. Socially, be is the 
tyrant of this capitiil; from having learning enough to be more than a 
match for those he encounters, and skill enough to give his paradoxes a 
'mock air of authority, he usurps a degree of dictation and rule that makes 
society mere slayery. You’ll meet him to-morrow evening, and you’ll sec 
if ho docs not know more of Mexioo and Savannah life than you do. Take 
care, I say, that you venture not into the wilds of the Pampas, for you’ll 
have his companionship, not as fellow-traveller, but as guide and instructor. 
As for myself, whenever I read in the papers of meetings to petition Par¬ 
liament to repeal this or redress that, in the name of ‘ Justice-to Irdand,’ 
T ask, why does nobody pray for the recal of the Dean of Drumeondera ?” 

“ Here’s Mamma,” whispered Olivia, as the drawing-room door opened. 

“ We’ve done the Dean, Mamma,” said Miss Kennyfeck, with calm com¬ 
posure. 

“ Well, don’t yon feel that you love him already ? Mr. Cashel, confess 
that you participate in all my raptures. Oh dear! I do so admire talent 
and genius,” exclaimed Mrs. Kennyfeck, theatrically. 

Cashel smiled, and muttered something unintelligible; and Olivia read 
on, but with a rapidity that showed the names required no special notice. 
“The Craufurds, the Smythes, Mrs. Pelk Brown, Lady Emmeline 
Grove.” 

“ Oh, that dear Lady Emmeline! a most gifted creatnve; she’s the 
authoress of some sweet poems. She wrote that tba(Aing sonnet in the 
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‘ Nobility’s Gallery of Loyeliness,’ begi nn i ng , ‘ Twin Sister of the Evening 
Star.’—I’m sure you know it.” 

“ I’ra unfortunate enough never to have seen it,” said Cashel. 

“Well, you shall see the writer to-morrow evening; I must really take 
care that you are acquainted. People will tell you that she is affected, and 
takes airs of authorship; but remember her literary success—think of her 
contributions to the Court Journal.” 

“ Those sweet flatteries of the nobility that Liutou calls court-plaistor, 
Mamma,” said Miss Kennyfeck, laughing maliciously. 

“Linton is very abusive,” said her mother, tartly-; " ho never has a good 
word for any one,” 

“ He used to be a pet of jatffs. Mamma,” insinuated Olivia. 

“ So he was till he became so intimate with those atrocious FothergiUs.” 

“ Who is he f” said Cashel. 

“ He’s a son of a Sir George Linton.” 

“That’s one story. Mamma; but as nobody ever saw the aforesaid Sir 
George, the presumption is it may be incorrect. The last version is that 
ho was found, like Moses, the discoverer being Lady Harriet Dropmore, 
wlio, with a humanity never to be forgotten—or forgiven,” whispered 
Olivia, “ for she has been often taunted with it—took care of the creature, 
and had it reared—nay, better again, she sent it to Rugby and to Cam¬ 
bridge, got it into Parliament for Elmwood, and has now made it Master of 
the Horse in Ireland.” 

“ He is the most sarcastic person I ever met.” 

“ It is such an easy talent,” said Miss Kennyfeck; “ the worst of wine 
makes capital vinegar.” 

“ Then here follow a set of soldier people,” said Olivia; “ Hussars and 
Queen’s Bays, and a Captain Tanker of the Royal Navy—oh, I remember, 
he has but one arm—and then the Pelertons and the Cuffes.” 

“ Well,: re we at the end of our muster-roll P” 

“ Yes, we have nearly reached the dregs of the cup. I sec Mr. Knox 
Softly, and the Townleys!” 

“ Oh, the Townleys! Poor Mrs. Townley, with her yellow turban and 
ted feathers, that Lord Dnnbrook mistook for a vol-au-vcnt garnished with 
shrimps.” 

“Caroline!” cried Mrs. Kennyfeck, reprovingly, for her daughter’s sallies 
had more than once verged upon the exhaustion of her patience. 

“ Wc shall not weary you with any description of the ‘refreshers,’ Mr. 
Cashel.” 

“ Pray who Mid what arc they ?” inquired Cashel. 

“ The ‘refreshers’ are that amiable but undervalued class in society who 

VOL. I. o 
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we aJurays asked for the eroning' when the other members of the femily are 
invited to dine. Th^ are the young Iwly and young gmitleman class; the 
household with ten daughters, and a governess that sings like, anything but, 
Persiani. They arc briefless barristers, with smart whiskers,; and yonng 
men reading for the.Ohurch, with moustaches; infantry officers, old maids, 
fellows of college, and the gentleman who tells Irish stories.” 

“ Caroline, I really must request—” 

“But, Mamma, Mr. Cashel surely ought to learn the map of the oountiy 
he is to live in.” 

“ I am delighted to acquire my geography so pleasantly,” cried Cashel. 
“ Pray go on.” 

“ I am bound over,” said she, smiling; “ Mamma is looking penknives 
at me, so I suppose I must stop. But as to these same ‘ refreshers,’ you 
will easily distinguish them from the dinner ■ company. The young ladies 
arc always fresher in their white muslin; they walk about in gangs, and cat 
a prodigious deal of bread-and-butter at tea. WcU, I have done. Mamma, 
though I’m sure 1 was not aware of my transgressings.” 

“1 declare Mr. Kennyfeck is asleep again.—Mr. Keunyfeck, have the 
goodness to wake up and say who is to make the whist-table for Lady 
Blenncrbore.” 

“Yes, my Lord,” said Mr. Kennyfeck, waking up and rubbing his eyes, 
“ we’E take a verdict for the plaintiff, leaving the points reserved.” 

Avery general laugh here re.callod him to himself, as with euctremcconfu- 
•sion he continued, “ 1 was so fatigued in the Bolls to-day. It was an argu¬ 
ment relative to a trust, Mr. Cashel, wluch it is of great moment you 
should be relieved of.” 

“ Oh, never trouble your liead about it now, Sir,” said Cashel, good- 
ualurcdly. “ I am quite grieved at the weariness and fatigue my aflairs .arc 
costing you.” 

“ 1 was asking about Lady Blcnncrborc’s whist, ’ interposed Mrs. Konny- 
feok. “ Who have you for her parly besides the Chief Justice ?” 

“Major M'Oartney says he c.au’t afford it, Mamma,” said iho eldest 
daughter, slyly. “ She is so very lucky with the liouours!” 

“ Where is Thorpe,” cried Mrs. Kennyfeck, not deigning to notice this 
speech—“ ho used to like his rubber ?” 

“ He l(dd me,” said Miss Kennyfeck, " that ho wouldn’t play with her 
Ladyship any more; that one had some chance formerly, but that since 
she has had that touch of tlm palsy, she docs wlwi she likes with the Kings 
and Aces.” 

“This is atrocious; never let me hear it i^n,” said the Manuna, indig- 
iiantly; “ at all events, old Mr. Moore Hacket will do.” 
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"Poor old man, Jie is so blind thai he has to thumb the cards all over to 
tiy and know tlim by the feel, and then he always washes the Kitig and 
Queen’s f.ices with a snuffy handkerchief, so that the otlmrs ate sneosing at 
every trick they piny.” 

“ Caroline, you pca-mit joursdf to take the most impro]>cr freedoms; I 
desire that we may have no more of this.” 

“ I rather like old Mr. Ilncket,” said the incorrigible assailant; “ be 
mistook Mr. Potlinger’s bald and polished bead for a silver salver, and laid 
his teacup on it, the last evening he was hero.” 

If Cashel could not help smiling at Miss Konnyfeok’s sallies, he felt it 
was in rather a strange spirit of hospitality the approuehing entertainment 
was given, since few of the guests were spared the most slighting sarcasms, 
and scarcely for any was there professed the least friendship or affecliou. 
lie was, however, very new to '• the world,” and the strange understand¬ 
ing on which its daily uitercourse, its social life of duincrs, visits, and 
lifjfd/iers subsists, wa.s jierfootly unknown to biui. He had much to learn, 
but as his nature was of an inquiring chaKictcr, he was us equal as he was 
well inclined to its task. It was tlicn, with less enjoyment of Ihe scene for 
its jbsiirdity, tlian actually as an occasion to aequiie knowledge of peojile 
mid uioilcs of liviug hiihcrto unknown, he listeuid gravclj lullic pieseut 
discussion, and sut with attentive cars to hear who was to take in Lady 
.Tam t, mid whet hci Sir Arcby slioiild precede t he Chief J ustiec or not; if a 
i'ragoou Colonel .should lake the jans of an Altomcy-Oeuoral, and whether 
it made tliu same difference in an individual’s lank that it did, in his coiu- 
lort, that he was on the half-paj list. When real rank is coiicerued, lew 
things are easier than the arrangement of such details; the rules arc simple, 
Uie eiceptious few, if any; but in a society where the distinctions are iii- 
qipreciubje, where the designations are purely professional, au algebraic 
oq.Miion is simpler of solution than such ditUcultics. 

Then came a very animated debate as to the places at table, wherein lay 
iho extreim' Jiflicult^ of havuig every one away from the liie and nobody in 
. draught, except ot course those little valued guests who really appeared 
;o j)!;iv till' ignebJe part of mortar in a great edifice, being merely the co¬ 
llusive ingredient tliut averted friction between mote important materiids. 
Next came the oft di..pulcd question as to whether the champagne sliould 
be served with the yieii/a pa/h, after the fish, or at a remote stage of tlie 
weoud course, the young ladies being eager advocates of the fotnn r, Mrs. 
Kduyfeek as firmly denouncing the |U'aclice as a new-fangled lliiug, that 
‘‘ the Dean ’’ himself said he had never seen at Christchurch; but tlio really 
great deliato arose on a still more knotty point, and one on vvhieli it appeared 
the family hud brought in vario’ts bills, without ever discovering the real 
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remedy: it was by wbat means—of course, moral force means—it were 
possible to induce old Lady Bleraerbore to rise from table wlienevcr Jfc. 
Keimyfeck bad decreed that moTe to be necessary. 

It was really moving to listen to Mrs. Kennyfeck’s narratives of signals 
unnoticed and signs unattended to; that even on the vciy last day her 
Ladyship had dined there, Mrs. Ken^eck had done little else for three- 
quarters of an hour than half stand and sit do^n agaiH) to the misery of 
herself and tlie discomfort of her neighbours. 

“Poor dear old thing,” said Olivia, “she is so yerj near-s%hted.” 

“ Not a bit of it,” said her sister; “ don’t tell me of bad sight that can 
distinguish the decanter of port from the claret, which I have seen her do 
some half-dozen times without one blunder.” 

“ rd certainly stop the supplies,” said Cashel; “wouldn’t that do P” 

“Impossible!” said Miss Kennyfeck; “you couldn’t starve the whole 
garrison for one refractory subject.” 

“Mr. Linton’s plan was a perfect faflure, too,” said Mrs. 'Konnyfeck. 

lie thought by the introduction of some topic ladies do not usually dis¬ 
cuss, that she would certainly withdraw; on the contrary, her Ladyship 
called out to me, ‘ I see your impatience, my dear, but I must hear the end 
of this naughty story.’ Wc tried the I’rencli plan, too, .and made the 
gentlemen rise with us; but really they were so rude and ill-tempered the 
entire evening after, I’ll never venture on it again.” 

Here tlic wliole party sighed and were silent, as if the wished-for mode 
of relief were as distant as ever. 

“ Must we really ask those ClariJge girls to sing. Mamma ?” said Miss 
Kennyfeck, after a long pause. 

“ Of course yon must. They were taught by Co.sta, and they arc always 
asked wherever they go.” 

“As a matter of curiosity, Mr. Cashel, the thing is worlli hearing. 
Paganini’s monocorde was nothing to it, for tiiey’U go through a whole 
scena of Donizetti with only one note on their voice. Oh dear! how very 
tiresome it all is: the same little scene of pressings, and refusals, and 
entreaties, and rejections, and the oft-repeated dispute of the sisters be¬ 
tween ‘Nolle divina’ and ‘Non vedro mai,’ ending in that Tyrolese, thing, 
which is on every organ in ihe streets, and has not the merit of the little 
shaved dog w ith tlio hat in liis mouth, to make it droll. And then”—^herc 
Mi.ss Kennyfeck caught a side glance of a most rebiiking frown on her 
mother’s face, so that adroitly addressing herself to Cashel, she seemed un¬ 
aware of it—“ and then, when the sinpng is over, and those who detest 
music arc taking their revenge by abusing the singers, and people are 
endcavonriug to patch up the interrupted chattings—then, I suppose, we 
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arc, quite suddenly, without the slightest premeditation, to suggest a 
quadrille or carpet-dance. This is to he proposed ns a most new and 
original idea that never occurred to any one before, and is certain to be 
hidled with a warm enthusiasm : all the young ladies smiling and smirking, 
and the gentlemen fumbling for their soiled kid gloves—clean ones would 
destroy the merit of llie impromptu.” 

“ Tm certain Mr. Cashel’s impression of our society here wiU scarcely 
be flattering, from what he has heard this evening.” siud Mrs. Kenuyfeck, 
rising. 

“ He’ll see with his own eyes to-morrow night,” said Miss Kennyfeck, 
coolly. 

“ Will you favour me with a little of your time in the morning ?” said 
Mr. Kennyfeck to Cashel. “ I find th.at I cannot avoid troubling you; 
there are several documents for signature, and if you could devote an hour, 
or, if possible, two- “ 

“ I am perfectly at your orders,” said Cashel; “ the ladies say that they' 
will not ride, and therefore dispose of mo as you like.” 

A hearty good night followed, and the party broke up. 


CHAPTEE XI. 

“ Geld kanu vieles in der Welt.”—W ibnkb Libo. 

CMoncy can do much in this world.) 

When Cashel descended the stairs to breakfast, he took a peep into the 
drawing-room as he went, some slight hope of seeing Olivia, perhaps, 
suggesting the star. He was disappointed, however; except a servant 
arranging candles in the lustres, the room was empty. The same fate 
awaited him iu the breakfast-room, where a small table, most siguificautly 
laid for two, showcd that a teie-a-U'le with his host was iu store for liim. 
No wonder, then, if Mr. Kennyfeck saw something of impatience iu the 
air of his young guest, whose eyes turned to the door each time it opened, 
or were as hastily directed to the garden at each stir without—evident signs 
of thoughts directed in channels diflierent from the worthy solicitor’s. 

Confess, my dear reader—if you he of the sex to judge of these matters— 
confess it is excessively provoking, when you have prepared your mind, 
sharpened your wit—perimps, too, curled your whiskers—with a latent 
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hope that yea are to meaert and cenTcrse ■with "two very handsome and 
sprightly girls, that the interview is converted into a scene with “Papa.” 
For ourselves, who acknowledge to have A kind of Catholicism in these 
affairs, who like the dcM creatures in all the flaunting dash of a riding-lial 
and habit, cantering a-way of a breezy day, ■with lan^iing voice and half un¬ 
curled hair; who delight to see tliem lonnging in a britadika or lolling in a 
phaeton; who gaze with rapture on charins heightened by the blaze of fuU- 
dresfi, and sjdendid in all the brilliancy of jewels and flowers; we own that 
we have a kind of fondness, almost amounting to a preference, to the prim 
ooquettishness of a monmg-dress—some light muslin thing, floating and 
gauzy—showing the figure to perfection, and in its simplicity suiting ■well 
the two braids of hair so innocently handed on the cheeks. There is some¬ 
thing of conscious power in the quiet garb, a sense of trustfulness; it is 
like the warrior advimoing ■without his ■weapons to a oonlerenoe that is ex¬ 
ceedingly pleasing, seeming to say. You see that I am not a hdi^ of tulle, 
and gauze, and pioint de BruseBcs, of white satin, and turquoise, and pink 
camolias, but creature wliose duties may he iu the daily round of life, 
meant to sit beside on a grassy slope as much as on a velvet ottoman, lo 
talk with, as well as flirt with. 

Wc have no means of knowing if Oashcl was of our mind, and wlicthcr 
these dctni-loiletlo visions wci'e as suggestive to his as tliey are lo our 
imagiimlion, but that he here his disappointment witi) a very had grace we 
can perfectly answer for, and showed, by his distracted manner and inatten¬ 
tive air, that, the Pajia’s companionship was a very poor suhstituto for the. 
daughters’. 

It must he owned, too, tliat Mr. Kcnnyfcck was scarcely a brilliant con- 
verscr, nor, liad he been so, was the matter ■under consideration of a kind to 
develoj) and display lii.s abilities. The worthy solicitor had often promised 
himself the pleasure he norv enjoyed of recounting the whole story of the 
law proceedings. It wa.s the great event of his own life, “ his Waterloo,” 
and he dwelt on every detail with a prosy dalliance thaj was death to the 
listener. Legal subtleties, shrewd and cunning devices of crafty connseUw-s, 
all the artful dodges of the profession, Oashcl heard ■with a scomfnl indiffer- 
eooe car a dowmright apathy, and it demanded all lb. Kennyfock’s own 
entlmsiasm in the case to make him persist in a narrative so unintercstuig 
to its only auditor. 

“ I few 1 weary you, Mr. Cashel,” said the solicitor, “ ■with these details, 
but I really supposed that you must feel desirous of knowing not only the 
exact circumstances of your estate, but of learning the very singular history 
by which your claim was substantiated." 

■ ■“ If 1 am to be frank,” said Cashel, boldly, “ I tohst tell yon that these 
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tilings possess not the sl^htest interest for me. When I was a gambler— 
which, unfortunately, I was at one time—w-licthcr I won or lost, I never 
could endure to discuss the gatee after it was over. So long as there was 
a goal to reach, few men could feel more ardour in the pursuit. I bcUeve 
I have the passion for success as strong as my neighbours, but the struggle 
over, the prke won, whether by myself or another, it mattered not, it ceased 
to have any htdd upon me. I coidd address myself to a new contest, but 
never look back on the old one.” 

So that,” said Kennyfeok, drawing a long breath to conceal a sigb, “ 1 
am to oonelude that this is a topic you would not desire to renew. \VoU, 1 
yield of course, only pray how am I to obtain your opimon on questions 
concerning your property ?” 

" My opsnions,” said Cashel, “must be mere arbitrary decisions, come to 
without any knowledge; that you are well aware of. I know nothing of 
this country—neither its interests, its feelings, nor its tastes. I know jast 
as little of what wealth will do, md what it will not do. Tell mo, iberefore, 
in a few words, what other men, situated as I am, would pursue, what 
habits they would adopt, how live, and with whom. If I can conform, 
without any great sacrilice of personal freedom. I’ll do so, because I know 
of no slavery so bad os notoriety. Just then give me your counsel, and I 
ask, intcmling to follow it.” 

Few men were less able than Mr. Kcmiyfeck to offer a valuable opinion 
on these difficult subjects, but the daily routine of his professional life had 
made him acquainted with a certain detail tliat seemed, to liiinsclf at least, 
ail undeviating rule of procedure. He know that, to the heir of a large 
estate coming of age, a wife and a seat in Parliament were the two first 
objt cts. lie had so often been engaged in drawing up settlcuicrits for the 
one and raising money for the other contmgcncy, that they heeame as 
associated in his mind with one-and-twenty years of age as thougli intended 
by bfatur. to denote it. 

With some reserve, which we must not scrutinise, he began with the po¬ 
litical object. 

“ I suppose. Sir,” said he, “ you will desire to enter Parliament P” 

“ I should like it,” said Cashel, earnestly, “ if a sense of inferiority 
V ould not weigh too heavily on me to compensate for the pleasure. With 
an education so neglected as mine, I should run the hazard of cither 
unjustly depremting my own judgment, or, what is worse, esteeming it at 
more than its worth. Now, though I suspect that the interest of iKditics 
would have a great attraction for me, I should always occa])y too humble a 
station regarding them, to make that interest a high one. Omit rarliament, 
then, and whait next P” 
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“The duties of a country gentleman are various and important—the 
management of your estates-” 

"Tliislmust leave in your hands,” said Cashel, abruptly. “Suggest 
something else.” 

“Well, of course, these come in a far less important categorj'; but 
the style of your living, the maintenance of a house befitting your ranlc 
and property, the reception of your country neighbours—aU these arc 
duties.” 

“ I am very ignorant of forms,” said Cashel, haughtily; “ but I opine that 
if a man spare no money, with a good cook, a good cellar, a good stable, and 
'carte bUtnehe' from-the owner to make free with everything, these duties 
are not very difficult to perform.” 

Had Mr. Kennyfeck known more of such matters, ho might have told 
liim that something was still wanting—that something wluch can throvv its 
perfume of good-breeding and elegance over the humble dinner-party in a 
cottage, and yet be absent from the gorgeous splendour of a banquet in a 
palace. Mr. Kennyfeck did not know this, so he accorded his fullest assent 
to Cashel’s opinion. 

“What comes next?” said Eoland, impatiently, "for as I aw neither 
politician nor country gentleman, nor can I make a pursuit of mere hospi¬ 
tality, I really do not see what career is open to me.” 

Mr. Kennyfeck had been on the eve of introducing the topic of mar¬ 
riage, when this sally suddenly routed the attempt. The man who saw 
nothing to oecupy him in politics, property, or social intercourse, would 
scarcely deem a wife an all-sufficient ambition. Mr. Kennyfeck was posed. 

“I see. Sir, your task is a hard one; it is no less than to try and conform 
my savage tastes and habits to civilised usages—a difficult thing, I am 
certain; however, I promise compliance with any ritual for a while. I have 
often been- told that the possession of fortune in these countries imposes 
more restraints in the shape of duties, than does poverty elsewhere. Let 
me try the problem for myself. • Now, dictate, and I obey.” 

“After aU,” said Mr. Kennyfeck, taking courage, “few men would 
deem it a hard condition in which to find themselves master of above 
16,0002. a year, to enter Parliament, to keep a good house, and marry—as 
every man in your circumstances may—the person of liis choice.” 

“Oh! Is matrimony another article of the code?” said Cashel, smiling. 
“ Well, that is the greatest feature, because the others are things to abandon, 
if not found to suit your temper or inclination—but a wife—that does look 
somewhat more permanent. No matter. I’ll adventure all and everything 
—of course depending on your guidance for the path.” 

Mr. Kennyfeck was too happy at'these signs of confidence to lieglect 



BOLAND CASHEL. 


89 


an opportunity for strengthening the ties, and commenced a very prudent 
harangue upon the necessity of Cashel’s using great caution in his first 
steps, and not committing himself by anything like political pledges, 
till he bad flrndy decided which side to adopt. “As to society,” said he, 
“of course you will select those who please you most for your intimates; 
but in politics there are many considerations rery different from mere 
liking. Be only guarded, however, in the beginning, and you risk nothing 
by waiting.” 

“ And as to the other count in the indictment,” said Cashel, interrupting 
a rather prosy dissertation about political parties—“ as to the other count— 
Matrimony I mean. I conclude, as the world is so exceedingly kind as to 
take a profound interest in all the sayings and doings of a man with money, 
that perhaps it is not indifferent regarding so eventful a step as his Marriage.^ 
Now, pray, Mr. Kcnnyfeck, having entered Parliament, kept open house, 
hunt(!d, shot, raced, dined, gamble^ dneUed, and the rest, to please society, 
bow must I satisfy its exigencies in this last particular ? I mean, is there 
any peculiar style of lady—tall, short, brunette or fair, dark-eyed or bine- 
eyed, or what, in short, is the person 1 must marry if I would avoid trans¬ 
gressing any of those formidable rules wliioh seem to regulate every action 
of your lives, and, if I may believe Mr. Phillis, superintend the very eolour 
of your cravat and the shape of your hat ?” 

“ Oh, believe me,” replied Mr. Kennyfeck, with a bland persuasiveness, 
“ fashion is only exigoant in small matters; the really momentous affairs of 
life are always at a man’s own disposal. _ Whoever is fortunate enough to 
be Mr. Cashel’s choice, becomes, by the fact, as elevated above envious 
criticisms, as she will be above the sphere where they alone prevail.” 

" So far that is very flattering. Now for another point. Tiiere is an 
old shipmate of mine—a young Spanish officer—^who has lived rather a 
rakish kind of life. I’m not quite sure he has not had a brush or two with 
our flag, for he dealt a little in ebony—^you understand—^the slave-trade, I 
mean. How would these fine gentlemen, I should like to know, receive him ? 
Would they look coldly and distantly at him ? I should naturally wish to 
see him at my bouse, but not that he might be offered anything like slight or 
insult.” 

“ I should defer it, certainly. I would recommend you not pressing this 
visit, till you have surrounded yourself with a certain set, a party by whom 
you will be known and upheld.” 

“ So then, if I understand you aright, I must obtain a kiud of security 
for my social good conduct before the world will trust me ? Now, this 
does seem rather hard, particularly as no man is guilty till he has been con¬ 
victed.” 
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“ Ite -faiul-boad is Ettle else than a matter of form,” said Mr. Keaayfeok, 
smilingi and 'glad to cap an allnsbn rrliicb liis professional pnrsuita made easy 
of comprelteiision. 

“■Well!” sighed Cashel, “Tm not quite oertaiii that this same world (rf 
yours and I shall be long friend?, if even we begin as such. I hare all my 
life been somewhat of a rebel, except where authority was las enough to make 
resistance unnecessary. How am I to get on here, hemmed in and fenced 
by a hundred restrictions f” 

Mr. Kennyfeck could not explain to him tint these barriers were less re¬ 
strictions against persomd.liberly than defemoes agamst .aggression; so he 
only murmured scane oommoa-plaeea about “ getting .habituated,” and 
“ lime,” and so on, and apolo^sed for what he, in reality, might hare ex- 
•paliated on as prirfleges. 

“ My mistress wishes to know. Sir,” said a footman, at this juncture, “ if 
Mr. Cashel will drive out with herP the carriage is at the door.” 

“ Delighted!” cried Cashel, looking at the same time moat uncourteously 
pleased to get awajr from his tiresome companion. 

Cashel found Mrs. Kennyfcck and her daughters seated iu a liandsome 
barouche, whoso appointments, bating, perhaps, some little exuberance in 
display, were all perfect. The ladies, too, were most becomingly attired,, 
and the transition from the little cobwobbed den of the solicitor to the free 
air and pleasant companionship, excited his spirits to the utmost. 

“How bored you must have been by that interview!” said Mm. Kenny- 
feefc, as they drove away. 

“ 'Why do you say so ?” said Cashel, smiling. 

" You looked so weary, so thoroughly tired out, when you joined us. 
I’m certain Mr. Kennyfcck has been reading aloud all the deeds and docu¬ 
ments of the trial, and reciting the hnndred-andone difficulties which his 
surpassing acuteness, poor deiir man I' could alone overcome.” 

“ No, indeed you wrong him,” said Boland, with a laugh; “ he scaxcely 
alluded to what he might have reasonably dwelt upon with pride, and what 
demands aU my gratitude. He was rather giving me, what 1 so much stand 
in need of, a little lecture on my duties and devoirs as a possessor cd for¬ 
tune ; a code, 1 shame to confess, perfectly strange to me.” 

A very significant glance from Mrs. Kennyfeck towards the girls revealed 
the full measure of her contempt for the hardihood of poor Mr. Kennyfeok’s 
dating, but quickly assuming a smile, she said, “And are we to te per¬ 
mitted to hear what these excellait oouusds were, or arc these wiiet the 
Admiralty ctdla ‘ secret instructions ?’ ” 

“ Not in the least Mr. Keanyfeok sees plaiMy enough—^rt is bat too 
palpable—that I am as ignorant of this new world as he himself would be, 
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il’ dropped down suddenly in an Indian encampment, and that as fee thing 
I detest most in feis life is any unnecessary notoriety, I want to do, as 
far as in me. lies, like my nei^bouis. I own to you, that the little sketch 
with which he favoured me is not too fascinating, but he assures me that 
with time, and patience, and zeal. I’ll get over my difficulties, and make a 
very tolerable country gentleman.” 

“ But, my cfefsr Mr. Cashel,” said Mrs, Kenny feck, witli a great emphasis 
on the epithet, “why do you think of listening to Mr. Kennyfeck on such a 
subject f Poor man, he takes all his noticms of men and manners from the 
Exchequer and Common Pleas.” 

“ Papa^s models are all in horse-hair wigs—fat mummies in ermine!” 
said Miss Kennyfeck. 

“When Mr. Cashel knows Lord Charles,” said Olivia. 

“Or Mr. Linton-” 

“ Or fee Dean,” broke in Mss. Kennyfeck; “for although a Churchman, 
his information on every snhjeot is boundHess,” 

Miss Kennyfeck gave a sly look towards Cashel, which very probably 
entered a dissent to her mamma’s opinion." 

“If I were yon,” resumed she, tenderly, “I know what I should do; 
coolly rejecting all their counsels, I should fashion my life as it .pleased 
myself to live, well assured that in following my bent, I should find plenty 
of people only loo happy to lend me their companionship. Just reflect, for 
a moment, how very agreeable you can make your house, without in the 
least compromising any taste or inclination of your own; without, in fact, 
occupying your mind on the subject.” 

“But fee world,” remarked Mrs. Keimyfeck, “must be eared for! It 
would not do for one in Mr. Cashel’s station to form his associates only 
among those whose agreeability is their recommendation.” 

“ Tlie'i let him know fee Dean, Mamma,” said Miss Kemryfeok, slyly. 

“ Yes, my dear,” rejoined Mrs. Kennyfeck, not detecting the sarcasm, “ I 
cannot fancy one more capable of affording judicious counsel. You spoke 
about ordering plate, Mr. Cashel; but of course youwiU apply to Siorr 
aud Mortimer. ^Everything is so much better in London; otherwise, here 
we are at Leonard’s.” 

The carriage drove up, as she spoke; to the door of a vciy s])lendid- 
looking shop, where in all the attractive display modem taste has invented, 
plate and jewellery fettered and dazzled. 

“ It was part of Mr. Kennyfeck’s oounsel, this morning,” said Cashel, 
“ that I should purchase anything I want in Ireland, so far, at least,, as 
practicable; so, if you wiE aid me in choosing, we’U lake the present 
opportunity.” 
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Mrs. Kennyfeok was oteqoyed at the bare mention of such au occasion 
of display, and sailed into the'shop with an air that spoke plain as words 
themselves, “ I’m come to make your fortune.” So palpable, indeed, was 
the manner of her approach, that the shopman hastily retired to seek the 
proprietor of the estabh'shment—a little pompous man, vjrith a bdd head 
—^who, having a great number of “ bad debts” among his high clients, had 
taken to treating great folk with a very cool assumption of equality. 

" Mr. Cashel is come to look about some plate, Mr. Leonard. Let ns 
see your book of drawings; and have you those models you made for Lord 
Kclloranc f" 

“ We have better, ma’am,” said Leonard. “ We have the plate itself. 
If you will step up-slairs. It is aE laid out on the tables. The fact is”— 
here he dropped his voice—“ his Lordship’s marriage with Miss Penchurch 
is broken off, and he will not want the plate, and we have his orders to sell 
it at once.” 

“ And is that beautiful pony-pb^eton, with the two black Arabians, to be 
sold?” asked Miss Kenuyfeck, eagerly. “He only drove them once, I 
think.” 

“ Yes, Madam, everything; they are aU to be auctioned at Dyeor’s to-day.” 

“ At what hour ?” inqidred Cashel. 

“ At three, precisely. Sir.” 

“Then it wants but five minutes of the time,” said Cashel, looking at 
his watch. 

“But the plate, sir? Such an opportunity may never occur again,” 
broke in Leonard, fearful of seeing his customer depart unprofitably. 

“ Oh, to be sure. Let us see it,” said Cashel, as he handed Mrs. Kenny- 
feck up-stairs. 

An exclamation of surprise and delight burst from the party at the magni« 
lieent display which greeted them on entering the room, llow splendid— 
what taste—^how very beautiful—so elegant—so massive—so chaste! and 
fifty other encomiastic phrases. 

“Tery fine, indeed, ma’am,” chimed inLeonard; “cost fifteen and seven- 
pence an ounce throughout, and now to be sold for thirteen shillings.” 

“What is the price P” said Cashel, in a low whisper. 

“There are, if I remember right. Sir, but I’U ascertain in a moment, 
eight thousand ounces.” 

“ I want to know the sum in one word,” rejoined Cashel, hastily. 

“It will be something like three thousand seven hundred and-” 

"Well, say three thousand seven hundred, it is mine." 

“These ice-pails are not included. Sir.” 
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" ’WeE, send them also* and let me knew the price. How handsome that 
brooch is! Let me see it on your velvet dress, Mrs. Kcnnyfedfc. Yes, 
that really looks well. Pray let it remain there." 

“ Oh, I could not think of such a thing! It is far too costly. It is the 
most splendid-” 

“You’ll not refuse me, I hope, a first request, Madam,” said he, with a 
half-offended air. , 

Mrs. Kennyfedr, really overwhelmed by the splendour of the gift, com¬ 
plied with a ^actant shame. 

“These are the diamonds that were ordered for the bride,” said Leonard, 
opening a jewel-cadcet, and exhibiting a most magnificent suite. 

“Oh, how sorry she must be!” cried Miss Kennyfeek, as she surveyed 
the glittering mass. 

“If she loved him,” murmured Olivia, in a low whisper, as if to herself, 
but overheard by Cashel, who kept his eyes towards her with an expression 
of deep interest. 

“If the gentleman stood in need of such a set,” said Leonard, “I am 
empowered to dispose of them at the actual cost. It is old Mr. Penchurch 
who suffers all the loss, and he can very weU afford it. As a wedding 
present. Sir-” » 

“ But I am not going to be married, that I know of,” said Cashel, 
smiling. 

“ Perhaps not this week, Sir, or the next,” rejoined the self-sufficient 
jeweller; “ but, of course, that time will come. Two thousand pounds for 
such a suite is positively getting them a present, to break them up and 
reset them.” 

“How shocking!” cried Miss Kennyfeek. 

"Yes, Madam; but what is to be done? they only suit huge fortunes in 
their present form; these, unfortunately, are very rare with us.” 

“ A quarter past three!” exclaimed Cashel; “we shall be too late.” 

“ And the diamonds, Sir ?” said Leonard, following him down stairs. 

“ Ho you think thorn so handsome f” said Cashel to Olivia, as she walked 
at Ills side. 

“Oh, they are most beautiful,” replied she, with’a bashful falling of her 
eyelids. 

“ I’ll take them also,” whispered Cashel to Leonard, who, for perhaps 
the only time for years past, accompanied the party, bare-headed, to their 
carriage, and contained bowing till they drove away. 

“ Dyoer’s,” said Mrs. Kennyfeek; “ and as fast as you can.” 

With all their speed they came too late. The beautiful equipage had been 
already disjiosed of, and was driving from the gate as they drew up. 
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“How provoking!—^how terrib^ provoking!” eickimed Mrs.Kenny- 
i’eck. 

“ I declare, I tbink tbem handsomer than ever,” said Miss Kennyfeck, as 
she surveyed the two well-matdied and highly-bred ponies. 

“ Who bought them P” asked Mrs. Kennyfeck. 

“ I am the fortunate individual, or rather the unhappy one, who excites 
such warm regrets,” said Mr. Linton, as he lounged on the door of the 
carriage. “I would I were BotlisohiH or his sorii or his godson, to beg 
your acceptance of them.” 

“ What did you give for them, Mr. Linton T’ asked Mrs. Kennyfeck. 

" How unfair to ask; and you,, too, who understand these things so 
well.” 

“ I want to purchase them,” said she, laughing; “ that was my reason.” 

“ To you, then, the price is what I have just paid—a hundred and fifty.” 
, “ How cheap!” 

" Absolutely for nothing. I bought them on no other account. I really 
do not want such sm equip^.” 

" To be serious, then,” resumed Mrs. Kennyfeck, “ we came Iicrc with 
Mr. Cashel to purchase them, and just arrived a few minutes too late.” 

“ Quite early enough to iidlow of my being able to render you a slight 
service; without, however, the satisfaction of its having demanded any 
effort from me. Will you present me to Mr. Cashel ?” The gentlemen 
bowed and smiled, and Lmton resumed. “If you care for the ponies, 
Mr. Cashel, I am delighted to say they are at your service. I really bought 
them, as I say, because they wore going for notliiog.” Cashel did not know 
how to return the generosity, but accepted the offer, trusting that time 
would open an occasion to repay the favour. 

“ Shall I send them home to you, or will you drive them ?” 

“ Will you venture to accompany mo P” said Cashel, turning to Olivia 
Kennyfeck; who, seeing at once the impropriety of a proposal, which 
Koland’s ignorance of the world alone could have committed, was silent 
and confused. 

“ Arc you afraid, my dear ?” inquired Mrs. Kennyfeck, to show that all 
other objections might be waived. 

“ Oh no. Mamma, if you are not.” 

“ The ponies are perfectly quiet,” said Linton. 

“ I’m certain noUiiug will happen,” said Miss Kennyfeck, with a most 
significant glance at her sister. 

“ Take care of her, Mr. Cashel,” said the Mamma, as Holand lianded flic 
blusliing girl to her place. “ I have never trusted her in any one's charge 
before, and if I bad not such implicit coulideuec- ” Before the sentence 
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was finished, the ponies sprang forward in a trot, the equipage in a moment 
fled and disappeared from view. 

" A fine young fellow, he seems to be ” said Linton, as he raised his hat 
in adieu; “ and so femik, too!” There was a something in his smile that 
looked too intelligent, but Mrs. Kennjfcck affeoled not to notice it, as she 
said “ Gkiod-by 


CHAPTER XII. 

There were lords and ladies—I saw myself— 

A duke with Ms Garter, a knight with his Guelph. 

“ Orders”—as bright as the eye could see, 

Tho “ Goldeu Fleece,” and the “ Saint Esprit;” 

Black Eagles, and Lions, and even a Lamh, 

Such an odd-looking thing—from the great “ Nizam 
Shamrocks and Thistles there were in a heap. 

And the Legion of Honour from “ Louis Philippe,” 

So 1 asked, myself—Does it not seem queer. 

What cau bring this goodly company here ? 

Mbs. Thokte’s Fv.te at Twickksham. 

ALTnoUGU Mrs. Kennyfeck’s company were invited for seven o’clock, it 
was already something more than half-past ere tho first guest made his 
appearance, and he found himself alone in the drawing-room; Mrs. Kcnny- 
fcck, who was a very shrewd observer of everything in high life, having 
remembered, tliat it twice occun-ed to herself and Mr. K. to have arrived 
the first at the Secretary’s "Lodge,” in the Park, and that the noble hostess 
did not descend till at least some two or three others had joined them. 

The " iirst man” to a dinner is the next most miserable thing to the “lasf 
man” at leaving it. The cold air of solitude, the awkwardness of seeming 
too eager to bo punctual, the certainty, almosl inevitable, that the next 
person who arrives is perfectly odious to you, aud that you will have to sus¬ 
tain a ISte-oriete with tho man of all others yon dislike, all these are the 
agrccables of the first man; but he who now had to sustain them was, 
happily, indifferent to their tortures. Ho was an old, very deaf gentleman, 
who had figured at the dinner-tables of the capital for half a centiuy, on no 
one plea that any one could discover, save that he was a “ Right Honour¬ 
able.” The privilege of sitting at the Council had conferred the far plea¬ 
santer one of assisting at dinners, and his political career, if not very ambi¬ 
tious, had been, what few men can say, unruffled. 
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He seated himself, then, in a very well-cushioned chair, and with that 
easy smile of benevolent meaning which certain deaf people assume as a 
counterpoise for the want of colloquial gifts, prepared to be, or at least to 
look, a very agreeable old gentleman to the next arrival. A full quarter of 
au hour passed over, without anything to break the decorous stillness of the 
house; when suddenly the door was thrown wide, and tiie butler announced 
Sir Harvey Upton and Captain Jennings. These were two Hussar officers, 
who entered with that admirable accompaniment of clinking sabres, sabte- 
tasches, and spurs, so essential to a cavalry appearance. 

“Early, by Jove!” cried one, approaching the mirror over the chimney- 
piece, and arranging his moustaches, perfectly unmindful of the presence of 
the Right Honourable who sat near it. 

“ They aiw growing worse and worse in this house, I think,” cried the 
other. “The last time 1 dined here, we sat down at a quarter to ni^e.” 

^'“It’s aU Linton’s fault,” drawled out the first speaker; “hetoH a story 
about Long Wellesley asking some one for ‘ ten,’ and apologising for an 
cai’Iy dinner, as he had to speak in the House afterwards. Who is here ? 
neat steppers, those horses I” 

“ It is Kilgoff, and his new wife,—do yon know her?” 

“ No; she’s not one of those pale girls we used to ride with at Leam¬ 
ington?” 

There was no time for reply, when the names were annoimccd, “Lord and 
Lady Kilgoff I” and a very weakly-looking old man, with a blue inside vest, 
and enormous diamond studs in Ids shirt, entered, supporting a very beau¬ 
tiful young woman, whose proud step, and glancing eye, were strange con¬ 
trasts to Ids feeble and vacant expression. The Hussars exchanged significant 
but hasty glances, and fell back, wldle the others advanced up the room. 

“ Onr excellent hostess,” said my Lord, in a low, but distinct voice, 
“ will soon shame Wilton-crcsccnt itself in late hours. I fancy it’s nigh 
eight o’clock.” 

“ It’s not their fault, poor things,” said she, lying back in a chair and 
disposing her magnificent dress into the most becoming folds; “people will 
come late, do what ohe may.” 

“ They may do so, that’s very true; but I would beg to observe you need 
not ■mt for them.” This was said with a smile towards the Hussars, as 
though to imply—“ There is no reason why you should not express an opi¬ 
nion, if it agree with mine.” 

The Baronet immediately bowed, and smiling, so as to show a very white 
range of teeth beneath his" dark moustache, said: “ In part, I j^ree with 
your Lordship; but it requires the high hand of fasMon to reform the. 
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abuse.” Here a most insidious glance at her Ladyship most effeetually cou- 
rcyed the point of his meaning. 

Just then, in all the majesty of crimson velvet, Mrs. Kcmiyfcck appeared, 
licr comely person heaving under the accumulated splendour of lace, flowers, 
and jewellery. Her daughters, more simply, but still handsomely dressed, 
followed, Mr. Kennyfeck bringing up the rear, in very evident confusion at 
having tom his kid gloves, a misfortune whicli ho was not clear should be 
buried in silence, or made the subject of public apology. 

Lady Kilgoff received Mrs. Kennyfeck’s excuses for being late with a 
very quiet, gentle smile; but my Lord, less given to forgiveness, held his 
watch towards Mr. Kemiyfeck, and said: “ There’s always an excuse for a 
man of business. Sir, or this would be very reprehensible.” Fortunately for 
all parties the' company now poured in faster, every instant saw some two 
or three arrive: indeed, with such speed did they appear, it seemed as if 
they had all waited for a movement en mam; Judges and Generals, with 
nieces and daughters manifold, country gentlemen, clients, the e/f/e of 
Dublin diners-out, the Whites, the Rigbys, with their ringleted girls, the 
young Member for Macturk, the Solicitor-General and Mrs. Knivett, and, 
at last, escorted by his staff of curates and small vicars, came “the Dean” 
himself, conducting a very learned dissertation on the musical properties of 
the “ Chickgankazoo,” a tluree-stringed instrument of an African tribe, and 
which he professed to think “ admirably adapted for country oongregalious 
too poor to bui an organ 1” “ Any one could play it. Softly could play it, 
Mrs. Kennyfeck could-” 

“ How do you do, Mr. Dean?” said tliat lady, in her sweetest of voices. 

The Dean accepted the offered hand, but, without attending to the saluta¬ 
tion, went on with a very curious argument respecting the vocal chords in 
the human throat, which he promised to demonstrate on any thin lady in 
the company. 

The Cliicf Secretary’s fortunate arrival, how'ever, rescued the devoted fail- 
one from the Dean’s scientifle ardour, for Mr. Meek was a great personage 
in the chief circles of Dublin. Any ordinary manner, in coji^aMon with 
Mr. Downie Meek’s, would be as linsey-wolsey to three-pile velvet! There 
was a yielding softness, a delicious compliance about him, which won him 
the world’s esteem, and pointed him out to the Cabinet as the very mdli to 
bo “ Secretary for Ireland.” Conciliation would be a weak word to express 
the maoe but winning gentleness of his official dealings. The most frank 
of men, he was unbounded in professions, and if so elegant a person could 
have taken a hint from so humble a soiu-cc, we should say, that he had made 
his zoological studies available and imitated the cuttle-fish, since when close- 

■voi,. I. u 
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penned by an enemy be could id ways escape, by muddying tbc water. In 
this great diaJeetic of tlie Castlorcagb school be was perfect, and could be¬ 
come totally uninteEigiblc at tlie shortest notice. 

After a lew almost whispered words to his hostess, Mr. Meek humbly 
requested to be presented to Mr. Cashel. Tlolami, who was then standing 
beside Miss Keunyfeck, and listening to a rather amusing catalogue of the 
guests, adranced to make the Secretary’s acquaintance. Mr. Uownic Meek’s 
approaches were perfect, and in tbc few words he spoke, most favourably 
impressed Cashel with his unpretentious, unaflccted demeanour. 

“ Ai'c we waiting for any one, Mr. Kemiyfeek?” said his spouse, witlr a 
delicious Bini|)licity of voice. 

“Oh, certainly!” eKclaimed her less accomplished husband, “ Sir Andrew 
and Lady .lanct MacFarline, and Lord Charles Frobisher, have not arriv(;d.” 

“It appears to me” —a favourite expression of his Lordshij), with a 
strong emphasis on the pronoun—“it apjmars to me,” said Lord Kilgolf, 
" that Sir Andrew MacFarline waits for the tattoo at the Koyal Barrack to 
dress for dinner;’’ surd he added, somewhat lower, “1 made a vow, which I 
regret to have broken to-day, never to dine wdicrcvor lie is invil.cil.” 

“ Here they come! here they come at last,” cried out several voices 
togetlier, as the heavy tread of carriage-horses was heard advmteing, .-ind 
tlie loud summoo.s of the footman resounded through the. sejuaro. 

Sir Andrew and Lady Janet MacFarliuc were annonneed iu Mr. reansc’s 
most impressive inamier; luid then, after a slight pause, a.s if to enalile the 
company to recover themselves from tlie shock of such august names. Lord 
Charles Frobisher ami Caplalu Foster. 

Sir Andrew was a tall, raw-boned, high-cheeked old man, with a while 
head, red nose, and a very Scotch accent, whose mamicvs, after forty yciirs’ 
training, still sjioke of the time that he carried a halbert in the “ Black 
Watch.” Lady Janet was a little, grim-faeed, grey-eyed old lady, with a 
Imneli, «ho witli a most inveterate pcevLlmcss of voice, and a most decided 
icudriter to make poopio anhnppr, wa.s (ho terror of the garrison. 

“ We. Inn mi kept yo waitin, Afo. Kannyfack, 1 humbly hope?” said Sh' 

Andrew. # 

“A gor,.l forty minute?, Bir Andrew,” broke in Lord Kilgoff, showing bis' 
waleli; “ but you are always the kst.” 

He w.aji not recorded as such in the official despatch from 'Maida,’ my 
ord, said Lady .Tanct, fiei-ecly; “ but with .some people tlicre Ls more 
virtue 111 being early at dinner tiian lirst up the breach iu an assault! ” 

2/ie sic^G will always keep hot, my Lady,” Inlsrposed a very well 
whiskered gentleman in a blue coat and two inside-waistcoats “ the soup 
will not.” 
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“ Ah! Mr. Linton,” said she, holding out two flxigcrs. “ Wliy weren’t 
you at our pic-nio ?” Then she added, lower: “ Give me your arm in to 
dinner. I can’t bear that tiresome old man.” Linton bowed and seemed 
delighted, while a scarcely perceptible raotiou of the brows conveyed an 
apology to Miss Kennyfcck. 

Dinner was at length announced, and after a little of what, irtir Andrew 
railed “clubbing the battalions” they descended 'in a long pr(ioes.sion. 
Cashe}, after vainly essaying to secure either of the Kennyfeck girls us bis 
companion, being obliged to pair off with Mrs. White, the lady w^ho always 
declined, but never failed to come. 

It is a singulivr fact in the physiology of Amphytrionisrn, that sceond- 
class people can always succeed in a “ great dinner,” thongli llicy fail ogre- 
giously in all atlemjds at a small party. 'VVe reserve the reason for another 
time, to record the fact, that Mrs. Kcnnyfeck’s table was both cosily and 
splendid: llie soups were admirable, the Madeira perfect in flavour, the 
patds as hot, and the champagne ns eokl, the lisli as fnsh, and flic venison 
as long kept, the curry as high seasoned, and the piue-ap])le ice as delicately 
simple, as Ihc most refined taste could demand. Tin; inalerial enjoyiiieiits 
were provided with elegance and abundance, a.nd the guests—the little 
chagrin of tlie long waiting over—all disposed to he chatty and agreeable. 

Like a lidc^ first breaking on a low strand, in small and tiny ripples, Ihen 
gradually coining holder in, with eonrage more assured, and grctiter JVu'e.c, 
Hie eonvcrsatioii of a dinner usually runs; till at last at tlie high flood 
the great wgves tumble madly one upon another, and the u ild oliorus of 
the clashing water wakes up “ the spirit of the storm.” 

Even williout Hie aid of the “ Phy.siologie du Goiil,” people will talk of 
eating wliih; they cat, and so the chit-cJiat was in all il.s moods and 

teiise.s, each bringing to the cointnon slock some new device in eookeiT, 
and sonu'. a.ne.cd()tes of his travelled experience in “ guuniiai'disc,” and 
white Mr. Lint on and Lord Clvarlcs eelehrated the. sViW of the “ Gadran,” or 
the “ Sohwan” at V ieuna, the “ Dean” wtis critically explaining I o poor ALs. 
Kennyfeck, that Homer’s heroes hail probably the most ]ierfect rufi that, 
ever was served, the juices of Hie meal being preserved fli such large masse.s. 

“Solos, with a ‘gratin’ of line gingerbread, I saw at Metl.ernieh’s,”^said 
Mr. Linton, “and they were excellent.’^' 

“ I. like old Jules I’ciTcgaux’s idea better, what ho calls hio eitekitvs ,l la 
finaiiciire" 

“ What arc they ? I nev'cr tasted them.” 

“Very good mutton cutlets en. papUhite, the envelopes facing billets de 
banque of a thousand francs each.” 

“Is it permitted to help one’s self twice, my Lord?” 

H 2 
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I called for the dish again, but found it had been too successftil. De 
Brigues did a neat thing that way, in a little supper he gave to the artistes 
of the Opdra-Comique; the jellies were all served with rings in thcin— 
turquoise, diamond, emerald, pearl, and so on—so that the fair guests had 
all the excitement of a lottery as the flat came round to them.” 

“The kiek-shaws required something o’ that kind to make them en¬ 
durable,” said Sir Andrew, gruffly; “ gic me a haggis, or a cockie-leckie.” 

“What is that?” said Miss Kennyfeck, who saw with a sharp malice 
how angrily Lady Janet looked at the notion of the coming explanation. 

“ I’ll tell ye wi’ jdcasure. Miss Kannyfack, hoo to mak’ a cockie loekic!” 

“ Cockie-leckic, vnie deritalnr cockie-leekie ?” cried the Dean, who 
having taken a breathing canter through Homer and Horace, was quite 
ready for the moderns. 

“ What, Sir P” asked Sir Andrew, not understanding the question. 

“ 1 say, what’s the derivation of your cockie-leckie—the etymology of 
the phrase f” 

“ I dinna ken, an’ I dinna care. It’s mair uecdfu’ that one kens hoo to 
mak’ it, than to speer wha gave it the name of cockie-loekic.” 

“More properly pronounced, cog <* Holier said the inexorable Dean. 
“The dish is a French one.” 

“ Did ever any one hear the like ?” exclaimed Sir Andrew, utterly con¬ 
founded by the assertion. 

“ I confess. Sir Andrew,” said Linton, “ it’s rather hard on Scotland. 
They say you stole all your ballad-music from Italy, and now they claim 
your cookery for France!” 

“ The record,” said the Attorney-General across the table, “ wiis tried at 
Trim. Your Lordships sat with the Chief Baron.” 

“I remember perfectly; we agreed that the King’s Bench ruled right, 
and that the minor’s claim was substantiated.” Then turning to Mrs. 
Kennyfeck, who, out of politeness, had affected to take interest in what she 
could not even understand a syllable of, he entered into a very learned dis¬ 
sertation on “ heritable property,” and the great difficidtics tliat lay in the 
way of defining its limits. 

Meanwhile, “ Pipeclay,” as is not unsuitably styled mess-table talk, passed 
among the military, with the u^l q\xizzing about regimental oddities. 
Brownrigg’s cob—Hanshaw’s whiskers—'rulbot’s buggy—and Carey’s in¬ 
imitable recipe for punch, the Dean throwing in his negatives here and 
there, to show that nothing As “ too hot or too heavy” for Ids intellectual 
fingers. 

“Bad law! Mr. Chief Justice,” said he, in an authoritative tone. 
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•‘Doves in a cot, and coneys in a warren, go to the leii-. With respect 
to deer-” 

“ Oh dear, how tiresome!” whispered Mrs. Wliitc to Cashel, who most 
heart,ily assented to the exclamation. 

“ What’s the name o’ that beastie, young gentleman f” said Sir Andrew, 
who overheard Cashel recounting some circumstances of Mexican life. 

“The chiguire—^the.wild hog of the Caraccas,” said Cashel. " They are 
a harmless sort of animal, and lead somewhat an unhappy life of it; for 
wlien they escape the eroCodile in the river, they are certain to fall into the 
jaws of tlie jaguar on land.” 

“ Pretty much like a member o’ the Scotch Kirk iu Ireland,” said Sir 
Andrew, “ wi’ Episcopaalians on the tac haun, and Papishes on the tithcr. 
Are thac creatures gude to cat. Sir ?” 

“Tlic flesh is excellent,” broke in tlie Dean. “They are the-CSrria- 
Cnpyhara of Linnaeus, and far superior to our European swine.” 

“ I only know,” said Cashel, abniptly, “ that we never cat them, except 
wlicn nothing else was to bo had. They are rancid and fishy.” 

“A mere prejudice. Sir,” responded the Dean. “If you taste the 
chiguire, to use the vulgar name, and let him lie in steep in a white-wine 
vii)cg;)r, en mannade, as the Erciich say-” 

“ Where arc you to find the white-wine vinegar in the Savannahs ?” said 
Ca-shcl. “ You forget, Sir, that wc are speaking of a country where a fowl 
roasted in its own feathers is a delicacy.” 

“ Oh, how very singular! Do you mean that you eat it, featliers and 
all ?” said Mrs. White. 

“ No, Madam. It’s a Prairie dish, which I assure you, after all, is not 
lo he despised. The plat is made this way. You take a fowl—the wild 
turkey, whtin lucky enough to find one—and cover him all over with soft 
red cl.iy: the river clay is the best. You envelop him completely; in 
fact, you make a great ball, somewhat the size of a man’s head. This 
done, you light a fire, and bake the mass. It requires, probably, five or six 
hours lo make the clay perfectly hard and dry. When it cracks, the dish 
is done. You then break open llio shell, to the outside of which the 
feathers adhere, aud the fowl, deliciously roasted, stands before you.” 

“ How very excellent— le ponlct bmise of the Ercncb, exactly,” said 
Lord Kilgoff. 

“How cruel!” “How droll!” “How very shockiug.!” resounded 
througli the table; the Dean the only oife silent, for it was .a theme on 
whicli, most singular to say, he could neither record ({'■•dwiial nor a oor- 
reclion. 
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“ I vote for a pic-nic,” cried Mrs. Wlute, “ and that Mr. CasUcl shall 
cook us his diiide a la Mexicainc.” 

“ An excellent thought,” said several of the younger part of the coni- 
pany. 

“ A very bad one, in my notion,” said Lord Kilgoff, who had no fancy 
for seeing her Ladyship scaling cliffs, and descending steep pallis, when 
his own frail limbs did not permit of accompanying her. “ Pic-nics are 
about as vulgar a pastime as one can imaguic. Your dinner is ever a 
failure; youi' wine detestable; your tabic cqiiipiige arrives, smashed, a: 
topsy-turvy- 

“ Viidi; to])sy-turvy?—topsy-turvy. Softly?” said the Dean, turning 
fiercely on the Ourate. “Whence, topsy-turvy ? Do you give it up ? Do 
you, Mr. Attorney ? Do you, my Lord ? do you give it up, ch ? 1 thouglit 
so ! Popsy-turvy, (/w/.w, to]i side, t’ollurr way.” 

“ It's vera ingenious,” said Sir Andrew'; “ but ] maun say I sue no ncc- 
ccssity to be always looking hack to wharo a word gat his birth, parentage, 
or cddicatioii.” 

“ It suggests unpleasant iissociations,” said Lord Kilgoff, looking mali¬ 
ciously towards Linton, who w'as playing i.o(> iigrceahlo to her Jjadyship. 
“ The etymology is Ihc key to the true meaning. Sir, nimiy of tliose ex- 
juesskuvs pojudariy termed Bulls-” 

“Oh, I'l oi Bulls,” said Mr. Meek, ill his sweetest accent, “did 
you hear of a ve.ry singidar outrage committed ycstorda.y upon tlie Lord 
Lieutcuaiit’s beautiful Swiss bull?” 

“ Did Hie .Dean jiass an bo^r with liiin'?” wliispered Linton to Lady 
Janet, who haled the .'igiiitary. 

“ .It must Jiavo been done, by Mesmerism, I faucy,” rejoined Mr. Meek. 
“ The iiiiiiunl, a mo.st ticreo one, was discovered lying in his paddock, so 
perfectly I'etlercd, head, lioriis, and feel, lha;. lie. coidd not stir. There is 
every reason to connect Hie. outrage with a political >iieaiiiiig, for in this 
moruiiig’s jaijior, jT/ie Gm'n hlr, there is a letter from Mr. O’Blcather, 
with a luosi significant allusion to the occurrence. ‘The time is not 
diblaiit,' says he,‘when .folin Bull’—mark the phrase—‘tied, fettered, 
aud trammeUed, shall lie ])yostrale at the feet of the once victim of his 
tyranny.’ ” 

“ 'J'hc sedition is most comjilelcly proven by the sigiulicaucc of the act,” 
cried out tJie Chief J lusticc. 

“ AYe have, consjiqueiit.ly, oll&rcd a reward for the discovery of Hie per¬ 
petrators of this iiisolcht eli'enee, alike a crime against property, as an act 
subversive of the rci^iectful feeling due to the representative of the Sove¬ 
reign.” 
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“Wtei is the amount ofeed^^J^ljudAshel. 

“ Oue Imudred pounM^r suc^^^riaatioii as may lead to the con¬ 
viction of the person m penwns ^ansgressing,” replied the Attomey- 
Creiieral. 

“ I feel it would/be »,ei y unfair to suffer the Govenimcnt i n proeced in 
pn enor as to the i^l’air in question; so that I sliall claim the reward, and 
deliver up the offender,” replied Cashel, smiling. 

“ Who can it be ?” cried Mr. Meek, in astonishment. 

“ Myself, Sir,” said Cashel. “ if you should proceed by indictment, as 
you spcjik of, I hope the Misses Kennyfeck may not have to figure as 
‘ aiding aud abetting,’ for llicy were present when 1 lasso’d tlic animal.” 

“ Lasso’d tlie Swiss bull!” exclaimed several together. ■ 

“ IS'othiug more simple,” said the Dean, holding up his napkin over Mrs. 
Keiiuyfeck’s head, to the manifest teiTor of that lady for her yellow tiiiban. 
“ You take tlie loop of a long iiglit rope, and, measuring tlio distance with 
your eye, you make ttocast, in tlii.s raanuer-” 

“Oh dear! oh, Mr. Doan; my bird-of-paradi.se plume!” 

“YVhen you represent ahull, Ma’am, you should noi have feathers,” re¬ 
joined (lie iiiiplucable Dean, with a very rough endeavour to restore the 
broken pliiitic. “ Lad you held yoirr head lower down, hi the altitude of 
a buil's attaek, 1 should have lasso’d you at once, aud wilhoul ditiieully.” 

“ Lasso i.s ]iart of the verb ‘ to weary,’ ‘ fo futigiio,’ ‘ to nriniyrr’ in fact,” 
said Air. Linton, with an adinirahly-put-on simplicity; aud u very general 
sniDc ran through the conijiaiiy. 

“Wlieii did you see Gosford f” said Mec^, addressing one of the Hussar 
officers, eager to relieve the moineuiary embatTassment. 

“ Not for six months ; he’s iu Paris now.” 

“ Does he mention me in bis letter to you f” 

“He dors,’' said the other, but with au evident constraint, and a side- 
look as he imded, 

“ Yes, faith, he forgets nano of us,” said ISir Andrew, with a grin. “ He 
asks after Kuuiiyfaek—ould sax-aiid-eight])ence, he ea’s you—and .says he 
wished you were at Paris, to gic him a dinner at the—what d’ye ea’ it ?— 
the Itosliy de something. 1 see he has a word for ye, my Lord Kilimif. 
He w.mts fo know whether luy Lcddie is like to gic ye an heir lo llio 
aueieut house o’ Kilgoff, in whilk case he’ll no.be so fond of playing ee.irld 
wi’ George Lnsliinglou, wba has imelhing^ pay ’w^^xeepK-posl-ohii.s on 
yer Lordship, he, he, he 1 Ay, and Charliq]^^ mp^l^jia^tilined iie, Inriiiug 
to the Aidc-de-oarap, Lord Charles Frobisher, if ye lianld fc^r by 

honoiu's as often as ye used formerly ; be says f'lmre’;j^''ii fellow at P^is ye 
couldn’t hold a candle to—^he never deals the adversary a card higher than 
the nine.” 
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1'lic whole company, probably in relief to the evident dismay created by 
the allusion to Lord Kilgotf, laughed IfearSy alalhis sally, and none more 
than the good-looking fellow tlic object of it. , 

“But what of Meek, Sir ?—what does he say oi Downie P” 

“ He says vera little about Mister Meek, ava; he only inquires wliat 
changes we have in the poloetical world, and vvhere is that d—d humbug, 
Downie Meek ?” 

Another and a heartier laugh' now ran through the room, in which Mr. 
Downie Meek cast the most imploring looks around him. 

“ Well,” cried he, at last, “that’s not fair; it is really not fair of Gos- 
ford. I appeal to this excellent company if I deserve the title.” 

A chorus of negatives went the round, with most energetic assurances of 
dissenting from the censure of the letter. 

“ Come now, Sir Andrew,” said Meek, who, for once, losing his balance, 
would not even omit him in the number of approving voices—“ come now. 
Sir Andrew, I ask you frankly—am I a humbug ?” 

“ I canna- tell,” said the cautious old General, with a sly shake of tlie 
head ; “ 1 can only say. Sir, be raa saul, ye never humbugged »/» /” 

This time the laugh was sincere, and actually shook the table. Mrs. 
Kennyfeek, who now saw that Sir Andrew, to use the phrase employed by 
Ids acquiuntances, “was up,” determined to withdraw, and made her tele¬ 
graphic signals, which soon vvere answered along the line, save by Lady 
Janet, who stubbondy adhered to her glass of claret, with some faint hope 
that the lagging decanter might ^riviS in her neighbourhood time enough 
for another. , 

Poor Mrs. Kcunyfeek’s devices to catch her eye were all in vain; as well 
might some bore of the “House” hope for the Speaker’s when he was 
fixedly exchanging glances with “ Sir Robert.” She ogled and smiled, but 
to no purpose. 

“ My Loddy—^Leddy Janet,” said Sir Andrew. 

“ I hear you, Sir; 1 heard yqu twice already. If you please, my Lord, 
a very little—Mr. Linton, I beg for the water. I believe. Sir Andrew, you 
have forgotten Mr. Gosford’s kind remembrances to the Dean.” 

“ Faith, and so I did, my Leddy. He asks after ye, Mr. Dean, wi’ 
mucklc kindness and affection, and says ho never had a hearty laugh sync 
the day ye t,ried to,teach Lady Caroline Jcdysird to catch a sheep !” 

The Dcap.ljd^kgj^fe'n, affl^inton asked for the secret. 

“ It was hy bh .A atweeii ycr knees, and so when the Doan 

pit Jumsclf i’ the p^^^fesjtiPrwi’ his legs out, ^d the shepherd drove 
the'floek towards gair ill-luck it was-a ram cam first, and he 

dioisjc^liis Bcvcrcncc up i’^hc air, and then laid him flat on his back. 
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amaist dead. Ech, Sirs! but it was a sair fa’, ao to speak o’ the damage 
done to Ms black breeches!” 

This was too much for Lady Janet’s endurance, and, amid the loud 
laughter of some, and the more difficultly suppressed mirth of others, the 
ladies arose. 

“ Yer na going, leddies 1 I hope that naething I said—Lcddy Kilgoff, 
Leddy Janet, ech. We mun e’en console outscItcs wi’ the claret.” 
This was said sotto, as the door closed and>the party reseated themselves at 
the table. 

" My Jo Janet doet like to bide a wee,” muttered he, half aloud. 

“Jo !” cried the Bean, “is derived from the Italian; it’s a term of en¬ 
dearment in both languages. It’s a corruption of Qioia mia.” 

“ What may that mean ?” 

“ My joy ! my life !” 

“ Eh, that’s it, is it ? Ah, Sir, these derivatives gat mony a twist and 
turn in the way from one land to the tither!” And with this profound bit 
of moralising, he sipped his glass in reverie. 

The conversation now became more general, fewer personalities arose, 
and as the Dean, after a few efforts to correct statements respecting the 
“ pedigrees of race-horses,” “ the odds at harii^,” " the soundings upon 
the coral reefs,” “the best liarpoons for the sulphur-bottomed whales,” 
only made new failures, he sulked and sat* silent, permitting talk to take 
its course uninterrupted. The Hussar Baronet paid marked attention to 
Cashel, and invited him to the mess for the day following. Lord Charles 
overheard the invitation, and said, “ I’ll^n the party while Mr. Meek, 
leaning over the table, in a low whispSroegged Cashel to preserve the 
whole bull adventure a secret, as the press was really a most malevolent 
thing in Ireland! 

During the while the Chief Justice slepf profoundly, only waking as the 
bottle came before him, and then dropping off iigain. The. Attorney-Gene¬ 
ral, an overworked man of business, spOke liktlc and guardedly, so that the 
conversation, principally left to the younger members of the ]iarty, ranged 
over the accustomed topics of hunting, shooting, and d«er-stalkiug', varied 
by allusion, on Cashel’s part, to spqyts of far higher, bccaulfejnorc danger¬ 
ous, excitement. 

In the pleasant flurry of being attcntivelyjjsteucd lo-^a -new sensation 
for Roland—he arose and ascended to already a 

numerous party of refreshers had arrivflKgMra^^^^^is^ discovered 
that he was a person of notoriety; a|I^Ir,||^uwuic 

Meek’s precaution, thih .“Lasso” story 
versions of the incident were repeated on 
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“ JIow did you say lie effected it, Mr. Linton?” said the old deaf Coun¬ 
tess of Jtiiuulruiri, making an ear-trum])ct of her hand. 

“By doing what Mr. Meek won’t do with the Catholics, my Lady, taking 
the bull by the horns.” 

“Don’t you think he found conciliation of service besides?” suggested 
Mr. Meek, with an augelie siniplioily. 

“ Isn’t he hand.somc! how graceful! So like a Corsair—one of Byron’s 
heroes. I’m dying to know him*. Dear me, how those Kennyfeok girls cat 
him up. Olivia never lakes her eyes off hun. He looks so bored, poor 
fellow ! he's longing to be let idone.” Snob were the muftcred comments 
on the new objwd of Dublin curio.siLy, who himself was very far from sus¬ 
pecting l.hui. his personal dislinotion had less share in his pojiukrity than 
Ms rent-roll and his parchments. 

An we are more desirous of recording the im|iression he himself created, 
than of tracing how others appeared to him, we shall make a noiseless turn 
of the salons, and, spy-fashion, listen heliiud the chairs. 

“ So yon don’t think Mm even good-looking. Lady Khgoir ?” said Mr. 
Linton, as he stood Mdf behind her seat. 

“ Certainly not more 1i|Bfeood?looking, and not so much as nice-looking, 
—very awkward, and ill?HRe he seciiis.” 

“That will wear off, when ho has the good taste to give up talking to 
young ladies, and devote Mmself to the iharried ones.” 

“ Enchanting, positively enchanting, my dear,” exclaimed Mrs. Lcioc.sicr 
White 1(1 a youfig friend hesidcj^c. “ That, description of the forest, over 
which the lianas formed iui ajMSTroof, the golden frMt hanging a hundred 
feet above the liead, was llie"twi^_'(iri'ei.m' picttire 1 ever beheld.” 

“ J wish you could persuade him,’’ lisped a young lady with large blue 
eyes, and a profusion of yellow hair iii ringlets, “to write that htlle story 
of the Zamho for .Lady Blumt^v Annual.” 

“1 say, Charlie,” wMspored the Baronet to the Aide-de-camp, “but 
he’s wide-awake that Master.^.Caihcl; he’s a very sbiewd fellow, you’ll 
see.” . -.S." - 


njcail to couch his eyes, Tom ?” said Lord Charles, with Ms 
‘ '' " ’ocs ho soy about the races, will he 


usual alow, laZy intonalitmj. “ wi 
(iomeP” ■' 

“Oh, 

ahoul law ' 

“ I oil w 



mjtfeck has a hold upon Mm just now 


^ear Mr. Kennyfpek,” said Mr. Meek, 
Jit, ‘‘ihat %r^afp positively—so to 
-^,-,_''ntry—the and the Jacobin. 

IliilWBieti, have had theift&v; and the auestion is 
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now between those who hate something to lose, and those who hare ererj- 
tliiug (o gain.” 

“i really could wish that you, who are so far belter qilalilied than I am 
to explain- ” 

“ So 1 will— I intend, my dear Sir. Now, when can you dine with mo ? 
You mast como this week, neit 1 shidJ he obliged to he in lionJon. Shall 
we s.'iy ■Wednesday? Wednesday be it. Above all, take carr, lliat he 
doesn't even meet any of that dangerous faction—those Morgans. They 
are the very pcojile to try a game of asoendancy over a young man of great 
jirosiumi s and large fortune. O’Growl wants a hiW men of slumling to 
give an air of substanoc and rcsiiectahility to the movement. Lord Witberton 
will bo most kind to yoiu’ young friend, but you must ))ress ujioii him the 
necessity of being presented at once—we want to make liuii a i).L., and if 
he enters J’arliament, to give him Die Lieutcuaucy of the Counly.” 

While all these various crilieisms were cireulatiug, and amid an atmo- 
spherts, .-IS if were, hnpregnated by plot.s and sehenies of every kind, Cashel 
stood a t ery amused spectator of a scene wJie.reiii be never knew he was the 
cliief aelor. It. wiaild indeed have seenmd incredible to him (bal be could, 
by any e.liiuige of fortuac, beecuue ^!^MM||^iiterested speculation io 
Lords, Ladies, Members of tlie SbverMm^^Bpi Diguitaries, and others. 
He was unaware that the man of fjuita^^wit?!i hand to offer, a consider¬ 
able share of the influenoe proper alwajni. gives, livings to bestow, and 
money lo lose, may he a very legitimatejpark for the cnterpr'usiug scliemes 
of Mammas and Ministers, suggesting lioBair alike to blaek^oats and black¬ 
legs. 

i’erbap.s, among the pleasant iits of CPMPj which wb enjoy through 
life, there is none sweeter than that impCSRaith we repose in (be cordial 
exiirossieirj mid lialtcring opiuioiis besto^^ upon ms, when sf,aiding in the 
race, i.iy aneiy who merely, in the jockeSKrasc, “ .standing to win’' ujiou 
us, havL their own, and not vi/r interestn^y them in the cncouragciueid. 
they bestow. , 

The discovery of the cheat is soon too prone lo revenge 

our own oVer-eonlidtaice by a general dlgghM'frSh'l which, agji^, expHaewee, 
later on, rallies us. So that a younJraB^'ia^a is from o\ er- 

shuplieily to ovcr-sbrcwduess, and*tSifejigsiijSy^hig|iiMtofint half-faith 
which cilber, according to Ibe (ulrhl'A o< 1 1 '- tmov- 

Icdge of life, or liides a misiakeu to Casbe.l, 

who now stood af a.ttAjf, around wb6Bii^0u||^^P^^pi3b^>f the parly 

fushiujiuble day 

villas, ca.stlc.s,' cutUgi^,?(ht^<'.''4> sbuuun^j|^P 
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Saxon, Norman and Saracenic,—everything that the morbid imagination of 
architecture run mad could devise and amalgamate between the chaste 
elegance of the Greek and the tinkling absurdity of the Cliinesc. 

“ I do so love a cottage omee,” sajd Mrs. While, taking up a very beau¬ 
tiful representation of one, where rose-coloured curtains, and a group on a 
grass-plot, with gay dresses and pwasols, entered into the composite archi¬ 
tecture. “ To my fancy, that would be a very Paradise.” 

“ Oh, Mamma! isn’t that so like dear old Kilgoran!” said a tall, thin 
young lady, banding an Abbey, as large as Westminster, to another in 
widow’s black. 

“Oh, Maria! I wonder at your showing me what must bring up such 
sad memories I” said the Mamma, affectedly, while she pressed her handker¬ 


chief to her eyes. 

“If she means her father’s house,” said Lady Janet to Linton, “it’s 
alrout as like a like as—Lord Kilgotf to the Pamesc Hercules; or his wife 
to auy other lady in the Peerage.” 

“ You remember Kilgoran, my Lord,” said the lady in black to the Chief 


Justice.; “ docs that remindro 
. Very like—very likcySH 
ro^-work grotto in a 
“What’s this?” cricd^|| 
bastions, and gate-towers, an^ 
could make it. > g 

“ As a rcsiddmoc, I think thi 
“ Wliat did yj3u say it wa^M 
"The elevation for theSH 

“ I’m very glad to bear it. ■ 
latterly.” M 

“ Bo yon approve thoM 
who never omitlcd a 
“ It is, Madam—yoi9|||IB 
—*^^7 mu^ .|he sameH fH 


^^^Hiksaid the old Judge, looking at a 

a great Saxon fortress, with 
HHHj^loomy and sombre as ludian-ink 

■ fM too solemn-looking and sad.” 

B” askqd the Judge. 

Ipaol at MaijfB, my Lord,” replied Linton, 

i con sadly crippled for room ibcrc 

dan, my Lord,” said Mrs. White, 

I word could be introduced. 

st,” said the obsequious old Judge 

the Paulcclmicou.” 

iff ?” whispered Linton to one of 

! harp P How that poor woman 

t. 

id L^y'W^, addressing Cashel 
rpat any of these 

pe, b.mi' H 'liA square stone 
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“ Four, or even five stories high,” broke in Linton, gravely. 

“ Four quite enough,” resumed she, “ with a roomy hall, and all the re¬ 
ception rooms leading off it. Let your bedrooms-” 

“ Be numerous enough, at all events,” said Linton again. 

“ Of course; and so arranged that you can devote one storj to families 
exclusively.” 

“ Yes; the gur^om should have their dens as remote as possible from the 
quieter regions.” 

“ Have a mass of small sitting-rooms beside the larger salons. In a 
country-house there’s nothing like letting people form their own litlle 
coteries.” 


“ Wouldn’t you have a theatre ?” asked Mrs. White. 

" There might be, if thb circumstauccs admitted. But with a billiard- 
room and a ball-room— 

“ And a snug epb for smoking,” whispered one of the military. 

“I don’t see any better style of house,” said Linton, gravely, "than 
those great hotels one finds on the lUiine, and in Germany generally; they 


have ample accommodation, and are s^h 
suite of rooms to yourself.” 

“ Mathews used to keep 
approaching the table. "Fve^^^^H 
cither in his own apartment or 
four days, never more.” 

“ That was a great error; exceptW* 
the plan to Mr. Boland Cashel’s jonsideB 

“ I never heard of it before said Qa 
subject.” 

“ A very respectable country gentlema 
had the whim to see his company with! 
heaviest penalty—the fatigue of play* 
friends to come and do what they pl^l 
exactly as they fancied; only never 

“ 1 like his notion prodigiously^ 
to imitate him.” . 

" Nothing easier, Sir,” said my^yj^H 
Minister; the administration is pcrf^^l 

“ Might 1 veutun|^‘Sj^i a ]ibcn|^B 

eyes, and he^l^l^^ J ^^^s^ left the j 


ided tlmt you can have your own 

^^BUon,” said Lord Eil^lf, 
own dinner, and eft it 
Bfwm. You were inviled for 

y 

■articular, I sh|tdd recommend 

Mm “ enl^hteu me on the 

jBir,” said Lord KilgolT, “ who 
^npayuig what he deemed the 
Me therefore invited his 
^^Ut, ftnk, driyc, ride, play— 
^BlHKhcrwisc than as one of 
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into the otlicr room; he himself, although djing to follow her, had no 
alternative but to remain and continue the conversation. 

“ The first point, then,” resumed Linton, “is the house. In wlmt state 
is jour present mansion?” 

“A ruin, I believe,” said Cashel. 

“ How picturesque!” exclaimed Mrs. Leicester Wliite. 

"I fancy not. Madam,” rejoined Cashel. “ I iiiiderslaud it is about the 
least prepossessing bit of stone and mortar the country can exhibit.” 

“No matter, lotus sec it; we’ll improvise something, and get it ready for 
the Christmas holidays,” said Linton. “ Wc iiave—let ns .sec—we have 
about two mouths for our preparation, and. ihevefore, no time to lose. We 
must premi.se to the honourable eoin|)any that our accominodatiou is of the 
simplest; ‘ roughing’ shall be the order of the daj. Ladies arc not to look 
for Lyons silk ottomans in their drcs.sing-rooms, nor shall we promise that 
our conservatory furnish a fresh bouquet for cacli fair guest al breakfast.” 

“Two months are four eeutiiries!” said Mrs. White; “we shall accept 
of no apologies for any sborl-eoniings, after such an age of time to 
jnvpare.” 

“Ton can have yonr llsf^fra^Limfh'ick evei^ day,” said an old blufl- 
looking gentleman in a brot^ wig. 

“ 'riierc’s a capital fellinv,1l»lled Tom Sdk, by the way, somewhere down 
in tliat eouiilry, who n.sed (o paint Our scenes for the Garri.son Tliealricals. 
Could you make, liim on), he’d be s« usefu^” said one of the military. 

“By all .means git up some imrdle-raeing,” erind another. 

Meauw'hile. Ikdand (iaslu.l approaelied Olivia ICeunyfcck, who was affect- 
iug to seek for some ]>ie.ec of mUsie on the piano('oii.e. 

“ B liy do you look so .,ad ?” said he, in a low tone, and seeming to assist 
iier in the search. 

“Do 1?” said she, wilh (ij« ftiost graceful look of .arl.lessnc.ss. “I’m 
Mixo 1 didn’t kuow it.” 


“ There again, what deeji^sTgli ^hat was; come, pray lell me, if 1 dare 
to know, what has grie^lh^®’/'' 

“ Oln nothing, nothing IvhdtcvOr. i^rii sure 1 never felt in better .spirits. 
DeaPme! ■t&.X^'-hel, 4 /Hj there’s that dreadful Lady .Tiuiel 

has sci'M ns Wrag 

‘•'Oh, .'■be ^ s.ivs such horrid, spiteful things. It 

was she Ihat’SftiJStfSf®^ 

“ jjjujl wliidj^^aewP^flil^yryf' fried he, cawrly 

exelain^^ she, cl^ri^ her. foce with her 
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hands. “ Not for the world would I hare said the words. Oli, Mr. Cashel, 
you, who arc so good and so generous, do not ask me more.” 

“ 1 really comprehend nothing of all this,” said Cashel, who now began 
to suspect that she had overheard some speech reflecting upon him, and 
kid, without intending, rcvcaled'it; “ at the same time, I must say, if I had 
the right, I should insist on knowing what you heard.” 

" Perhaps he has the right,” muttered she, half aloud, as if speaking 
unconsciously; “ I believe he has.” 

“ Yes, yes, be assured of it;—wliat were the words?” 

“ Oh, 1 shall die of shame. I’ll never be able to speak to you again; but 
don’t look angry, promise that you’ll forget them, swear you’ll never think 
of my having told them, and I’ll try.” 

“ Yes, anything, everything; let me hear them.” 

“Well,”—here she hung her head till the long ringlets fell straight from 
her fair forehead, and half concealed the blushing check, whicli each mo¬ 
ment grew redder—" i am so lerrilied, hut you’ll forgive it—I know voil 
will—well, she said, lookiug towards yon, ‘1 am not acquainted with 
this young gentleman yet, but if ] should have that honour soon. I’ll take 
the liberty to tell him that the worthy lidher’s /.eal in lii.s service is ill- 
requited by bis stealing the afl'eetions of his' ymaigest daughter.’ ” Scarcely 
were the words idtered, wlicii, as if the slrrndli that sustaim'd her uplo 
lhat moment suildculy failed, she reeled back ^ sank fainting on a sofa. 

Happily for Cashel’s eharaeler |or propricly, a very general rush of ladies, 
old ami yoiuig, 1 o the spot, prevented him taking her in liis arms and CiUTying 
her to the balcony for air; but a universal demand for sal volatile, aromatic 
vinegar, open windows, and all the usual restoratives, concealed bis agita¬ 
tion, which really was extreme. 

“ You are quite well now, dearest,” said her Mamma, bathing her feiuples, 
and so artistically, as to make her pale face seem even more bcautil'ul in the 
slight ii; licveitueni of her liair. “ It was the heat.” 

“ Y(‘h, Mamma,” muttered she, quite low. 

“ Item ! I thought so,” whispered Lady Janet to a neighbour. “ She 
w'as too warm.” 

■■ 1 really wish lhat young Ladies w'ould reserve these secnelafor fitting 
times and places. That open window bus brongjit back my lumbago,” said 
Lord kilgoir. 

“The true tvealmeut for syncope,” broke,in^PJKean,not by .stimu¬ 
lants. Tlu^ want of blood on t.lie brajj, k''proa|®i by mcchauicai causes, 
and you have merely to hold the person,up by the legs-” 

“ Oh, Mr. Dean! Oh, fie!” cried twenty voices together. 
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“The Dean is only exemplifying Iiis etymology on ‘top side t’other way,’ ” 
cried Linton. 

“ Lord Kilgoff’s carriage stops the way,” said a servant. And now, the 
first announcement given, a very general air of leave-taking pervaded the 
company. 

“ Won’t you have some more mufliing?—notliing round your throat ?—a 
little negus, my Lord, before venturing into the night air.”—“ How early!” 
—“How late i”—"What a pleasant evening!”—“What a fine night I”— 
“May I offer you my arm?—^mind that step—^good-by, gOod-by—don’t 
forget to-morrow.”—“Your shawl is blue—that’s Lady Janet’s.”—“Which is 
your liat ?”—“ That’s not mine. Thanks—don’t take so much trouble.”— 
"Not your carriage, it is the next but one—mind the draught.”—AhundreJ 
good nights, and they are gone I So ends a dinner-party, and of all the 
company not a vestige is seen, save the blaze of the low-bunred wax-lights, 
the faded flowers, the deranged furniture, and the jaded looks of those, 
whose faces wreathed in snriles for six mortal hours, seek at last the hard- 
bought and well-earned indulgence of a hearty yawn! 


CHAPTER XIU. 

He was, the world said, a jovial follow. 

Who ne’er was known at Fortune to repine j 
Increasing years had rendered him more mellow, 

And a,;e improved him—as it did his wine. 

SiK Gavin Gwvnhe. 

The Shannon, after expanding into tliat noble sheet of water called 
Lough Derg, suddenly turns to the southward, and enters the valley of 
Killaloc, one of the most beautiful tracts of country which Ireland, so rich 
in river scenery, can boast. The transition from tlie wide lake with its 
sombre background of grey mountain and rocky islands, bleak and bare, to 
the cultiviSfed aspeet of this favoured spot, is like that experienced in pass¬ 
ing from beneath the gloom of lowering thunder-clouds into light and 
joyous sunshine. Rich ip^ng woods of every tint and hue of foliage, with 
here and there sqpie spre^Bg lawns of deepest green, clothe the mountains 
on either side, while in Ifeght eddies the rapid river glides in between, 
circling and ^ding as in playful wantonness, till on the far distance it is 
seen passingjjwieath the ancient bridge of Killaloe, whose cathedral towers 
*stand out against the sky. 
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On first emerging from the Lake, the rire# takes an abrupt bend, round a 
rockj- points aud then sweeping baek again, in a bold curve, forms a little 
bay of deep and tranquil water, descending towards which the rich meadows 
arc seen, dotted with groups of ancient forest trees, and backed by a dense 
skirting of timber. At one spot, where the steep declivity of the ground 
scarce affords footing for the tall ash-trees, stands a little cottage, at the 
extremity of which is an old square tower; this is Tubber-beg. 

As you sail down the river you catch but one fleeting glance at the cot¬ 
tage, and when you look again it is gone! The projecting headlands, with 
the tall trees, have hidden it, aud you almost fancy that you had not seen it. 
If you enter the little bay, however, and leaving the strong current, run 
into the deep water under shore, you arrive at a spot which your memory 
will retain for many a day .after. 

In front of the cottage, and descending by a series of terraces, to which 
art has but little contributed, arc a number of flower-plots, whoso delicions 
odours float over the stdl water, while in every gorgeous hue arc seen tlie 
camelia, the oleander, and the cactus, with the tulip, the ranunculus, and the 
carnation; all flourishing in a luxuriance, wliich care, aud the favoured aspect 
of this sheltered nook, comhhie to effect. Behind and around, on cither 
side, the dark-leaved holly, the laurustinus, and the arbutus, arc seen in all 
the pn-ofusion of leaf and blossom a mild, moist air secures, and forming a 
framework, in which stands the cottage itself, its deep thatched cave, and 
porch of rustie-work trcllised aud festooned with creeping plants, almost 
blending its colour with the surrounding foliage. Through the open 
windows a peep within displays the handsomely disposed rooms, abounding in 
all the evidences of cultivated taste and refinement. Books, in several of 
the modern languages, arc scattered on the table, music, drawings of the 
.wirroundiug^sccucry, in water-colour or jicncil, all that can betoken miud.s 
carefully trained and exercised, and by their very diversity showing in what 
a world of self-stored resources their possessors must live; the easel, the em¬ 
broidery-frame, the chess-board, the half-finished manuscript, the ncwly- 
copied music, the very sprig of feru wliioh marks the page iu the lilllc 
volume on Botany, slight things in themselves, but revealing so much of 
daily life 1 

If the cottage be an almost ideal representation of rustic elegance Jiud 
simplicity, its situation is still more remarkable for beauty, for wliilc Art 
has developed all the resources of the ground. Nature, iu her own bound¬ 
less profusion, has assembled here almost every ingffidient of the pieluresqiic, 
and as if to impart a sense of life and motion to the stilly calm, a tumbling 
sheet of water gushes down between the rocks, and in bounding leaps 
descends towm’ds the Shannon, of which it is a tributary. 

VOL. J. I 
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A narrow path, defended by a little railing oT rustic-work, separates the end 
of the cottage from the deep gorge of the waterfall, hut through the open 
window the eye can peer down into the boding abyss of spray and foam 
beneath, and catch a glimpse of the bridge, wiiich, formed of a fallen ash¬ 
free, spans the torrent. 

lhaversed in every direction by ])atlis, some galleried along the face, 
others cj^t in the subsUinee of the rock, you e.an pass hours in raiiihliiig 
among these wild and leafy .soliind(.‘s, now, lost in shade, now, cniei'giug 
again, to see the gnat river gliding along, the white sails dotting its calm 
surface. 

'Well did Mr. Keimyfcek observe to Itoland Cashel, that it was the 
mo.st. Ixautifui feature of his whole demesne, and that its possession by 
another not only cut him oil' from the Shannon in its handsomest part, hut 
actually deprived the place of all pretension to extent and grandeur. The 
spi’ciidiiig woods of 'J'liiibcnnore were, as it scenicnl, the background to the 
colt age scene, and possessed no character to show that they were the 
propci-ty (jf the. greater projiriclor. 

'J In; house itself wa.s not likely to vijidicu1.c the claim the locality denied. 
It was built with a total disregai'd to aspect or architecture. It was a 
large fonr-storied edilicc, to wLicli, by way of tiiklug oil from tlu! unpie- 
tnresfiuc height, two wings liad been planned; one of these only was 
tiinslicd, tin; other, lialf.built, had been suil'ered lo fall into ruin. At 
the back, a higi) brick wall enclosed a space intended for a garden, but 
never put into cultivation, and now a mere nursery of fall docks and 
thi.slle,s, whose, gigaulics size almosi overtopped the wall. All liio dirt and 
slovenliness of a cottier habiuuit—for the house was occupied by what is 
misnamed “ a oare-tafcer,” were .seen on every hand. One, of the great 
rooms held the family ; ifs fellow, on the oiipositc side of the hall, coii(,aij:ed 
acew and two pigs; cabbage-stalks and iialf-roi.iing jiotatu-tops steamed 
their pesi.ileiitiai va]) 0 urs beimalli the windows; while half-naked cliildrcu 
added llie discord, the only lliing wanting to complete the sum of miserable, 
squalid discomfort, so sadly' general aiimug tlie peasantry. 

Jf one iie(;d(nl an illustration of theuvils of absenteeism, abetter could 
not be iound than in the roinous, dam]), discoloured building, with its fulbng 
roof and broken windows. The wide and spreading law-n, thick grown with 
thistles; the trees hrpkcn or barked by cattle; the gates that hung by a 
siugl(‘ liiuge, or were bfbkeu up piecemeal for firing, all evidenced the sad 
stale of neglectful indifference by which property is wrecked and a country 
ruined! Nor was the figure then seated on the broken door-step an unfit¬ 
ting accan^animent to such a scene;—a man somewhat past the middle 
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period of life, -whose ragged, tattered dress bespoke great po\’erty, his worn 
hat drawn down over his eyes so as partly to conceal a countonance by no 
means prepossessing; beside him lay a long, old-fashioned musket, the 
slock mended by some rude country hand. This wa.s Tom Keane, the 
“ care-taker,” who, in all the indolent enjoyment of office, sat smoking his 
“ dudeen,” and calmly surt'cying the process by which a young hcil’er was 
cropping the yearling shoots of an a.sh-trc(^ , 

Twice was his name called l)y a woman’s voice from within tlie house, 
before he look any notice of it. 

“Arrali, Tom, are ye a-sleep?" said she, coming to the door, and show¬ 
ing a figure whose wi-etclieduess was even grealer than his own; while a 
certain delicacy of foivture, an expression of a mild and pleasing charaefer, 
still lingered on a face where want and ])rivafiou had set many a mark. 
“Tom, alanali 1” said she,in a lone of coaxing softness, “saro it’s lime to 
go down to the post-office. Ye know how anxious the ould man is for a 
ietter.” 

“Ay, and he has raysoii, too,” s.aid Tom, withoni siirriug. 

“And Mi.ss Mary .lier-self was up here ye.stcrday evening to hid yon go 
early, !md, if there was a letter, to bring it in all haste.'’ 

“And what for need 1 make haste ?” said the m;m, sulkily. “Is it any 
niatihcr to me; whether he gets one or no. YVill J be richer or poorer? 
Poorer!” added he, with a savage laugh; “bo gorra! that wud be bard, 
anyhow. That’s a comfort, old Corrigan hasn’t. If they turn him out of 
the place, I hen he’ll know what it is to be ])Oor!” 

“'Oh, Tom, aenslila! don’t say that, and he so good to us, and the young 
lady that, was so kin# when tlu! chiklcr had the ijiea.sles, cornin’ twice—no, 
hut three, limes a day, with everything she could think of.” 

“ Wasn’t, p'lcasc herself? "Who axed hei-’?” said Toni, savagely. 

“Oh dea -! oh deiu'!” sighcd the woman. “Them’s the hard words— 
‘to jih-ase herself I’ ” 

“Ay, just so! 'When ye knowrthem people ns well as me, you’ll say 
the same. Tliat’s what t.hey like—to make themselves great, among the poor; 
giving a li'ifle here, and a penny there; making gruel for this one, .and 
tay for llial.; marohin’ in as if they owned the house, and turning up 
their nose.s at everything (.hey sec. ‘ Why don’t yon sweep hefoic f he 
door. Nancy ’r’—‘ Has tlie pig any right to be eating there out of ihe IJsh 
with the chillier?’—‘ Ye ought to send l.hat child to school’—and, ■' What’s 
your hushaud doing?’—that’s the cry with them. ‘ What's your husband 
doing ?—Is he getting the wheat in, or is he at the potatoes r’ I'ear and 
ages !” cried he, with a wild energy, “ what docs aflv one of themselves do 
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from morning till night, that thej’re to come spjin’ after a poor man, to ax 
‘Is he workin’ like a naygur?’ But, we’il teach them something yet—a 
lesson they’re long wanting. Listen to this.” 

He took, as he spoke, a soiled and ragged newspaper from his pocket, and 
after seeking some minutes for the place, he read, in a broken voice : 

“ ‘The days to come’—ay, here it is—‘ The days to come.—Let the poor 
man remember that there is a future before him, that, if he have but cou¬ 
rage and boldness, will pay for the past. Turn about’s fair ])lay, my Lords 
and Gentlemen! You’ve had the pack in your own bauds long enough, and 
dealt yourselves all the trumps. Now, give us the cards for a uliile. You 
say our fingers are dirty; so they are, with work and toil, black and dirty ! 
but not as black as your own hearts. Hurrah ! for a new deal on a bran- 
new table; Ireland the stakes, and the pLiyers her own stout sons!’ 
Them’s fine sintiments,” said he, putting up the paper.—“ Fine siuliments 1 
and the sooner we thry them the better-. That’s the real song,” said he, 
reciting with energy— 

“ OU! the days to come, the days to come, 

When Erin shall have her own, hoys! 

When well pay the debts our fathers owed, 

And reap what they' have sown, boys!” 

He sprang to his feel as he concluded, .shouldering his muskcl, strode 
out, as if in a marching stop, and repeating to huusclf, as he went, the last 
line of the song. About half an hour’s brisk walking brought him to a low 
wicket, which opened on the high road, a little distance from which stood 
the small village of Derrajiceny, the post-town of the#ieighbourhood. The 
little crowd which usually assembled at the passing of the coach bad already 
dispersed, when Tom Keane presented himself at the windot^ and asked, in 
a tone of voice subdued almost to softness— 

‘‘ Have you anything for Mr. Corrigan this morning, Ma’am ?” 

“ Yes; there arc two letters and a newspaper,” replied a sharp voice 
from within. ‘‘ Onc-and-fourpcnce to pay.” 

“ She didn’t give me any money. Ma’am, but Miss Mary said-” 

“You can take them,” interrupted the post mistress, liastily handing 
them out, and slamming the little window to at the same instant. 

“ Tliere’s more of it!” muttered Tom; “ and if it was for me the letters 
was, I might sell my cow before I’d get trust for tlic price of them!” And 
with this reflection he plodded moodily homeward. Scarcely, however, had 
he entered the thick plantation, than he seated himself beneath a tree, and 
proceeded to take a caaeful and strict scrutiny of tlie two letters; care&illy 
spelling over each address, and poising them in his liands, as if the weight 
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could assist his guesses as to the ooirtents. “ That’s Mr. Kennyfeck’s big 
seal I know it well,” said he, gazing on the pretentions coat ot arms 
which emblazoned the attorney’s letter. “ I can make nothing of the other 
at all. ‘ Cornelius Corrigan, Esq., Tubber-bcg, Derrahceny’—sorra more!” 
It was in Tain that he held it open, lozenge fashion, to peep within—but 
one page only was written, and he could not see that. Keunyfeck’s letter 
was enclosed in an envelope, so that here, too, he was balked, and at last 
was fain to slip the newspaper from its cover—a last resource to learn 
something under-hand! The newspaper did not contain anything peculiarly 
interesting, save in a single paragraph, which announced the intention of 
Roland Cashel, Esq., of Tubbermore Cast le, to contest the County at the 
approaching General Election. “We arc informed,” said the writer, “on 
competent authority, that tliis gentleman intends to make the ancestral seat 
his chief residence in future; and that already preparations are making to 
render this princely mansion in every respect worthy of the vast fortune of 
its proprietor.” 

“Faith, and the ‘princely mansion’ requires a thing or two to make it 
all perfect,” .said Tom, with a sardonic laugh, while in a lower tone he 
muttered—“ mayhc, for all the time he’ll stay there, it’s not worth his 
while to spend the money on it.” Having re-read the paragraph, he care¬ 
fully replaced the paper in its cover and continued his way, not, however, 
towards his own home, but entering a little woodland path tliat led direct 
towards the Shannon. After passing a short distance he came to a little 
low edge of beech and birch, thrm^h which a neat rustic gale led and 
opened u])on a doscly-shaven lawn. The neatly-gravelled walk, the flower¬ 
beds, the delicious perfume that was diffused on every side, the occasional 
peeps at the eddying river, and the cottage itself, seen at intervals between 
the evergreens tlrnt studded the lawn, were wide contrasts to the rubious 
desolation ef the Great House,” and as if unwilling to feel their influence, 
Tom pulled his hat deeper over his brows, and never looked at either side 
as he advanced. The part of the cottage towards which he was approach¬ 
ing contained a long verandah, supported by pillars of rustic-work, within 
which, opening by three large windows, was the principal drawing-room. 
Here, now, at a small writing-table, sat a young girl, whose white dres.s 
admirably set off the graceful outline of her figure, seen within the half- 
darkened room: her features were pale, but beautiThlly regular, and tiic 
masses of her hair, black as night, which she wore twisted on the hack of 
the head, like a cameo, gave a character of classic elegance and simplicity to 
the whole. 

Without, aud under the verandah, an old man, tall, and sliglitly bowed 
in the shoulders, walked slowly up aud down. It needed not the careful 



118 


KOLAND CASHEL. 


nicely of his long queue, the spotless whitcuoss of his cambric shirt and 
vest, nor the perfection of his nicclj-fitling nankeen pantaloons, to be¬ 
speak him a gentleman of the past day. There was a certain suave gentle¬ 
ness in his bland look, an air of easy courtesy in his every motion, a kind 
of well-bred mannerism in the very carriage of his gold-headed canc, that 
told of a time when the graces of deportment were a study, and when our 
modern careless freedom had been deemed the very acme of rudeness. He 
was dictating, as was his wont eacii morning, some reiuinisccnce of his early 
life, when he had served in the Itody-Guard of Louis XVI., and where he 
had borne his part in the stormy scenes of that eventful era. The memory 
of tliat most benevolent luonareh, the fascinations of that Queen whom to 
serve was to idolise, had sufficed to soften the liardships of a life, which 
from year to year pressed more heavily, and were at last, after many a 
struggle, impressing their linc,s upon* a brow where age :doue had never 
written grief. 

On the morning in question, instead of rapidly pouring forth his recol¬ 
lections, which usually came in groups, pressing one upon the other, he he¬ 
sitated often, sometimes forgetting “ whore ho was,” in his narrative, and 
more than once ceasing to speak altogether; he walked in reverie, and 
seeming deeply preoccni)ied. 

His granddaughter had notic(‘d this change, but cautlonsly abstaining 
from auytiiing that might bciray htn consciousness, .she sat, pen in hand, 
waiting, iier lustrous eyes watching ciieh gesture with an intensify of interest 
that amounted to actual sufferiug. 

“ 1 fear, Mary,” said he, with an effort to smile, “ we must give it up for 
to-day. Tile present is too strong for the past, just as sorrow is always an 
overmatch for joy. Watching for tlie post has routed all my thought s, and 
I can think of nothing but what tidings may reacli me from Dublin.” 

“ You have no fears. Sir,” saiil she, rising aud drawing .her arm within 
his, “ that your application could be rejected; you ask nothing unusual 
or unreasonable—a brief renewal of a lease where you have expended a 
fortune.” 

“ True, true, dear child. Let us, however, not look on the case with 
our eyes alone, but sec it as others may. But here comes Tom.—Well, 
what news, Tom; ate there letters ?” 

“ Yes, Sir, here’s two; there’s onc-and-fouri)ence to he paid.” 

“ Let me sec them,” cried the old man, impatiently, as he suatclied tlmm, 
and hastily re-entered the house, 

“ Is Cathleou better to-day ?” said the young lady, addressing the 
peasant. 

“Yes, Miss, glory bo to God, she’s betther. Thanks to yourself and 
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Him. Oil, then, it’s of yer boautifnl face she does he dramin’ every night. 
Says she, ‘ It’s Miss Mary, I think, is singing to me, when 1 hear the birds 
in my sleeji.’ ” 

“ rooi: child, give her this litllc hook for me, and say I’ll eomo up and 
see her this evening, if I eah. Mrs. Moore will .send her the broth; I hope 
she’ll .soon bo able to eat something. Good-by, Tom.” 

A deep-drawn heavy sigh from within the cottage here made her abniptly 
conclude the interview and hasten in. The door of her gi'undfathcr's little 
dressing-room was, however, locked, and after a noiseless effort to turn the 
handle, she, withdrew to the drawing-room, to wait in deep anxiety fur his 
coming. 

'riie, old man sat with his head supported on both hands, gazing stead¬ 
fastly :it two open letters, which lay on the table before him; had they con¬ 
tained a sentence of death his aspest could scaree have been more sad and 
sorrow-struck! One was from Mr. Kcnnyfeek, and ran thus : 

“ Dear Mr. Corrigan, 

“ I have bad a brief conversation with Mr. Rohunl Cashel on the sub- 
joet of yoiu" I'cnewal, and 1 am grieved to say that he does not seem dis¬ 
posed to accede to your wishes. Entertaining, as he docs, the intention to 
make Tubbermorc his chief residence in Ireland, his desire is, 1 believe, to 
connect the farm in your bolding with the, demesne. Tliis will at once ex- 
jiluin Unit it is not a question of demanding a higher rent from yon, but 
simply of carrying out a plan for the cidargement and improvement of the 
grounds pertaining to the ‘Hall.’ 

“The, matter is, however, by no means decided upon; nor will it be, in 
all probability, before you have an opportunity of meeting Mr. Cashel per¬ 
sonal iy. His present intention is to visit your neigblxiurhood next week. 

“ I am, dour Sir, truly yonrs, 

“M. Kenntheck. 

“ Cornelius Corrigan, Esq., Tulibor-lieg Cottage.” 

The second letter was as follows: 

“Simpkins and Green have the honour to forward for acoepfaneo the en¬ 
closed bill for two hundred and seventeen pounds, at three months, Mr. 
Heneagp Leicester, of New Orleans, on Mr. Coirigan. 

“They arc authori.scd also to stale that Mr. Lcicestei’.s .-iffiivs liave 
suffered considerably from the consequence of the commercial distress at 
N. 0., and his personal property has been totally lost by tlic eailhquakc 
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wliicli look place on the 11th and 12th wltinio. He therefore trusts to Mr. 

C-'s efforts to contribute to liis aid by a greater exertion than usual, 

and will draw upon hun for two suras of one hundred, at dates of six and 
nine montlis, which he hopes may suit his convenience, and be duly ho¬ 
noured. Mr. Leicester continues to hope that he may be able to visit 
Europe in the spring, where his great anxiety to see his daughter will call 
him.” 

“ The ruin is now complete,” said the old man. “ I have struggled for 
years with poverty and privation to ward off this hour—but, like destiny, 
it will not be averted! Despoiled of fortune — turned from the home 
where I have lived from my childhood—bereft of tJl! I could bear up still 
if she were but left to me—but now, he threatens to take Iwr, my child, ray 
hope, my life! And the world will stand by him, and say, ‘He is her 
father!’ He, that broke the mother's heart—my owji darling girl!—and 
now comes to rob me—a poor helpless old man, of all my companioushi]. 
and my pride. Alas, alas! the pride, perhaps, deserves the eliastisemenf. 
J’oor Mary—how will she ever learn to look on him with a daughter’s 
affection ?—What a life will hors be! And this deception—how will it, 
how ran it ever be explained ? 1 have always said that he was dead.” 

Such, in broken balf-seutcncc.s, were the words he spoke, while thick- 
comiug sobs almost choked his nUcrauce. 

“ This cannot be helped,” said he, taking up the pen and writing his 
name aero.ss the hill. “ So much I can meet, by selling our little furniture 
here; we shall need it no more, for we have no longer a home. Where to, 
then ?” 

He shook his hands in mournful despair, and walked towards the, window. 
Mary was standing outside, in the little tlowcr-garden, assisting t he old 
gardener to fasten some stray tendrils of a Japonica between two trees. 

must try and shelter this wuidow, Ned,” siud she, ‘‘from tlJe 
morning sun. It comes in too strongly here in Papa’s library. By next 
summer, 1 hope to see a thick trellis of leaves across the whole casement.” 

“ By next summer,” repealed the old man, from within, with a trciubh'ng 
voice; “ and who will be here to see it ?” 

‘‘ This little hedge, too, must be overgrown with that creeping plant we 
got from America, the white Liana. I want the beech to be completely hid 
beneath the blossoms, and they come out in May.” 

“ In May!” said the poor old man, with an accent of inexpressible sad¬ 
ness, as though the very promise of spring had unfolded a deep vista of 
years of suffering. “But why care for the home, if she, who made its sun¬ 
shine, is taken from me What matters it where I linger on, or how, the 
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laat few hours of a life, bereft of its only enjoyment ?—she, that in my old 
age, renewed all the memories of my early and my happy days.” 

lie sat down and covered his face with his hands; and when he withdrew 
them, the whole charaoter and expression of the countenance had changed; 
a dull, meaningless look Imd replaced the mild and cheerful beam of his soft 
blue eyes; the checks were flattened, and the mouth, so ready with its 
gentle .smile, now remained partly open, and slightly drawn to one nidc. He 
made an effort to speak, but a thickened guttural utterance rendered llic 
words scarcely intelligible. He approached the window and beckoned with his 
lumd. The next instant, pale with terror, but still composed and seeming 
calm, Mary was beside him. 

“ You arc not well, dear Papa,” she said, with a great effort to appear at 
ease. “ You must lie dovra—here will do—on this sofa; I’ll close the cur¬ 
tain, and send over for Ticniay; he said he should bo back from Limerick 
this morning.” 

A gentle pressure of her hand to iris lips, and a faint smile, seemed to 
assent. 

She opened the window, and whispered a few words to the gardener, and 
Ihcn clo.sing it, noiselessly, drew Ihc curtain, and sat down on a low stool 
beside the sofa where he lay. 

So still and motionless did he remain, that she thought he slept; indeed, 
the long-drawn breathing, and tfm repose of his attitude, betokened sleep. 

Mary did not v(mtnre to move, b>it sat, one hand clasped in his, the other 
re.sling on his forehead, still and silent. 

The darkened room, the mibrokcn silence, the figure of him in whom was 
ceutred her every thought and hope, lying sick Ijeforc her, sank with a 
drearv weight upon her heart; and in the gloom of her sorrow dark fore¬ 
boding of future evil arose, vague terrors of tiials, new ami bard to bear! 
Thai strange jwescience, which never is wanting in great alllictions, imd 
seems itself a Heaven-sent warning to ))ropare for the coming hlow, revealed 
a time of sore trouble and calamiiy before her. “Let him be but spared 
to me,” she cried, in her heart-uttered prayer, “ ajid let me be so fa.sbioned 
in spirit and temper that I may minister to him through every hour— 
cheering, consoling, and encouraging. Giving of my youth its gifl. of hope¬ 
fulness and trust, and borrowing of hln ago its serenity and resignation. 
But oh, thut I may not be left solitary and alone, unfriended and unsup¬ 
ported !” A gush of tears, tbo lirst she shed, here burst forth, and, in the 
transport of her grief, brought calm to her mind once more. 

A low tap at the window, and a voice in whisper aroused her. “ It is 
the doelor, Miss—Dr. Ticrnay,” said the gardener. 

A motion to admit him .vas all her reply, and with noiseless step the 
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pbysican entered and approaolied the sofa. lie felt the pulse, and listened 
to the respiration of the sick jnan, and tiien, withdrawing tJic curtain 
so as to let the light fall upon bis features, steadily contemplated their 
expression. As he looked, his own cou uienance grew graver and sadder; and 
it was with an air of deep solemnity that he took Mary’s hand, and led her 
from the room. 

With a 'vyeight like lead upon her heart Mary moved away. “ When did 
it happen?” wluspered lie, when he had closed the door behind them. 

“ Hajipcn!” gasped she, in agony; “ wli.at do you mean ?” 

“I mount when—tliis—occurred,” replied he, faltering; “was ho in his 
usual health tliis morning?” 

“Yes, fierfectly—a little less composed—anxious about lus letters— 
nneasy at the delay—but no more.” 

“ You do not know if he received any unpleasant tidings, or heard any¬ 
thing to distress him ?” • 

“ He niay have done so,” answered she, sadly, “ for he locked his door 
and read over hhs letters by himself. When I saw' him next, he was stand¬ 
ing at the window, and beckoning to me.” 

A gentle tap at the door here interrupted the colloquy, and (lie old 
housekeciicr whispered, “The master. Miss, wants to sjiako w'ilh llie. 
doctor; he’s better now.” 

■ “ Oh, let me see him,” cried Mary, springing towards the door. But 
Dr. Ticrnay interposed gently, and said, “ No, this might prove dan¬ 
gerous; remain here till 1 have seen and spoken with him.” Mary 
assented by a gesture, mid sat down without speaking. 

“Sit down, Ticrnay,” .said llie sick man, as the doctor came to his bed¬ 
side—“ sit down, and let nu speak while 1 liavc strength. Everything is 
against ns, Tieruay. Wo arc not to get the renewal: this young Mr. 
Cashel wants the cottage.—wc must turn out. i’ll have lo do so, even 
before the gale-day; hut what matter about me! Il’s that jioor child I’m 

Ihiuking of-” Here, ho stopped, and was some miuuics before he could 

Vesume. “There—read that; that wiU tell yon all.” 

Ticrnay look the, crumpled letter, wliich the old man had all this while 
held lirmlj in his closed grasp, a^d read it. ■" 

“Well, that’s had news, isn’t it?” said Corrigan; “not the hill—1 don’t 
mean that; hut he’a coming back; do you see the threat ?—^he’s couiiiig 
back again.” 

“How can be?” sjud the Doctor. “The man ebnunitted a forgery; 
how will lie dare to return here and place lus neck in a halter?” 

“ You forget whose evidence alone can convict him—mine; the name he 
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for^d was mine, the snra he took was mine—nearly all I had in the 
world—but he has nothing to fear from me, whatever I may hare to dread 
from Aim.” 

“ How can he have any terror for you ?” 

“ He can take. Aer away; not from me, for she’ll soon be sejiaratcd by a 
stronger hand than his, but 1 can’t bear to think tliat she’ll be in his 
power. Ticrnay, this is what is cutting into my heart now as 1 lie here, 
and leaves me no rest to think of the brief minutes before me. Tell me, 
is there no way to avoid this P Think of something, my old friraid—take 
this weight off my dying heart, and my last breath will bless you.” 

“ Are tliere any relations, or friends ?" 

“None, not one; I’m the last of the tree—the one old rolton branch 
left. I was thinking of a nunneiy, Tiemay, one of those convents in 
France or the Low Countries; b\il even there, if he found her out, he 
could legally demand her to he restored to him; and ho would liud her, 
ay, that he would! There never was a thing yet that man coiddn’l: do whem 
he set his herart on it.; and, the more the ob.stacles, the greater his wish. 
I heard him say it with his owu lips, that he never had any fancy for my 
poor laiey, till he overheard her one. day saying, that ‘ she never hated any 
one till she know him.’ From that, hour, he .swore to himself she should be 
his w'ife,! Tleaveu knows if the hate was not bettor bestowed than the 
love; a.nd yet, she did love him to the last, ay, (wen alter cruelty aud deser¬ 
tion—ay, aflor his Rupiiosed death ; when she heard that he married another, 
and wns b'ving in splendour at Cadiz, ay, Tiemay! after all tliat, she told 
me, on her dcath-b(!d, .she loved him still!” 

“T think the nunnery is the best resource,” said the Doctor, recalling 
the sick m.an from a theme where Lis emotions wore sdready loo power- 
fidly excited. 

*‘.T believe it is,” said the old man, with more, of energy than before: 
“and I feel ahnost as if Providence wmdd give me strength and liealth, to 
take Iter then: myself, and see her safe before I die. Feel that pulse now— 
isn’t it stronger?” 

“ You art! better, mnch|)ctter already,” said the Doctor; “ aud now, keep 
quiet and composed. Don’t spetik—if it*was possible. I’d s.ay don’t think— 
for a few hours. The worst is nigh over.” 

" I thought so, Tiemay. I felt it was what old Joe Henchy used to call 
‘ a ruu-away knock.’ ” And, with a fidnt smile, the old man pressed his 
hand, and said, “ Good-by.” 

Scarcely, however, had the Doctor reached the door, when he called him 
back. 



m 


BOLAND CASHEL. 


“ Ticrnay,” said he, “ it’s of no use telling me to lie still, and keep 
quiet, and the rest of it. I continue, asleep or awake, to think over 
what’s coming. There is but one way to give me peace—give me some 
hope. I’ll tell you now how that is to be done; but, first of all, can you 
sj)are three days from home P” 

“To be sure I can; a week, if it would serve you. Where am I to 
ffo?” 

“ To Dublin! Tiernay. You’ll liave to go up there, and see this yoimg 
man, Cashel, yourself, and speak to him for me. Tell liim nothing of our 
present distress or poverty, but just let him see who it is that he is 
turning out, of the lands where their fathers lived for hundreds of years. 
TeU him, that the Corrigans is the oldest stock in the whole country; that 
the time was, from the old square tower on Qarraguin, you couldn’t see a 
spot of ground that wasn’t our own! TeU him”—and, as he spoke, hh 
flashing eye and heightened colour showed how the theme agitated and 
cseited him—“ teU him, that if he turns us from hearth and home, it is not 

as if it was like some poor cotter-” lie paused, his lips trembled, and 

the big tears burst from his eyes and roUed heavily down his face. “ Oh! 
God forgive me for saying the words!” cried he, in an accent of deep agony. 
“ Wdiy wouldn’t the humblest peasant that ever crouched to his meal of 
potatoes, beside the little turf Are of his cabin, love his home as wcU as 
the best blood in the land P No, no. Mat, its little kiuducss we’d deserve 
on such a plea as that.” 

“ There, there, don’t agitate yoiu'self. 1 know wliat you mean, luid 
what you’d like me to say.” 

“ You do not,” rejoined the old man, querulously, “ for I haven’t said it 
yet. Nor I can’t tliink of it now. Ah, Mat”—here his voice softened 
once more into its habitual key—“ that was a cmel thought of me, a while 
ago; and faith, Mr. Cashel might well suspect, if he heard it, that I wasn’t 
one of the old good blood of the Corrigans, that could talk that way of the 
poor; hut so it is. There isn’t a had trait in a man’s heart that is not the 
twin-brother of his selfishness. And now I’ll say no more; do the best 
you can for us, that’s all. I was going to bid you tcU him that we have an 
old claim on the whole estate, that some of the lawyers say is good—that 
the Crown have taken off the confiscation in the time of my great father, 
Phil Corrigan—hut sure he wouldn’t mind that; besides, that’s not the way 
to ask a favour.” 

“ You mustn’t go on talking this way; sec how hot your hand is.” 

“ 'Well, maybe it will be cold ouougli soon! There is another thing, 
Mat. You must call on Murphy, with the bill of sale of the furniture and 
the books, and get money to meet these bills. There they arc; I endorsed 
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them this morning. Tell Green it’s no use sending mo the other bills; 
I’ll not have means to take them np, and it -would be only disgracing my 
name for nothing to write it on them. I’ll be longing to see you back 
again. Mat, and hear your tidings; so God bless you, and send you safe 
home to us.” 

“I’ll set off to-night,” said the Doctor, rising and shaking his hand; 
“your attack is passed over, and there’s no more danger, if you’ll keep 
fluiet.” 

“ There’s another thing, Mat,” said the sick man, smiling faintly, and 
with a .strange meaning. “ Call at 28, Drogliedarstroftt, and a.sk the jieople 
to show you the room Con Corrigan fought the duel iu with Colonel 
Battley. It -nus only twelve feet long and ten wide, a little place off the 
drawing-room, and the Colonel wouldn’t even consent that w'c should 
stand in the comers. Look aud sec if the bullet is in the wall still. The 
old Marquis used to have it fnssh painted red every yew, on the anniver¬ 
sary of the day. Oh dear, oh dear, but they were the strange times, then! 
ay, and pleasant times too.” And with such reflections on the past, ho fell 
off into a dreamy half-coasciousness, during which Ticmay stole from the 
room, and left him alone. 

Faint and trembling with agitation, Mary Leicester was standing all this 
while at the door of the sick ehambci'. “ Did I hear aright. Doctor ?” said 
she; “was that his voice that sounded so cheerfully ?” 

“ Yes, my dear Miss Mary, the peril is by, but be cautious. Let him not 
spcfJi; so much, even with you. This is a sweet, quiet spot. Heaven grant 
be may long enjoy it.” 

Mary’s lips muttered some words inaudibly, and they parted. She sat 
down alone, iu the little porch under the cave; the day was a delicious one 
in autumn, calm, mellow, and peaceful; a breeze, too faint to rijqilc the 
rivt.'-, siirred the flowers, and shook forth their odour. The cottage, the 
leafy shade, through which the tempered sunlight fell iu fanciful shapes 
upon the gravel—the many-coloured blossoms of the rich garden—the 
clear and tranquil river—-Ihc hum of the distant waterfall—they were all 
such sights and sounds as breathe of home and home’s happiness, aud so 
had she felt them to be till an unknown fear found entrance into her tie.irt, 
.and spread its darkness there. Wliat a terrible sensation comes with a 
lirst sorrow! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

With fame and fortune on the cast, 

He never rose a winner; 

And learned tu know himself at last, 

“ A miserable sinner.” 

Beu.. 

It was about ten days or a Ibrlnight after the great Kennyfcek dinner, 
when all the gossip about its jirclcnsion, dnlness, and bad taste bad died 
away, and the worthy guests so bored by t he fesi.ivity begau to wonder 
“when tlicy would give another,” that a gentleman sat at breakfast in one 
of those large,, dingy-looking, low-coilinged apartments winch arc the choice 
abodes of the Viec-Regal staff iu tlie Castle of Dnblui. The tawdry and 
time-discoloured gildings, the worn and faded silk hangings, the jrortraits of 
bygone, state-councillors and coinmandcrs-iri-chief, grievously riddled by 
rapier-points and pistol-shots, were not witliout wi emblcmalic meaning of 
the past glorks of that scat of Gfovernment, now so .sadly falleu from its once 
high and palmy state. 

Allbouglii still a young man, the priacul oeeiipant of the cliauibcr ap¬ 
peared middle-aged, so mnoh had dissipation and excess done tlie-work of 
time oil liis constitution. A jaded, we.aricd look, a sleepy, iudolent expres¬ 
sion of the eye, certain hard lines about, t he angles of the mouth, betokened 
one who played a high game with lile, and rarely arose a winner. Although 
his whole appearance bespoke birth and blood rather than intellect or abi¬ 
lity, there was enough in his high and squarely-shaped head, his deep dark 
eye, and his firm, sharply-cut moutli, to augur that incapacity could not. be 
reckoned among the causes of any failures he incurred iu his career. He 
w.ss in cveiy respect the beau ideal of t hat stnuige solftcism in our social code, 
“the younger son.” His brother, the Dukt^ of Derwent, had eighty thou¬ 
sand a year. H« had exactly three hundred. His Grace owned three 
houses, which might well be, called palaces, besides a grouse lodge in the 
Highlands, a yachting station at Cowes, and a villa at Hyhros in Prance. 
My Hord was but too bappy to be the possessor of the tlirce cobwebbed 
ebambevs of a Vice-Regal Aide-de-camp, and enjoy the pay of bis troop 
without joining his regiment. 

let these two men were reared exactly alike! As much habituated to 
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erciT reqwreiBcnt. and luxury of -wealth as his elder brother, the younger 
suddenly discovered that, once beyond the shadow of his father’s house, all 
his worldly resources were soraethiug mon-, than what the coot, and some 
tiling less t Imn the valet, received. He had been taught one valuable lesson, 
howevci', ivliich was, that as the State loves a rich aristocracy, it burdens 
itself -with the maintennucc of all those wjio might prove a drain on its re¬ 
sources, and that it is ever careful to provide for the Lord Georges and 
Lord Charleses of its noble housc.s. To this provision he believed lie had a 
legal claim; at all events, he knew it to be a right uuooutcsted by those less 
lughly born. 

The system which excludes men from the career of commerce, in compeu- 
sation opens the billiard-room, the whist-table, and the betting-riiig, and many 
a high capacuty has beou exercised in such spheres as these, whose resources 
might have won honour and distinction iu very different fields of enterprise. 
Whether Lord Cluu'les Frobisher knew this, and felt that there was better 
in him, or whether his successes were below his hopes, oertaiu is it, he was 
a depressed, dejected man, who lounged through life in a languid indolence, 
caring for nothing, ikjI even himself. 

There, wim some story of an uiifortuimle attachment, some love aQ'air, with 
a very beautiful Init portionless cousin, who married a Marquis, to which 
many ascribed the prevailing melancholy of his character, but. they -who 
remembered him as a schoolboy said lie was always shy and reserved, and 
saw not hing strange in Ids bearing a.s a man. The breakfast-tabh;, covered 
with all that could stimulate appetite, add yet, with all uutasted, was net a 
bad cmblgu of one wdio with many agift to win an upward way, yet lived on 
in all the tawdry insignilicanco of a Court Aide-de-camp. A very weak glass 
of claret and water, with a piece of dry toast, formed his meal, and even 
these stood on the corner of a writing-table, at which he sat, rising some¬ 
times oo look out of the window, or pace the room with slow', uueertaiu 
steals. Before him lay an unfinished letter, which, to judge from the slow 
progress it made, and the frequent interruptions to its course, a(*m«d to 
occasion some difiiculty iu the composition, and yet the same epistle began 
“ My dear Sydney,” and was addressed to his brother. Here it is ■ 

“ Mt dhau Bvbbev, 

“I suppose, from not, hearing from you some weeks back, that my last, 
which I addressed to the Chinmdou, ims never reached you, nor is it. ol’auy 
consequence. It would be too late now to ask you aboiit Scott’s horses. 
Cobham told us how you stood yourself, and lliat was enough to guide the 
poor devils here with their poneys aud Mties. Wb all got a squeeze on the 
‘Mare.’ 1 hear you won seven thousand besides tie stakes. I hope the re- 
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port aiay be true. Is Raucus in training for the Spring Meeting or not ? If 
so, let me hare some trifle on him in your own book. 

“ I perceive yon voted on Brougham’s amendment against our people; I 
conclude you wero right, but it will make them very stubborn with me about 
the exchange. -has already remarked upon what he calls the ‘ into¬ 

lerable independence of some Noble Lords.’ I wish I knew the clue to your 
proceeding—arc you at liberty to give it ? I did not answer the question 
in your last letter.—Of course I am tired of Ireland, but as the alternatives 
are a ‘ Compound in Calcutta, or the Government House, Quebec,’ 1 may as 
well remain where I am. I don’t know that a SlafF-officer, like Madeira, 
improves by a sea voyage. 

“ You say nothing of Georgina, so that I hope her chest is bettor, and that 
Nice may not be necessary. 1 believe, if climate were needed, you would 
find Lisbon, or rather Cintra, belter than any part of Italy, and possessed 
of one great advantage—few of our rambling countrymen. N- com¬ 

mended your haunch so highly, and took such pains to record his praises, 
that I suspect he looks for a repetition of the favour. If you. are shooting 
bucks, perhaps you would send him a quarter.” 

Two sentences, half finished and erased, here showed that the writer ex¬ 
perienced a difficulty in continuing. Indeed, his flurried maimer as he, resumed 
the letter proved it. At last he went on. 

“ I hate asking favours, my dear Sydney, but there is one which, if not 
jiositively repugnant to you to grant, will much oblige me. There is a young 
mlliommnt here, a Mr. Cashel, wishes to be a member of yonr Yacht Club, 
and as 1 have given a promise to make interest in his behalf with you, it 
would bo eonferriug a great obligation on me were I to make ilie request 
successfully. So far os I can learn, there is lio reason against his admission, 
and as regards property, many reasons in Ids favour. If you can do this for 
me, then, you will render me a considerable service. 

“ Of course I do not intend to fix any acquaintanceship upon you, nor in 
any other W’ay, save the bean in the ballot-box, and a civil word in pro¬ 
posing, inflict you with what Higby calls ‘ Protective Duties.’ I should 
have been spared in giving you this trouble but for Tom Linton, who, 
with his accustomed good nature, at other men’s cost, suggested the step 
to Cashel, and told 1dm, besides, that my brother was Vicc-Adndral of the 
Yacht Fleet. 

“ If Emily wants a match for the ehesnut pony, I know of one here per¬ 
fect in every respect, and to be had very cheap. Let me know about this 
soon; and also the club matter, as I have prondsed to visit Cashel at Ids 
country-house; and in case of refusal on your part, this would be impleasant. 
Thanks for your invitation for Christmas, which 1 cannot accept of. Hope 
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and Eversliam are both on learc, so that I must remain hero. N- con¬ 

tinues to ask yon here; but my advice is, as it has ever been, not to come. 
The climate detestable—the houses dull and dirty; no shooting, nor any 
hunting, at least with such horses as yon arc accustomed to ride. 

“ I am glad you took my counsel about the mortgage. There is no pro¬ 
perty here worth seventeen years’ purchase, in the present aspect of politics. 
Love to Line and the girls, and believe me ever yours, 

“ Charlks Frobisheh.” 

This task completed, he turned to the morning papers; which, with a 
mass of tradesmen’s bills, notes, and cards of invitation, littered the table, 
lie had not read long, when a deep-drawn yawn from the further end of the 
room aroused him, and Frobisher arose, and walked towards a sofa, on 
which was stretched a mim, somewhat about the middle of life, but whoso 
bright eye and fresh complexion showed little touch of time. His dress, 
slightly disordered, was a dinner costume, and rather inclined toward.s over- 
])articidarity; at least, the jewelled buttons of his vest and shirt, evinced 
a taste for disjday that seenu^d not ill to consort with the easy ctfroutcry of 
his look. 

Taking his watch from his pocket he held it to his car, saying, “ There is 
an aceomphshinent, Charley, I’ve never been able to acquire—to wind my 
watch at supper-time. What hour is iff” 

“ 1'wo,” said the other, laconically. 

“ By .love! how I must have slept. Have yon been to bed ?” 

“ Of course. But, I’d swear, with less success than you have had on that 
old sofa. I scarcely closed my eyes for ton miuutc.s together.” 

“ That downy sloop only comes of a good conscience and a heart, at case 
with itself,” said the oilier. “You young geiitleinen, who lead bad lives, 
know v"ry little about the balmy repose of the tranquil mind.” 

“Have yi)u forgotten that you were to ride out with Lady Cecilia this 
morning ?” said Frobisher, abruptly. 

“ Not a bit of it. 1 oven dreamed we were cant-eriug together along the 
sands, where I was amusing her Ladyship with some ehoice morceaux of 
scandal from that set in society she professes to hold hi such hon-or that 
she will not receive them at court, hut for whose daily sayings and doings 
she has the keenest ?,est.” 

“ Foster is gone with her,” rejoined Lord Charles, “ and I suspect she is 
just as well pleased. Before this he has told her cverythiug about our late 
sitting, aud the play, and the rest of it!” 

“ Of course he lias; and she is dying to ask Mr. Soflly, (lie young cliap- 
labi’s advice, whclher rooting us all out would not ho a ‘good work.’ ” 

TOL. I. K 
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“Since when have you become so squeamish about card-playuig, Mr. 
Lintou ?” 

“ I ? Not iu the least! I’m only afraid that some of my friends may 
tuni (o be so, when they hear of my successes. You know what happened 
to AYycherley, when lie "ot that knack of always turning up a King I 
Some one asked Iluxion what was to be done aboul. it. ‘Is it ocrtaui?’ 
said he. ‘Perfectly eerlaui; we have seen him do it a hundred times!’ 
‘ Then back liiiii,’ said old Jluxton; ‘that’s my advice to you.’ ” As ho 
said 1 his, he drew a chair towards ihc table, and proceeded to fill out a cup 
of ch()(»)late. “ Where do you get these anchovies, Cluu'lcy ? Purke has 
got some, but not half the size.’’ 

“ They arc ordcr'id for the household. Lawson can tell you all about 
’em,’’ said the other, carelessly. “ But, 1 say, wliat bets did you book on 
Laplander ?’’ 

“ Took him against Ihc field for .seven hiuidrcd even.” 

“A bad hcl then—1. call it a very bad bet.” 

“ So should 1, if J didn’t know Erebus is dead hime.” 

■ “ I’ve seen a horse run to win with a contnicted heel before now,” said 
Lord diaries, with a most knowing look. 

“ So have 1! hut not on .stony ground. No! no! you may depend 
upon it.! ” 

“ 1 don’t want to dc]>eiid upon it,” said the other, snapjiisiily. “1 shall 
not venture live pounds on the race. I remember once something of an 
implicit reliance on a jiiece of information of the kind.” 

‘•Weil! you kuow how lliat hapjiened. 1 gaic Ililyard’s valet fifty 
pounds to get a peep his master’s betting-hook, and the fellow told Mil- 
yard, who immediately made up a book express, and let us all in for a suiai'i, 
sum. I am sui-c I was the heaviest loser in the alfair.” 

“ So you ought, too. The contrivance was a very rascally one; and de¬ 
served its penalty.” 

“ Tlie expression is not parliamentary, my Lord,” said Linton, with a slight 
flushing of the check, “ and so I must cull you to order.” 

“ Is Tureomiiii to rmi?” asked Lord Charles, uegligoiitly. 

“ No! ] have jiersuadcd Cashel to buy him, and lie has taken him out of 
training.” 

“ Well, yon really go very straiglitforward m your work, Linton. 1 
must say, you arc as jilucky a rogue as I’vo ever heard of. Pray, now, how 
do you manage to keep up your influence over lhat youth? be always 
appears to me to be a rush-headed, wilful kind of fellow there would be no 
gnidiug.” , 
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'• Simply, by always keeping him in occupation. There are people like 
spavined horses, and one must always get them warm in their work, and they 
ucv('r show the hlcmish. Now, 1 have been eternally alongside of Cashel. 
One day, buying horses—anotJicr, pictures—another time, it was funiitorc 
—carriages—saddlery—till we have filled that great old house of l!io ex- 
Clianeellor’s with an assemblage, of objects, living and inanimate, it would 
take a month to chronicle.” 

" Some kind friend may open his eye to all this one of these days, 
Master Linton—and t.hcn-” 

“Jly tliat time,” said Linton, “Ids clairvoyance wdll be too late. Like 
many a man Tve known, he’ll bo a capital judge of claret when his cellar has 
been emptied.” 

“ You wore a largo wanner la.st night, Linton ?” 

“1'wclve hnndred .and fifty. It might have been double the amount, 
hut, I've taken a hint from Splasher’s I’bysiology. Ife says nothing en¬ 
courages a jilethora like small bleedings. And you Charley; what did 
you do ?” 

“Sixty pounds!” replied ho, .shortly. “I never venture out of my 
depth.” 

"And you mean to infer that / do, my Lord,” said Linton, trying to 
.smile, while oviJciidy. pirpied by the remark. “ Well, 1 jilead guilty to the 
charge. I liave a notion in my head that seven feet of water drowns a man 
juflt as effectually as seven lumdred fathoms in the blue Atlantic. Kowyo^ 
know, as well as i, that neither of us could afford to lose sixty pounds thrice 
running, so let us not talk of venturing out of our depth; which, I take it, 
would be to padille iu very shallow water indeed.” 

Lor an iiisf aul it seemed as if Lord Charles would have given an angry 
reply to this sally; but, as hastily cheeking the emotion, lie walked to the 
window, .wd !vp[jeare(l to he lost in thought; while Linton coutiiincd his 
breakfast witli all the zest of a hungry man. 

“ I’ll give up play altogether,” said Ifrohisher. " That I’ve resolved upon. 
This will go abroad, rely upon it. Some of the papers will get hold of it, 
aud we shall see some startling paragraphs about—' lloccnt Discoveries iu 
the Vice-Regal llonschohl’—‘ Nefarious System of High I’lay at the Castle,’ 
and so on. Now, it’s all very w'oll for you, who neither care who’s iu or out, 
or hold any appointment, here; hut,, remember, there arc others—^myself, for 
instance—who have no fancy for this kind of pnhlieity.” 

“ In the first place,” interrupted Linton, “ there is no danger; and, in the 
second, if (here were, it’s right well remunerated# Your appointment here, 
with aU its contingent advantages, of which, not to excite your blushes, we 
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shall say nothii^ is some three or four hundred a year. Now, a lucky 
evening, and courage to back the luck—a quality, by the way, I never yet 
found in one Englishman in a hundred—is worth this twice or thrice told. 
Besides, remember, that this wild bull of the Prairies has come of himself 
into our hunting-grounds. If we don’t harpoon liim, somebody else will. 
A beast of such fat on the haunches is not going to escape soot free; and 
lastly, by fallii^ into good hands, he shall have the advantage of being cut 
up artistically, and not mauled and mangled by the rude fingers of the 
ignorant. Faith, as for myself, I think I richly merit all the spoils I shall 
obtain!” 

“ As how, pray P” asked Lord Charles, languidly. 

“ In the first place, to speak of the present—I have ridden out with him— 
sat beside him on the box of his drag—^he is seen with me in public, and has 
been heard to call mo ‘ Linton,’ on the ride at Dycer’s. My tradespeople 
have become his tradespeople. The tailor who reserved his masterstroke of 
genius for me, now shares his favours with him. In fact, Charley, we arc 
one. Secondly, as regards the future, see from what perils I shall rescue 
him. He shall not marry Livy Kennyfcck—he shall not go into Parlianieiit 
for the Liberal intciest—nor for any interest, it I can help it—he shall not 
muddle away a fine fortmic in fat tening Durham bulls, and Berkshire boars; 
neither shall he excel in rearing mangel-wurzel or beetroot. I’ll teach him 
to have a soul above sub-soiling, and a spirit above green crops, lie shall 
not fall into the hands of Downic Meek, and barter his birthright for a Whig 
baronetcy; neither shall he be the victim of right honourable artifices, and 
marry a Lady Juliana, or Cecilia. In fine, I’ll secure him from public meet¬ 
ings, and agricultui'id societies, twaddling diimers, horticultural breakfasts, 
the Irish Academy, and Mrs. Wlnte.” 

“ These are great dcservings indeed,” said Lord Charles, affectedly. 

“ So they arc,” said the other; “ nor do 1 believe there is another man 
about town could pilot the channel but myself. It is only reasonable, then, 
if I save the craft, that I should claim the salvage. Now', the next point 
is, will you be one of the crew ? I’ll take you with pleasure, but there’s 
no impressment. All I ask is secrecy, w hether you say yea or nay.” 

“ Let me hear what the seiwicc is to be like.” 

“Well, we shall first of all cruise—confound metaphors—let us talk 
plainly. Oashel has given me a carte blanche to fill his house with guests 
and good things. The company and the cuirine are both to be among my 
attributions, and I intend that we should do the thing right royally. Elec¬ 
tion and exclusiveness arp, of course, out of the question. There are so 
many cock-tails to run—^thcrc can be no disqualification. Our savage friend, 
in fact, insists on asking everybody he sees, and we are lucky if we escape 
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tte Infantiy and the Junior Bar. Here’s the list—a goodly catalogue truly, 
and such a macedoine of incongruities has been rarely assembled, even at 
old Kcnnyfcck’s dinner-table.” 

“ Why, I see few others than the people we met there t’other day.” 

“Not many; but please to remember that even a country-house has 
limits, and that some of the guests, at least, must have separate rooms. 
To be serious, Charley, I have misused the King’s press damnably; we have 
such a party as few have ever witnessed. There arc the Kilgoffs, the Whites, 
the Hamiltons, along with the Clan Kennyfeck, the Bidleys, and Mathew 
Humiigan, Esquire, of Bally-Hannigan, the new Member of Parliament for 
Duuronc, and the last convert to the soothing doctrines of Bownie Mock.” 

“Is Downic coming?” lisped the Aide-de-camp. 

“ Ay, and his daughter too. He wrote one of hLs velvety epistles, setting 
forth the prayer of his petition, in favour of ‘a little girl, yet only in the 
nursery.’ ” 

“ Ics, yes; 1 know all that. WoU, I’m not .sorry. I like Jemmy. She 
is a confounded deal better than her father, and is a capital weight to put 
on a young horse, and a very neat hand loo. Who next ? Not the Bean, 
1 hope.” 

“No; we divided on the Bean, and carried his exclusion by a large 
majority. Mrs. Keimyfock was, I believe, alone in the lobby.” 

“ Glad of Uiat! No one can expect an Irisli visit in the country without 
Tiiin, and lie’s an awful fellow to be caged with, when out-o’-door work is 
impracticable.” 

“ Then there are the Latrobes and the Heatherbys; in fact, the old set, 
with a Polish fellow, of course a Count—^Beuroominsfci; a literary tom-ist, 
brought by Mrs. While, called Howie; and a small little dark man, one 
used to sec two seasons ago, that sings the melodies and tells Irish legends 
—I forget the name.” 

“ Promiscuous and varied, certainly; and what is the order of the course ? 
Axe there to be games, rural sports, (Jroworks, soaped pigs, and other like 
intelleotualilies ? ” 

“Precisely; a kind of coming-of-age thing on a grand scale. I have 
engaged Somerton’s clief; he has just left his place. Gunter sends over 
one of his people; and Bnbos, of the Cadran Bleu, is to forward two 
hampers per week from Paris, llickslcy is also to provide all requisites for 
private theatricals. In fact, nearly everything has been attended to, save 
the horse department; I wish you’d take that under your protectorate; we 
shall want any number of scrcw.s, for saddle and harness, with drags, breaks, 
and machines of all kinds, to drive about in. Bo, pray, be master of the 
horse.” 
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“ Thanks; but I hate and detest trouble of all kinds. So far as selling 
you two of my own—a wall-eye and a bone-spavin included—<»nsent.” 

“ Agreed; everything in your stable carries a side-saddle, that I know, 
so name your figure.” 

“ A hundred; they’d bring close on fifty at Dycer’s any day; so, I am 
not exorbitant, as these are election times.” 

“ There’s the ticket, then,” said Linton, taking out a cheque-book and 
filling up a leaf for the sum, which he tore out and presented to Lord 
Charles, 

“ What! has he really so far installed you as to- ” 

“ As to give blank (dictpics,” said the other, holding up the book iu evi¬ 
dence, where “Ilolaud Cashel” w'as written on a vast number of pages. 
“ I never knew tlu; glorious sense of generosity before, Charley. I liave 
hoard a gi’oat deal about liberal sentiments, and all that kind o’ thing; but 
now, for the first time, do I feel the re;d enjoyment of indulgence. To under¬ 
stand this liberty aright, however, a man must have a squeeze—such a 
squeeze as I have experienced myself once or twice in life ; and then, my 
hoy, as the song says,”—here, with a hold rattling air, he sang to a popular 
melody— 


“ When of luck you’ve no cai’d up. 

And feci yourself ‘ hard-up,* 

And cannot imagine a mclluxi to win; 

Wlien ‘ friends’ take to sliy you, 

And views to deny you, 

How pleasant to dip in another man’s tin. 

“ Not socking or craving, 

Some pettyful saving, 

You draw as you like upon Drummond or Gwyime; 

And while jilcasure pursuing, 

You kiufw tiiere's no ruing 
The cost that comes out of another man’s tin. 

Ell, Charley! tliat’s the toast we ‘Chevabers Modernes’ should drink 
before the health of the Royal Family.” 

“ The Royal Family !” sneered Frolhshcr; “ I never observed that loyalty 
was a very remarkable trait iu your character.” 

“The greater injustice yours, then,” said Linton. “I conceived a very 
early attachment to Monarchy, on learning tbe importance of the King at 
tfcai'le.” 

“ I should have thought the Knave had more of your sympathy,” said 
the other. 

“ Inasmuch as he follows the Queen, I suppose,” said Linton, good- 
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ljuinouredlj, laughing; “but come, don’t look so grave, old fellow; bad I 
been a political ‘intriguant’ and devoted these goodly talents of mine to 
small state rogueries in committees and adjourned debates, I'd have been 
somebody in tliese dull times of aspiring mediocrity, but as my ambitions 
have never soared beyond the possession of what may carry on the war of 
life, irrespective of its graver honours, you moralists—Ileavcu bless the 
mark!—rather regard me distrustfully. Now, let me tell you a secret, and 
it’s one worth the knowing. There’s nothing so fatal to a man’s success in 
life as ‘ a little character;’ a really great one may dispense with every kind 
of ability and acquirement; get your name once up in our English public, 
and you may talk, preach, and write the most rauk nonsense with a very 
long impunity; but a little character, like a small swimming bladder, only 
buoys you up long enough to reach deep water, and he drowned. To journey 
the I’oad of life with this, is to ‘ carry weight.’ Take my advice—I give it 
in all sincer%—you arc as poor a man as myself; t here are Ihonsauds of 
luxuries you can afford yourself, but this is too costly an indulgence for a 
small fortune. Your ‘little character ’ is a kind of cankering eonseience, 
not strong enough to keep you out of wickedness, but sullieicutly active 
to make you miserable afterwards. An everlasling tuggosler of small 
scruples, it leaves a man no lime for anything bid petly expedients and 
devices, and you hang susiieuded all your life betweeu desire and denial, 
without the comfort of the one or the credit of the other.” 

“Is the sermon over?” said Ijord Charles, rather affectedly than really 
feeling tired of the “ tirade,” “ or arc you only rclicarsing the homily before 
YOU preach it to Holand Oaslici ?” 

“Quite wrong there, my Lord,” said Linton, with the same imperturbable 
temper. “ Cashel is rich enough l,o afford himself any caprice, even a gootl 
name, if he like it. You and I must take ours as we do railway tickets, 
any number tliat’s given us !” And with this sjicceh, delivered in an air of 
perfect quietude, but still emphatically slow, he settled his hat on before 
the glass, arranged his whiskers, and walked away. 

Lord Charles, for a sccntid, seemed disposed to make an angry rejily, 
but correoiing the impulse, lie walked to the window in silence. “ 1 
Lave half a mind to spoil your game, my worthy friend,” muttered lie, as 
the other passed across the court-yard; “ one word to Cashel would do it. 
To be sure it is exploding the mine with one’s own hand to the fusee; 
that’s to be thought of.” And, so saying, he lay down on the sola to 
ruminate. 



136 


EOLANB CASHEL. 


CHAPTER XV. 

Not half 90 skilled in means and ways, 

The “ hungry Greek” of classic days, 

Ilis cards witli far less cunning plays, 

Thun ckc, our modern sharper! 

When Linton had dolennincd within himself to make Cashel “ his own,” 
his first care was to withdraw him from the daily society of the Kcimyfecks, 
by whose familiar iulcrcoarse a great share of inlliicuce was already enjoyed 
over their young guest. This was not so easy a task as he, had at first 
imagined. Cashel had tasted of the pleasant fascimition of easy intimacy 
with two young and pretty girls, eagerly bent on being agreeable to him, 
lie was in all the full enjoyment of that rare union, the pleasure of being 
at home and yet an honoured, guest; and it was only when Iiinton sug¬ 
gested that late hours and irregular habits were but little in aecordauco 
with the decorous propriety of a family, that Cashel yielded, and consented 
to remove his residence to a great furnished house in “ Stephen’s Green,” 
where some bygone Chancellor once held his state. 

Liutou well knew that if “Jiecessity” be the mother of invention, 
*' I’ropiucjiiif.y ” is the father of love; that there is nothing so suggestive 
of the tender passion as that lackadaisical state to which lounging at home 
coutril)nf.e.s, imd the chance meetings with a pretty girl. Tlie little inter¬ 
course oil the stairs going down to breakfa-st, the dallianct^ in the ooiiser 
\atory, the ehil-chat before dinner, are far more formidable flian all the 
forinid meetings under tlie, blaze of wax-ligbts, and amid the erusli of white 
satin. 

“ If .1 leave him much longer among them,” said ho to himself, “ he’ll 
marry one of these girls; and then adieu to all iullueuct! over him! No 
more ecarte—no more indiscriminate jiurehasos of everything 1 propose— 
no more giving ‘ the odds against the held.’ A wife and a wife’s family arc 
heavy recognisances agaiust a bachelor friend’s counsels.” 

Cashel was ri^ally sorry to leave the house where his time had passed so 
pleasantly. The very alternation of his interest regarding the two sisters had 
kept his mind in a state of ])lcasant incertitude, now, seeing something to 
prefer in this, now in that, while, at the same time, suggesting on their part 
greater efforts to please and aumso him. If Mr. Kcnnyfeck deemed Cashel’s 
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removal a very natural step, and one wliich his position in some sort de¬ 
manded, not so his wife. She inveighed powerfully against the dangerous 
iudmaey of Linton, and the ruinous consequences such an ascendancy 
would lead to. “ You should tell Mr. Cashel who this man is,” said she, 
imireriously. 

“But that is exactly what nobody knows,” meekly responded Mr. 
Kennyfeck. 

“ Pshaw, every one knows all about him ! Y'ou can tell him how he 
ruined young llushbrook, and in less than two years left him without a 
shilling.” 

Mr. Kennyfeck shook his head, as though to say that the evidence was by 
no means conclusive on that count. 

“ Yes, you may affect not to believe it,” said she, angrily, “ but didn’t 
GeorgcLawson sec the cheque for eight thousand paid to Linton at Latouche’s 
bank, and that was one evening’s work.” 

“ There was a great deal of high play. I’ve heard, among them.” 

“ Oh, indeed! you’ve heard that much,” said she, scornfully; “ probably, 
too, you heard how Linton paid seventy thousand pounds for part of the 
Daugwood estate—he, that liad not six])encc three mouths previous. I tell 
you, Mr. Kennyfeck, that you have laboured to very little purpose to esta¬ 
blish this young man’s claim, if you are to stand by and see his property 
portioned among sharpers. Tiicre! don’t start .and look so frightened; 
there’s nobody listening, and if there were, too, I don’t care. I teU you, 
Mr. Kennyfeck, that if it weren’t for your foolish insufficiency, Cashel 
would propose for Olivia. Yes! the thing is plain as possible. He fell iu 
love with her the very night he arrived. Every one saw it. Jane Lyons 
told me how' it was remarked the day the company dined here. Leonard 
told all over Dublin how she chose the diamonds, and that Cashel distinctly 
referrea to her before buying them. Then, they were seen together driving 
through the streets. What more would you have? And now you suffer 
all this to be undone tor the sellish objects of Mr. Linton; but I tell you, 
Mr. Kennyfeck, it you’re a fool, I am not.” 

“ But really I don’t see-” 

“ You don’t sec! I’m sure you do not. You’d S(!e, however, if it w'cro 
a ease tor an action in the Courts—a vidgar appeal to twelve grca.sy jurors 
—you’d see then. There is quite enough for a shabby verdict 1 .But I 
regard the affair very differently, and I tell you frankly, if 1 sec Cashel 
draw off in his attentions, I’ll S(md for my cousin O’Gonium. I Ldievg you 
can assure your young client tliat he’ll find there’s no joking with him.” 

Now this was the “most unkindest cut of aE;” for if report spoke truly, 
Mr. Kennyfeck had himself experienced from that gentleman a species 
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of moral force impulsion which left the most unpleasant reminiscences 
behind. 

“ I beseech you to remember, Mrs. Kennyfeck, that this agency is one of 
the best in Ireland.” 

“ So much the more reason to have the principal your son-in-law.” 

“ I’d have you to reflect how little success coercion is like to have with 
a person of Mr. Cashel’s temper.” 

“ Peter is the best shot in Ballinasloe,” rejoined Mrs. Kemiyfeck, sen- 
tentiously. 

Mr. Keimyfeck nodded a full assent ; but seemed to hazard a doubt as 
to the elBeicncy of such skill. 

“ I repeat, Sir, I’ll send for him. Peter knows pretty well what ought io 
be done in such matters, and it’s a comfort to think there is some spirit on 
one side of the family, at least.” Whether to afford a practical illustration, 
albeit negatively, or tliat he dreaded a continuance of the controversy, Mr. 
Kennyfeck feigned a business ajjpoiutinent, and retired, leaving his spouse 
to ponder over her threat, and resolve with herself as to the advantage of 
Peter’s alliance. 

W'lnle this conjugal discussion engaged Papa and Mamma, Cashel was 
endeavouring to explain to the fair daugiitcrs the reasons for liLs diipartime, 
affecting to see that the multiplicity of his cngagi;ments and duties required 
a step which he owned was far from agreeable to his feelings. 

“ I suspected how soon you would weary of us,” said Olivia, in a lialf 
whisper. 

“ Wc ought to have remembered, Livy,” said the elder sister, “ how little 
woidd our claims uiwn Mr. Cashel appear, when confronted with those of a 
higher station in the world.” 

“ I assure you, you wrong both yourselves and me. 1 never-” 

“ Oh, I’m certain you never imagined this stop. I cau well believe, that 
if it were not for advice—not very disinteresled, perhaps—you would have 
still condescended to regard this as your home.” 

“ KI suspected that this removal would iu the least affect the sentiments 
1 entertain for my kind friends here, or iu any way alter those I trust they 
feel for me. I’d never have adopted, or, having adopted, never execute it.” 

“ Wc are really very much to blame, Mr. Cashel,” said Olivia, bashfully, 
“ in suffering our feelings to sway you on a matter like this. It was only 
too kind of you to come here at first; and perhaps even yet you will come 
occasionally to see us.” 

“ Tes, Mr. Cashel, Livy is right; we are very selfish in our wishes, and 
vciy inconsiderate besides. Your position in the world requires a certain 
mode of living, a certain class of acquaintances, which are not ours. It is 
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far better, then, that wc should re-sign ourselves to an interruption, than wait 
for an actujJ breach of intimacy.” 

Cashel was totally at a loss to see how his mere change of residence could 
possibly imply a whole train of altered feelings and relations, and was about 
to express his astonishment on that score, when Linton’s phaeton drove up 
to the door, according to an appointment they had made the day before, to 
breakhist wilh the officers of a regiment quartered a short distance from 
town. 

“ There is your friend, Mr. Cashel,” said Miss Kennyfeck, with a marked 
emphasis ou the word. Cashel muttered something about a rendezvous, and 
took up his hut, when a servant enicred to request he would favour Mr. Ken¬ 
nyfeck with a brief interview before going out. 

“ Are we to see you at dinner to-day f” said Olivia, languidly. 

“ I hope so. Mrs. Kennyfeck has'been kind enough to ask me, and I hope 
to have the pleasure.” 

“ Will Mr. Linton give leave P” said Miss Kennyfeck, laughing; and then, 
seeing a cloud ou Cashel’s brow, added, “ I meant, if you had made no ap¬ 
pointment with him.” 

" I’m self-willed enough to follow my own bent generally,” said he, ab¬ 
ruptly, and left the room. 

You owe that gentleman a heavy grudge, Livy,” said Miss Kcmiyfcck, 
a.s sh(^ upproaehed the window and looked out. 

“ Who do you mean, dear?” 

“ Mr. Linton. Were it not for liim, I half think you might have suc¬ 
ceeded.” 

“ I reidly cannot comprehend you,” cried the yormger, with well-assumed 
astonishment. 

“ Of couv.se not, my dear. Still, it was a difficult game, even if left all to 
yourseii'. lie was always likely to smash the tackle at the moment when 
idmost caught. There, don’t look so puzzled, dear; I was oidy following 
out a little reverie—that’s all.” 

Memiwhilo Cashel hastily descended the stairs, not over good-humouredly 
commenting on Mr. Kenuyfeck’s ill-chosen moment for a busihess couver- 
satiou. “ I can only stay a few minutes, or rather seconds,” cried he, as he 
opened the door of the study; and then checked himself as he perceived a 
short, stout, elderly man, of venerable appearance, who rose respectfully 
from his chair as ho came in. 

“ Doctor Tiernay—Mr. Cashel,” said Kennyfeck, presenting the stranger. 
“ I have taken the liberty to delay you. Sir, since it would be a grtmt con¬ 
venience if you could accord this gentleman a brief hearing at present; he 
has come above a liuudred miles to crave it, and must leave Dublin by the 
afternoon mail.” 
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“ Without it be Mr. Cashel’s pleasure to detain me,” said the Doctor, sub- 
raissivcly. 

“ He is a tenant of your Tubbermore estate. Sir,” resumed Kennyfeck, 
“ a very near neighbour.” 

“1 regret that I am pressed‘for time at this moment. Sir,” said Cashel, 
drawing on his gloves impatiently; “but 1 believe it is the less conse¬ 
quence, inasmuch as I really know notliing—absolutely nothing—and you, 
Mr. Kennyfeck, know everything about that property, and are by far the 
best person to hear and decide upon this gentleman’s proposition, whatever 
it be.” 

“ It is a case that must be decided by yourself. Sir,” said the Doctor. “ It 
is neither a matter of law nor right, but a simple question of whether you 
will do an act of great kindness to the oldest tenant on your pro])crtv, a 
man who, now overtaken by years and sickness, may not, perhaps, he alive 
at my return, to hear of your benevolence.” 

“ It is about this renewal. Sir,” inteqioscd Kenuyfock, who saw Cashel’s 
increasing impatience to be away. “ Mr. Corrigan’s lease expires on the 
aoth.” 

“ He is now struck by paralysis,” interrupted the Doctor; “ and his only 
jjrayer is to be suffered to die beneath the roof where he has lived for fifty 
years.” 

“ A tenant at will,” interposed Kennyfeck. . 

“ Gracious Heaven! how could he suppose I should dream of dispossess¬ 
ing him ?” cried Cashel. “ Of course, Sir, the house is his own so long as 
he pleases to hold it. Tell him so. Mr. Kcimyfeek will tell him from me, 
that he need not give the matter another thought.* I am sincerely grieved 
that it should luive already caused liim so much anxiety.” 

“ Ah, Sir,” cried the Doctor, while two very dubious drops twinkled in 
his eyes, “ you are, indeed, worthy of the good fortune that has befallen you. 
My ]) 00 r old friend will bless you, with a prouder lieart in his belief in human 
nature, than cveu his gratitude could suggest. I’arewcll, Sir, aud may you 
long live to be as liappy as you know how to make others.” 

With an impulse of irrepressible wiirmth the old man seized Cashel’s hand 
ill both his own, aud pressed it cordially, when the door suddenly opened, 
aud Linton, dressed in a riding costume, appeai'cd. 

“What, Roland, at business so early. Do you know you’re an hour 
behind time ?” 

“I do; but I couldn’t help it—in fact, this was unexpected-” 

“ It was an act of benevolence. Sir, detained M r. Cashel,” interrupted 
the Doctor. “I believe no appointment can be broken with a safer apo- 
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“ Ho! ho!” said Linton, throwing up his eyebrows, as if he suspected a 
snare to his friend’s simplicity. “ Which of the Missions to convert the 
Blacks, or w'hat family of continuous twins arc you patronising ?” 

“ Good-by, Sir,” said the Doctor, turning towards Cashel. “ I’d ask your 
pardon for the liberty I have already taken with you, if 1 were not about to 
transgress again.” Here he looked Linton fully in the face. " Mi-. Cashel 
ha.s done a kind and worthy action this morning. Sir; but if he does many 
more «uch, and keep your company, he is not only a good man, but the 
strongest principled one 1 ever met with.” 

As the last word was htlercd, the door closed after him, and he was gone. 

“ So then. I’m the Mephistophcles to your Faust,” said Linton, laughing 
lieartily; “but what piece of credulous benevolence has cost you this ])auc- 
gyric and me this censure?” 

“ Oh, a mere trifle,” said Cashel, preparing to leave—“ a simple grant’of 
renewal to an old tenant on ray estate.” 

“Only thaf,” s.aid Linton, afl'ecling the Coolest indifference, while by a 
keen gknee at Kennyfeek he revealed a profound consciousness of his friend’s 
simplicity. 

“ Nothing more, upon my honour; that little cottage of Tubber-beg.” 

“Not that fishing lodge beside the river, in an angle of your own demesne ?” 
asked Linton, eagerly. 

“ The same—why, what of it ?” 

" Nothing, save that your magnanimity is but one-sided, since only so 
late as Tliursday hist, when wo looked over the map together, you gave 
me that cottage until such time as you should include the farm within the 
demesne.” n 

“ By Jupiter, and so I did!” exclaimed Cashel, while a flush of shame co¬ 
vered his face and forehead; “ what a confounded memory 1 have. What 
is to he done ?” 

“ Oh, never fret about it,” said Linton, taking his arm, and loading him 
awmy. “ The thing is easily settled. What do 1 want with a cottage ? The 
old gentleman is, doubtless, a far more rural personage than I should prove. 
Let us not forget Aubrey’s breakfast, which, if we wait much longer, will 
bo a luncheon. The ladies well, Mr. Kennyfeek?” This was the first time 
he had noticed that gentleman. 

“ Quite well, Mr. Linton,” said he, bowing politely. 

“ I’ray present my respects. By the way, you don’t want a side-saddle 
horse, do you ?” 

“ I thank you, wo arc supplied.” 

“ AVhat .a pity! I’ve got such a grey, with that swinging low cantering 
ad ion Miss Kennyfeek likes; she rides so well! I wish she’d try him.” 
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A shake of the head and a bland smile intimated a mild refusal. 

“ Inexorable father! Come, Cashel, you shall make the Uhiendc for having 
given away my cottage; you must buy Ilegiuald, and make him a present to 
the lady.” 

" Agreed,” said Gasliel; “ send him over to-day; he’s mine, or rather 
Miss Kennyfeck’s. Nay, Sir, really I will not be opposed. Mr-. Kennyfcck, 
1 insist.” 

The worthy attorney yielded, but not without reluctance, and saw them 
depart, with grave misgivings that the old Doctor’s sentiment was tridy 
spoken, and that Linton’s eompauionship was a most unhappy accident. 

“ 1 must get. into rarliamcul,” said Linton, as he seated himself beside 
Cashel in the phaeton, “ if it were oidy to quote yon as one of that mucli- 
belicd class, the Irish Landlord. The man who grants renewals of his best 
land on terms contracted lliri’e hundred years iigo, is very much wauling 
jnst now. What a sensation it will create, in the House, when they ciw 
‘Kame, name,’ and 1 reply thqi, 1 am under a positive personal iujimetioii 
not to mime, and then Sharra.an Crawford, or one of that set-, risr-s and avers 
that he holie.vcd the llonourahlc and Leai’ne.d Oentleman's slatcirieni to hi 
perfectly unfounded. Amid a deluge of ‘Oh.sl’ 1 stand up and boldly de¬ 
clare that further reserve is no longer possible, and ihat the gentleman w lion: 
1 am so jiroud to call iiiy friend is Itohind Cashel, Esq., of Tiilibennore. 
There’s immoitality for you, for Ihat evening .at any rate. You'll be toa.slei! 
at. Bellamy’s, at supper, and hy the white-headed old gentlemen who sit in 
the window at the Carlton.” 

“ You’ll not hint the' I had already made a jvre.sent of the lands w'hcri I 
displayed .so niiicli mniiilieniiee,” said Cashel, sniiliilg. 

“ J«ot a syllable ; lint, I'll tell the secret to the Opposition, if you ever 
grow restive,” said Linloii, witli a laugh, in whieh, had Itolanil studied 
Lavalnr, ho might have read a valuable lesson. 

A pi-o}m of Parliament, Kcmiyfeck persists in ijoriiig me about it, and 
that Mr. Dowuie Meek seems to have it at heart that 1 am to represeul 
somelhing or .somebody, well knowing, the while, that 1 eiurnot possibly be 
supposed to understand anything of the interests wdiercou 1 should be 
called to vote aud legislate.” 

“That’s not so much comsequonce,” said Lint,ou; “you’d tiud a very 
si roug section of the House very like yourself, hut the thing woidd bore 
yon ; you would neither like the fatigue nor the slavciy of it; and, jvosi- 
lively, there is no exeiteiiivnt, save for the half-dozen who really contest the 
raee. Meek, and others of the same stamjv, will tell you that property 
should be represented in the Legislature. I agree fully with the sentimeut, 
so it should. So also should a man’s rents be collected, hut that’s no reason 
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h(V slionld be lii.s own agent, when he oaii find another, far more capable, 
ready for office.—Touch that off-side horse, hcTl skulk Ids collar when he 
can.—'Now, if you have county or borough influence going a begging, send 
in your uondnee, lUiy fellow who’ll suit your views, and evpress your 
oiduimis—myself, for instance,” said he, laughing, “ for want, of a better.— 
Those itiaucs dou’l lie right; that iicar-slder's falls on the wrong side of the 
neek.—The great seere.t for tiny man, siliiated as you are, is to tivout till 
eontiilii-aiions, politieal, social, and tnal rimwdid. You have a glorittus open 
couulry before you, if tliere be no cross-riding to spoil your run.” 

“Wi.ll, 1 am not above i.aking advice,” .said Cashel, “bnl retdly I must 
own that, from the little I’ve seen of the matter, it seems harder to go 
ihi'ougli life with ;i good fortune (han without a shilling. 1 kttow that, a.s a 
jHtor iiiiin, very lately-” 

“Come, come, you know very liillc, of what poverty moans; you’ve been 
leridlng ;i guy life in it land wliere men do, by one bold enlerpri.-e, (lie work 
wbieli costs years of slow toil in our taiuer regions. Now, 1 .should hate 
liked tiiat. kind of thing myself. Ay, you may smile, Ihut a niun who tie- 
totes a large share of eaeli day to tin tic of h'S eratal, and the iuimaeitlaie 
clegaiiee of bis bool.s, .sIkiuIiI venture to talk of I’lairie life, and advi'titiire. 
Tab; care—by .love! f thought you weii; into that aji|>h‘-stall.’' 

“ Novel- nay it ttiiee,” eiied Caslu l, gaily. “ I’m begiiiiiiiig to feel eu-a- 
fouiiiletllv tin- 1 1 of this life here; and, if 1 don’t tiiid llial It imiiroves on ac- 
quainttnicc, I’il take a nut dotni west, just to refreslt niy .s|j|iit.s. AVill you 
eomi- with inei” 

-‘ tVltli my nliole liearl 1 join the propostd ; but you arc not serious; 1 
know you are iiit-t-ely jest big in all this.” 

rerfeelly serious. .1 am decidoeliy weary of seven o'clock iliiiiiers and 
ii'oruiiig calls Nut here w‘e arc.” 

.A.S he spoke, they drove iniotlic harraek-yard, wdiere grottps of lounging 
oilioei's, ill every variely of undress, were seen in all the insipid eiijoyiin-iil 
ol' thill eigar-smokiiig existoiiee, Mhicii forms the lirsl article in our military 
eu.le. of ediK-atioii. 

The gallant —th Light Ltraguoiis w-ere a “ fast ri-giinciit,” and the iii' i-h- 
luis of that new locomotive on the road to ruin, called a “ mess hreakta'! ’ 
—a meal where chainpague flows with a jirofnsioii rarely seen at. diiiner, and 
l;y wliieli iiiBii begin the day in a fraiiie of mind tbal would not be ' cry de- 
eoroiis evi.u will'll coiieluduig it. Cusliel, being a lioiionred giie-i, di-.nik 
-viino with every one, not to sjieak of partieiiiatiiig in variou.s link- hilialory 
trios and quarlels, so tbal, when ibc cnterlaiuiiient drew to a i.-lose, be was 
very far from tliat self-jiosses.siou and command whieli, witli ;dl bis high 
spiril.s, seldom deserted him. 
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A tremendous Ml of ijlin, that showed no prospect of ceasiupf, had jllot 
set in, so that the party agreed to repair to the Major's j-oonis, and make a 
pool at doartd. After some talking about play in gcnenil, and somo qai/./nig 
about not being able to a sum sucli as Cashel would care to play loi,' be 
game began. 

Notwithstimdidg Uie apologies, the play was high, so niueli so, lliat 
Cashel, nerer a very shrewd observer, could not Ik Ip remarking fb;d 
several of the players could not conceal the anxiety the game, inspired. 

Boland himself joined less from inclination than fellowship, and far bttlcr 
pleased to be at liberty to ebat witli some of the others, than to bo sealed 
at the table, he arose each time lie lost, well coni cat to pay for fieedom by 
his gold, llis natural indifference, added lo a perfect carelessiiesb about 
money, induced him lo accept any bet that was offered, and these ueie 
freely proposed, since, in play paHaiirr, “ the run was igainsl luiiiso tliat, 
ere the trumpet-call aunounced the time to dress for the mess, he had lo-t 
heavily. 

“ You have no idea how much yon have lost,” said Linton, in a low v os i 
and with a gravity of nianiior almost rejiroachful. 

“ Not the slightest,” said Cashel, laughing. 

“I can tell you, then, for T have totted it up. This morning’s work lia- 
cost you seven thousand some hundred pounds.” 

“ Indeed!” said Cashel, a flush rather of shame than displeasure uiaulhng 
on his features. “ I’ll give it up, in future.” 

“ No, no ! not till }ou’\e had your revenge,” whispered Ijinton. “tV ’li 
stay for the mess, and have at them agam. The night is lerrilie, iuid no 
possibility of leaving.’ 

The mess followed, and although play was lo sneeetd it, flic parly diMuk 
freely, and sat long oter theii wine, even Jj.iiton liiiuself seeiiimg lo liiigu 
at the table, and leave it nifli regret. 

As for Cashel, lor tlie first time in liis life he wished to jikiy. No de-iie 
for money-getting, no mean passion foi gain suggested the uisli, it uas 
simply a piqued vanity at lieiiig beaten; a sense of indignity ilial iiis 
mfenorily slumld seem fo be impliod, even in so trifling a matter, urged him 
on, and be was one of the first to vole for a return to eksiife. 

£\eeiit J,niton, llicre was not prolialily one who could be called a guud 
])layer ni the parly -but luck, wliieli has more than llio mastery over sk.ll, 
svqqilitil the jilaee of knowledge, and Cashtl was the only heavy loser of (tie 
wliole assonibly. Stuiig by coiilinucd failure, too, he belled madly and 
foiilislily, so tliai as llie day was breaking, and the stir in tlie barraek-yard 
aiiuouiietd the apiiroacliiiig parade, his losses reached more than double 
what they bad been iu the luoiniiig. 
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“I say, kds!*^ said the Major, as they all arose from the table, "oae 
word before yon go.” So saying, he turned the key in the dooi*, and 
stood with his back against it. "Before any one leaves the room, each 
must promise on his honour not to mention a syllable of this night’s busi¬ 
ness. We aU know that we have been playing far higher stakes than ever 
wc’\o been in the habit of. The report, W it get abroad, would ruin the 
regiment.” 

“ Oh, we aE promise aOt a word shall be said about it,” cried out several 
\oiCCS together. "There’s the second trumpet 1” So saying, they hastened 
pell-mell to dress for the parade, while Cashel, taking Linton’s arm, set out 
homewards. 

" I say, Tom!” said Boland, after they had walked on for some time in 
silence, “1 am somewhat ashamed of this exploit of mine, and would not for 
a great deal that Kennyfeck should know it. Is there no way of getting 
this money by loan—for if I draw now- ” 

“• Make your mind quite easy; I’ll arrange tliat for you. Don’t wony 
yourself about it. It’s a boro, of course, to lose a round sum like that; but 
you can afford it, my boy, that’s one comfort. If it had boon me, by Jove, the 
iialf of it would have i.-aincd the well!” This said, he hastily changed 
the topic, and they walked along chatting of everything save the late party. 


CHAPTBE XVI. 

The money that “ at play" is spent, 

Must oft be raised at “ cent, per cent.” 

Thb Modb. 

“ Good night, or rather good morrow,” said Linton, as ho stood with 
Ca-bcl on the steps of his newly-taken residence. 

Cashel made no reply; his thoughts were raonri-ing to the scone of the 
laic debauch, and in some pangs of sdf-reproaoh he was recalling the heavy 
sum he had lost. “ You spoke of my being aWe to raise this money, Linton, 
V. illiont Kcunyfcck’s knowing; for 1 am reaEy ashamed of the affair. Tell 
me how can it be done F” 

“ Nothing easier.” 

“ Nay, but when P for if 1 must confess it, I can Jthink of nothing else till 
it bo arranged.” 

“ What a timid oonscience yours must be,” said Linton, laughing, “ that 
cuunot sleep lest the ghosts of his L O.’s should haunt him.” 

VOC. I. Ii 
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“ The fact is so, nevertheless. The very gloomy moments of iny life have 
heen associated with play transactions. This sluiE be the last.” 

“ What folly! You suffer mere passing impressions to wear deep into yonr 
nature; you that should be a man of nerve and vigour. What can it pos¬ 
sibly signify that you have thrown away a few hundreds, or a few thousands 
either f ” 

“Very little as regards the money, I own; but T’m not certain how long 
my indifference respecting play might last. I am not sure how long I coulil 
endure being beaten—for that is the sense losiiig suggests—without a desire 
to conquer iu turn. Now up to this 1 have played to oblige others, without 
interest or excitement of luiy kind. What if I should change and become a 
gambler from cboioc ?” 

“ Why, if you propound the question with that solemn air, you’ll almo.sl 
frighten me into believing it vould ))e sometlung very terrible; but if you 
ask me simply what would be the result of your growing fond of play, 
I’ll tell you fairly, it’s :i pleasure gaiued, oue of the few resources wbieii only 
a rich man can afford with impunity, so niiieh the more fascinatiug, ihat it 
can Im indulged in such perfect imcordaucc with every humour of a muu’s 
mind. If you are so inclined, you play low, and coquet with fori line, nr if 
lavishly given, you tlxrow the reins loose iuid go free. Now it scorns to me 
tliat nothing coidd hotter suit flu? careless, opeii liaiKicd freedom of your 
habits than the vacillations of high play. It’s tlie only way fluit even for a 
monieid you can taste the sensation of being hard pressed, wliile iu the high 
flood of luck you can feel that gushing sense, of jiouer tlud souieiiow seems 
to 1)0 the .secret soul of gold!” 

“ Men must lose with a very different look \ipon tlieir features before I 
cau wiu with the ec.stasy you speak of,” cried Casliel. “lluf wbeie are we 
straying to—wbal ])ari of fhe, towm have we got Into ?” 

“This is the cattle-market,” said Liutou, “ and 1 have hroiighi you licic 
because I saw you’d not close your eyes till that silly atfau' w-as settled, and 
here wc ai'c now at Dan Iloare.’s couutiug-bouse, the man of all otbei's to 
aid us. Tollow me; 1 ought to know the stairs well, iu daylight or diirk.” 

Cautiously following his guide, Cashel mounted a half-rotten, creaky 
stair, which passed up between t.wo damp aud mildewed walls, and euten d 
a small chamber whose one wuulow looked out in a dirty court. Tlie only 
furniture eousislcd of two deal chairs and a table, on wbicli various in¬ 
scriptions made by peuknives betokened the patience and zeal of former 
visitors. 

Linton passed on to tlio end of the chamlior, where was a narrow door, 
but suddeiJy halted as bis eye, caught a little slip of paper attached to a 
sliding panel, and which bore the word “ Engaged.” “ Ha I” cried he, 
“ one here itlready! You see, early as it is, Dan is at work, discounting 
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and protesting as usual. By the way, I have forgot one essentM: .he 
lu'Tcr gives a .stamp, and .so I must provide one. Wait for me here; there 
is a place in the neighbourhood where they can be had, and I’ll be back 
presently.” 

Cashel sat himself down in the cheerless little den, tliinking of the 
many who might have waited there before, in so many frames of anxiety 
and torturing suspense. His own memory could recal a somewhat simihi 
character in Geizheimer, and wdiilc he was i hus remembering .some features 
of the past, he fell into a reverie, forgettuig time and place together, the 
sound of voices from the adjoming room serving rather to luE than, arouse 
his attention. At last a word caught his ear. lie started suddenly, and 
looking about him for a second, experienced almost a dilTioulty to remember 
whore he was. Could it he possible, or was it mere fancy ? but he believed 
he hoard his uame uieul.ioned by some one within that room. Less caring 
lo know how .or by whom the name was spoken than if the fact were 
actually so, he leaned forward on his chair, luid bent Ins ear to listen, 
when he heard, in a voice louder than had hceu used before, the following 
words: 

“ It may be all as you say, Sir ; I won’t pretend to throw a doubt upon 
your words; but, as a mere man of business, 1 may be iiermitted to say 
that tliis ])romise, however satisfactory to youi' friend’s feelings, is not 
worth a si.x]icnee iii law. Corrigau jisks for a renewal of his lease, and the 
I it her says, ‘Keep your hokliug—don’t disturb yourself,’ and there he is, a 
lenaut. at will. Now, for tlio purposes you have iu view towards me, that 
|)ledgc goes for nolhiiig. 1 cannot renew these bills upon such frail 
security. If the old man cannot find means to moot them, Leicester must, 
tiuit’s aU.” 

“ L<'iccstcr is a villain!” cried another and a deeper voice, whoso tones 
seemed iiot cpiitc strange to Roland’s ears. “He has ruined my poor 
old friend; he wEl soon leave him houseless, and he threatens to leave him 
almost friendless too.” 

“ He told me,” said the other, “ lie should certainly claim his daughter, 
and means to return ue.x.t summer for that purpose.” 

“I almost hope poor Con wEl never live to see that day,” said the 
former, with a heavy sigh. 

“ Well, to return to our own affair. Sir, I tell yo.;, frankly, I don’t con¬ 
sider Cashel’s promise deserving of any consi oration. He, doubtless, 
means to keep it; that’s the very most anybody can say about, it. But re¬ 
member what a Efe he is leading; he has drawn above thirty thousand out 
of Latrobe’s hands in tluree months—no one knows for what. He has got 
among a set of men who play high, and cannot pay E‘ they lose. Now, liis 
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estate is a good one; but it can’t last for ever. My notion is tliat the 
young fellow will end as he began, and become a buccaneer once more.” 

“ He has a long course to run ere that comes,” said the other. 

" Not so long as yon fancy. There are demands upon him from quarters 
you little suspect, or that, for the moment, he Httle suspects himseK. It 
would surprise you to hear that he is in Leicester’s hands too.” 

“ Roland Cashel—Mr. Cashel, in Leicester’s hands! How do you 
mean ?” 

Just at this instant Linton’s foot was heard ascending the stairs, and 
Cashel, whose eagerness to hear the remainder became a perfect torture of 
anxiety, was forced to lose the opportunity. 

"What a himt I have had,” said Linton, as he entered, flushed and 
weary-looking. “ Our amount is rather above the ordinary mark, and I 
found it almost impossible to procure the stamps. Arc you tired waiting ?” 

“ No—nothing to speak of,” said Cashel, confusedly. 

“ Well, 1 fancy our friend here has had much more than his share of an 
audience. I’ll see and unearth him.” 

And so saying, Linton knocked with his cane at the door. A low mur¬ 
muring of voices succeeded, the sound of feet followed, and soon after the 
door was opened, and a small, thin, palc-faeed man in black appeared. 

“ Good morning, Mr. Iloarc. Here have we been playing ante-chamber 
to your serene highness for full an lioui-. This is Mr. Roland Cashel, Mr. 
Hoare, who wishes to make your acquiuntance.” 

The little man turacd his quick grey eyes towards Cashel with a most 
scrutinising keenness; but, as suddenly withdrawing them, invited both to 
enter. 

“ Be seated, gentlemen. Pardon the humble accommodation of this place. 
Take a chair, Mr. Linton.” 

" Wc want tin, Mr. Hoare,” said Linton, slapping his boot with his cane: 
“that most universal and vulgar want. My friend here desires to raise a 
sum, without having recourse to his agent, and I believe no man can aid in 
a littb secret-service transaction like yourself.” 

" Is the sum a largo one. Sir ?” said Hoare, addressing Cashel. 

“ I cannot tefl you exactly,” said Cashel, in some confusion at the con¬ 
fession of his ignorance. “ I fancy it must be close on ten or twelve thou¬ 
sand pounds.” 

“ More like twenty!” .wied Linton, coolly. Then turning to Hoare, he 
went on: "My friend here is, happily for him, very Kttlc skilled in affairs 
of this kind; and as his security is about the best that can be offered, he 
need not buy his experience very dearly. Now just tell us, frankly, how, 
when, and on what terms he can have this money.” 
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“ Money is scarce just now, Sir,” said Hoare; “ but as to securities, Mr. 
Cashel’s bills are quite sufficient. There is no necessity for any legal ex¬ 
penses whatever. I need not say that the transaction shall be perfectly 
secret; in fact. I’ll keep the bills in ray own hands till due.” 

“ There, that’s the man I told you he was,” cried Linton. “ A Crrasus 
in generosity as in gold. I would 1 were your son, or your son-m-law, 
Hoare.” 

“ Too much honour, Mr. Linton,” said the money-lender, whose slight 
flush did not betoken a concurrence in his own words. “ Now to business,” 
continued he, addressing Cashel. “ If you favour mo with your name on 
four bills for five thousand each, andlhe accompanying charges for inleresi, 
discount, commission, and so on. I’ll engage that you have this money witliin 
the w’cek.” 

“ Could it not be to-morrow ? I shoxdd like greatly to have the whole off 
my mind; and as I moiui not to play agaia-” 

“ Pooh, pooh,” said Linton, stopping an explanation he was by no means 
pleased Hoare should heiu-; ‘‘ time enough for resolutions, and time enough 
for payment too. By the end of the week, Hoare, will do perfectly. You 
can bring the bills with yon to my quarters, say on Saturday morning, and 
wc’ll drive over to Mr. Cashel’s.” 

“ Very well. I’ll be punctual. At cloven on Saturday expect me. May 
I bring that little thing of yours for 200f. with it, Mr. Linton?” 

“Of course you may not. Where do you expect me to find money for the 
debts of lust year ? My dear Hoare, I have no more memory for such tilings 
than I have for the sorrows of childhood.” 

“ Ah, very well. Sir, we’U keep it over,” said Hoare, smiling. 

“ Let him bring it,” whispered Cashel, “ and include it in one of my bills. 
Tlicre’s notliing so worrying as an overhanging debt.” 

“ Do you think so?” replied Linton. “Bless me, I never felt that. A 
life without duns is like a sky wit hout a cloud, very agreeable for a short 
time, but soon becoming wearisome from very monotony. You grow as sick 
of uninterrupted blue as ever you did of impending rain and storm. Let 
mo have the landscape effect of light and shadow over existence. The 
brilL’aut bits are then ten times as glorious in colour, and the dark shadows 
of one’s mortgages only heighten the warmth of the picture. Ask Hoare, 
there, fc’ll tell you. I actually cherish my debts.” 

“Very true. Sir; you cannot bear to part with them either.” 

“ Well said, old Moses; the ‘ interest ’ tlicy inspire is too strong for one’s 
feelings. But hark! I hear some fresh arrivals without. Another boat¬ 
load of the d-d has croscod the Styx.” 

“ Thanks for the simile. Sir,” said Hoare, smiling faintly—“ on Saturday.” 
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" On Saturday,” repeated Linton. 

Cashel lingered as he left the room; a longing desire i o speak one word, 
t .0 ask one question of Hoare—^who was this Leicester of whom ho 
spoke ?—was uppermost in liis mind, and yet he did not dare to own he had 
heard, the words. He eouldhavo washed, too, to eommunicate his thought.s 
to Linton, but a secret fear told him that perhaps the mystery might be one 
he would not wish revealed. 

“ Why so thoughtful, lloland ?” said Linton, after traversing some streel.s 
in silence. “ My friend Hoare has not terrified you ?” 

“No, I was not thhiking of him,” said Cashel. "What kind of character 
docs he bear ?” 

“ Pretty niueli that of all his class. Sharp enough, when sharpness i.s 
called for, and seemingly liberal if liberality pays bettor. To me ho lias 
been over generous. Wliy, Heaven knows; I suppose the secret will out 
one of tlie.se days. I’m sure I don’t ask for it.” 

Linton’s flippancy, for the first time, was dista.slcful to Cashel. If tin- 
school in which he was bred taught little remorse about the sin of incur¬ 
ring debt, it inculcated, however, a manly solf-reliaiiee, to clear off the in¬ 
cumbrance by some pcrsoiiid effort, and he by no means sympathised willi 
the cool iiidilTereiico of Linton’s jiliilo.sophy. Linton, always .shrewd enough 
to kuow when he had not “make a hit,” at once t.iinant the conver-sation 
into another chuimol, by asking at what time Cashel pi' 0 ]) 0 .sed to receive his 
visitors at Tubbennore. 

“Is the honour seriously intended me?” -said Cashel, “or is it merely a 
piece of fashionable ijuizzing t.liis promised visit., fur I own I scarcely sup¬ 
posed so many lino peo|ile would like to eiieouiiter tlie harti usage of such 
an old ruin as I hoar this must be.” 

“You’ll have them to a ccrlaiuty. 1 doubt if there will be a single 
apology. 1 kuow at tliis instant the most urgent solicitations have becii 
employed to procure invitations.” 

“ With all my Jicart, then,” cried Cashel; “ only remember the order of 
the course depends on you. 1 know nothing of how they ought to iie 
entertained or amused. Take the whole affair into your own hands, ahd 1 
shall concur in everything.” 

“Originalityis always better than imitation, but stiU if one cannot strike 
out a totally new Hue, what do you think of taking old Mathews of Johns¬ 
town for our model, and invite all our guests with free permission to dine, 
breakfast, and sup at what hour, and in what parties they please ? This 
combines the unbridled freedom of an inn with the hospitality of a eomiti-y- 
houso. Gfroups form as fancy dictates. New combinations spring up each 
day—no fatigue, no emui can ensue with such endless changes in eom- 



EOLAKB CASHEL. 151 

panionship, and yon yourself, instead of the fatiguing duties of a host, are 
at liberty, like any of your guests, to join this party or that.” 

“ I like the notion iinnicnsely—how would our friends take it, for that is 
the point?” 

“ It would be popular with every one, for it will suit yon people who 
know and like to mix with every set in society, and at the same time gratify 
your ‘ exclusives,’ who can form their own little coteries with all the jealous 
.selection they love. Besides, it avoids another and a great difllculty. Had 
you received in ordinary fashion, you must have asked some lady-friend to 
liavo done the honours for you. Tliis woidd have been a matter of the 
greatest embarrassment. The Kcnnyfecks have not rank enough—old Lady 
.Tauet would have frightened every one away—Mrs. White would have filled 
flic house with her own ‘blues,’ and banished every one else—aud as for 
Lady Kilgolf—w'ho besides being a very pretty woman and well-mannered, 
has an exceedingly fascinating way with strangers—‘ My Lord’ is so jealous, 
so absurdly, madly jealous, Ibal she dare not ask after the success of a 
shooting-parly without his suspecting an allegoricid allusion to Cupid and 
liis shafts.” 

“ Well, then, let us resolve to receive ‘ cu Mathewsand now, when shall 
we name the flay ?” 

“Let us wait till the rosuh of the division be known in Parliament. A 
ohangc of Ministers is hinted al, aud if it were to oeeur, you’ll have every 
one liasicuing away to bis comity for the new election; by Saturday we 
shall learn every tbuig, aud that will be timo enough.” 

'■ Ill any case, I had better set olf and sec what can be done t.o put the 
iionse in a lil state to reoeive them.” 

“ Le.ue all that to me. I’ll take Popluiiu, the architect, down with me, 
aiidy )u need never trouble your head about the matter. It’s quite clear 
people u iio accept au invitalioii like the present, must pul up with a hun¬ 
dred small penalties on convenienee. The liberty of .such a house always 
repays whatever is wanting on tlic score of ceremonial aud order, and your 
fine guests, who would perhaps give themselves surs towards the Kemiyfecks 
aud thcii' set—if meeting them elsewhere—will here alfect, at least, a tone 
of good-natured equality, just as in revolutionary times people shake hands 
with their hairdresser.” 

“ But how to amuse or even occupy theml that is a great puzzle to me.” 

“ Leave them perfectly to their own devices. In fun there, should he 
always free-trade. Protection ruins it. But all this is Egyptiiui to you, so 
go to bod and sleep soundly, and leav^e the cares of state to me. 

On me the glory or disgrace, 

The pride of triiiuiiih or the shame of fail."’ 
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"Then I’ll think no more of the matter,” said Cashel; "and so good- 
by.” 

"Now for a twenty-four hours’ sleep,” said Linton, "and then, once 
more, to roll the stone of life, which, by the way, gives the lie to the old 
adage, for unquestionably it docs ‘gather moss’ as we grow older.” 


CHAPTER XVli. 

Confound their politics!— ^Nationai. Anthem. 

Likton was very far from indulging that dreamy inactivity of which he 
spoke. Plans and schemes of various kind.s occupied his thoughts too 
intently to admit of slumber. Indeed, his theory was, that if a man couhi 
not dream of some happy mode of advancing his fortune, sleep was a fearfd 
inroad upon his worldly career. 

He at once hastened home to read his letters and newspapers, and so im¬ 
portant did their intelligence seem, that he only delayed to change his chess 
and eat a hurried breakfast, when he repaired to the Castle, where a few 
minutes previously the Secretary, Mr. Downie Meek, had arrived from his 
lodge in the Park. 

“ Safe once more, Meek,” said he, entering the official chamber, where;, 
immersed in printed returns, petitions, aud remonstrances, sat the busy Se¬ 
cretary. 

“Ah, Linton! you arc the hiett vem. We are to have another heat for 
.the race, though 1 own it scarcely looks promising.” 

“ Particularly as you are going to carry weight,” said Linton, Laughing. 
“It’s true, I suppose, that the Irish party have joined you ?” 

“ There was no help for it,” said the Secretary, with a despondent ges¬ 
ture of the eyebrows; “we had no alternative save accepting the greasy 
voices, or go out. Some deemed the former the better course, but others 
remembered the story of the Brahmin, who engaged to teach the ass to 
speak in ten years, or else forfeit his own head.” 

"And perfectly right,” iutermpted Linton. “The Brahmin had only 
three chances in Lis favour. Now, your King may die too, and you have 
any number of asses to bo got rid of.” 

“ Let us be serious, Tom. What are our prospects at a general election ? 
Are the landed gentry growing afraid of the O’Gorman party, or are they 
still hangiug back, resentful of Peel’s desertion ?” 
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“ They are very conservative—that is, they want to keep their properties, 
and pay the least possible taxation. Be cautious, however, aud you have 
them tJl your own. The Irish party being now with you, begin by some 
marked favour to the Protestant Church. Ilear me out. This vriU alarm 
the Romanists, and cause a kind of split amongst them. Such as have, or 
expect to have place, will stand by you; the others will show fight. You 
have then an opportunity of proclaiming yourselves a strong Protestant 
Cabinet, and the ultras, who hate Peel, will at least aifect to believe you. 
While the country is thus agitated, go to the elections. Your friends, 
amid so many unsettled opinions, cannot be expected to take pledges, or, 
better still, they cannot accept any, subject to various contingencies never 
to arise.” 

“ I am sorely afraid of this splitting up the forces,” said Meek, doubt¬ 
fully. 

“ It’s your true game, depend upon it,” said Linton. “ These Irish 
allies arc unwieldy—^w'hen numerous. I remember once calling on Tom 
Scott, the trainer, one day, and while we went through the stables, I could 
not help remarking the line family of boys he had. ‘Yes, Sir,’ said Tom, 
modestly, ‘they’re good-looking chaps, and smart ones. God Almighty 
keep ’em little. Sir!’ ” 

“ Ah, very true,” sighed Meek ; “God Almighty keep ’em little!” 

“ Then,” resumed Linton, “ you have never played out that golden game 
of Irish legislation, which consists in enacting a law, aud always ruling 
against it. Decide for the Education System, but promote the men who 
oppose it. Condemn the public conduct of certain parties, aud then let 
them figure as Baronets, or Lieutenants of Counties, ui the next Gaxite, 
and to crown all, seek out every now and then some red-hot supporter of 
6ovi.mmcut, and degrade lum from the bench of magistrates for mal- 
adramistnation! This, which in England would seem rather chaotic legis¬ 
lation, will, to Irish intelligeucc, smack like even-handed justice.” 

“ We have a bad press,” said Meek, peevishly. 

“ No matter, it has the less influence. Believe me, it will be an evil day 
for you Downing-street gentlemen when Ireland possesses a really able and 
independent press—^when, avoiding topics of mere irritating tendency, men 
address themselves to the actual wants of the country, exemplifying, as they 
disclose them, the inaptitude and folly of English legislation. Don’t wait 
for that day, Meek, lu all likelihood it is distant enough, but in any case 
don’t hasten its coming by your prayers.” 

“ You mustn’t broach these doctrines out of doors, Tom,” said Meek, in 
a soft, caressing tone; “ there is a horrid cant getting up just now agahist. 
English rule, and in favour of native manufactures.” 
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“ Which be tliey, Meek ? I never hewd of them. Maynooih is the only 
factory I know of in the land, and a brisk trade it has, home and colonial.” 

“ You know as well as any man the benefits we have conferred on this 
country.” 

" Yes, it demands no great tax on memory to repeat them. Yon found 
a starving peasantry of a couple of millions, and being unable or incompetent 
to aid them, you ruined the gentry to keep them company. You saw a 
mangy miserable dog with famine in his flank and death in his eye, aird an¬ 
swering his appeal to your compassion, you cut an inch off his tail and told 
him to eat it.” 

“ You arc too bad, Tom—a great deal too bad. What are you looking 
for?” 

“ Nothing at present,” was the cool rejJy. 

“ What in iwospeelive, then ?” 

“ I should like to bo the Secretary for Ireland, Meek, whenever they 
shelve you among the other unredeemed pledges in that pawn-office, the 
Board of Trade.” 

Meek afl'ected a laugh, but not over snocessfnlly, while to turn th<^ con¬ 
versation, he said, “ ji propos to your friend Cashel, 1 have not been-able to 
show him .any attcut ions, so oenupied have 1 been with one thing and another. 
Let us make a dinner for hun.” 

“ No, no, he doesn’t care for such things. Come and join Ids house- 
wanning on the Shanno)!, that will be far better.” 

“ I mean it, but 1 should like, also, to sec him here. He knows the 
Kilgoffs, doesn’t he ?” 

“ Slightly. By the way, what are you going to do with my Lord ? lie 
wants, like Saneho, to be Governor of an island.” 

“ AYhat an old bore! without brains, fortune, or influenoc.” 

“ He has a very pretty wife. Meek. Don’t you iliink the Foreign Office 
w ould r<:eognise that claim ?” 

“ So they scud him out of tins, I am content. But to return to what w e 
were talking about. Shall we say Friday? or will Saturday suit you? and 
we’ll m.ake up a small party.” 

" 1 fear not. I mean to leave town by the end of the week,” 

“ Not for any time ?” 

“ A few days only, and then I shall be at your orders—meanwhile, leave 
Cashel to himself; he has got some suspicions—^Heaven knows whence or 
how—that his borough influence makes him a very important card just now; 
therefore don’t notice him—stimve him out, and you’ll have him come forth 
with a white flag one of these days. I know him well, and the chances arc, 
that if ho were to attribute any of your civilities to the score of your caleu- 
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laiion respecting his political inlliieiicc, lie -n'oiilil at once become your uiost 
(leicnuincd opponent.” 

" But Lis borough-” 

“ Let him represent it liimself. Meek, and it’s the next best thing to dis- 
francliiseinent.” 

“ lie would not bo likely to accept any advice from us?” asked Meek, 
half limidiy. 

“ To a certainty he would not, although proffered in your own most insi¬ 
nuating manner. Conic, Meek, no nonsense; you must look out for a scat 
for your proh'ye, Clare Jones, elsewhere; though 1 tell you frankly he is not 
worth the trouble.” 

“ I dcoluro you arc all wrong, Linton—quite wrong; 1 was thinking whe- 
Iher from nioi ives of delicacy you vvould not like to press your own claim, 
wliieli fr« might, with so much projiricly.” 

“ 'J’lianks,” said Linton; while a sly twinkle of his eye showed that he did 
not care to (bsgnisc the spirit of mistrust ivith which he heard the speech. 
“Thanks; yu«are loogeiu.rous, and I am too modest, so let us not think more 
of the matter.” 

‘•'IVliat is CasluT.s real fortune?” said Meek, not sorry to turn the con- 
vf rsal ion into .a loss dangerous eh.Hiiuel; “ one hears so many absurd and 
cxtravagimt reports, it is hard to know what to believe.” 

“ Kemiyfcck calls it fourteen thousand a year above aU charges and cost 
of colleotion.” 

“ And your own opinion ?” 

Lilli on shrugged his shoulders carelessly, and said, “ There or thereabouts. 
I fancy that liis ready money has been greatly overrated. Cut why do you 
ask? Yonr people wouldn’t give him a peerage, would they?” 

“ Ivot now, of course,” .said Meek, hesitating. 

“Nor at. any time, 1 tiuist,” said Liiitou, authoritatively. “ The man does 
not know how to heliavc as a plain country gentleman; why iiicreaso his 
cuiharrassmcuts hy making him a Lord ? Besides, you should take care iii 
those new creations who are your peeresses, or one of these days you’ll kavc 
old Krnnyfeck fancy lug that he is a noble himself.” 

“There is no danger to be apprehended-in that quarter ?” asked Meek, 
with some trepidation of manner. 

“ Yea, but there is, though, and very considerable, too. He has been 
living in the house with those girls—clever and shrewd girls, too. He is 
more at his case there than elsewhere. They listen pal iently to his tiresome 
Prairie stories, and are iiidelgont to all his Kttie ‘escapades’—as a ‘Uaii- 
ohero;’ in a word, he is a hero there, and never leaves the threshold without 
losing some of the charms of the iEusion.” 
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“ Aud you saw all this P” 

“Yes.” 

‘‘ And suffered it ?” 

“ Yes. What would you have me do ? Had there been only one girl in 
the case—I might have married her. But it is only in Botany, or the Bay 
of that name, that the English permit polygamy,” 

" I am very sorry to hear this,” said Meek, gravely. 

" I am very sorry to have it to tell. Meek,” said the other. 

“ He might marry so well!” muttered Mock, half in soliloquy. 

“ To be sure he might; and in good hands—I mean in those of a man 
who sees his way in life—cut a very fair figure, loo. But it won’t do to 
appear in London with a second or third-rate woman, w'hosc only recom¬ 
mendation is the prettiness tluit has fasehmted ‘ Castle Balls’ in Dublin.” 

“ Let us talk over this again, Linton,” said Meek, arranging his papers, 
and atfcctiug to be busied. 

“ With all my heart; indeed, it was a subject I intended to speak to you 
about. I have a little theory thereanent myself.” 

“ Have you, indeed ?” said Meek, looking up with animation. 

“ Yes, but it needs your counsel—perha])s something more, 1 should say 
—but another time—good-by, good-by.” Aud without waiting to say or 
hear more, Linton lounged out of the room, Ic.aving the Secretary, thought¬ 
ful aud serious, behind him. 


CHAPTEE XVIII, 

Nor lives the heart so cold and dark 
But in its depths some lingering spark 
Of love is cherished there! 

Thb Outlaw. 

Week Tom Linton parted with Mr. Meek he repaired to the club in 
Kildarc-street to listen to the gossip on the rumoured dissolution of Par¬ 
liament, and pick up what he could of the prevailing tone among the coun- 
tiy gentry. ^ 

His appearance was eagerly hailed by many, who regarded him as gene¬ 
rally well informed on all the changes and turns of party warfare; hut, as he 
professed the most complete ignorance of everything, and seemed to devour 
with greedy curiosity the most common-place annonneements, he was speedily 
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deserted and suffered to pursue his work of inquiry perfectly unmolested. 
Not that indeed there was much to learn; the tone of banter and raillery 
with which, from want of all real political influence, men in Ireland accustom 
themselves to discuss grave questions, concealing their real sentiments, or 
investing them with a ludicrous ejcaggeration, oftentimes foiled even the 
shrewd perception of Tom Linton. 

He did, however, learn so much as showed him that all the ordinary land¬ 
marks of party being lost, men were beginning to feel themselves at liberty 
to adopt any leadership which pleased them, without suffering the stain of 
desertion. They thought themselves betrayed by each of the groat political 
chiefs in turn, and began to fancy that the best course for them in future 
would be to make specific terms for any support they should accord. Sug- 
ge-stions to this end thrown out in all the bantering gaiety of Irish manner 
might mean anything, or nothing, and so Linto# well knew, as he listened 
to them. 

He had taken his place at a whist-table, that he might, while seemingly 
preoccupied, hear what was said around him, and although no error of 
play, nor a single mistake in the game, marked the different direction of 
hi.s attention, he contrived to learn much of the opinion prevalent in certain 
circles. 

" That is the luckiest fellow in Europe,” said one of lus late antagonists; 
“ as usual, he rises the only winner.” 

“ You can scarcely call it luck,” said another; “ he is a first-rate player, 
aud always so cool.” 

Meanwhile, Linton, mounting his horse, rode slowly along the streets till 
he arrived at Bilton’s Hotel, where a handsome britschka w.as standing, whose 
large II p-standing horses and richly-mounted harnessing gave token of London 
rather than of Dublin taste. 

“ Is her Ladyship going out, Halpin ?” said he to the footman. 

*' Her Ladyship ordered the carriage for four precisely, Sir.” 

Linton mused for a second or two, and then asked if Lord Kilgoff were 
at home ? and not waiting for a reply, passed on. 

No sooner, however, had he reached tlio landing-place, and was beyoud 
tlic observation of the servant, than ho halted and appeared to reflect. At 
last, as if having made his resolve, he turned to descend the stairs, when 
the drawing-room door opened and Lord Kilgoff appeared. 

“ The very man I wanted. Linton, come here,” cried he, re-entering the 
room. 

“ I was just on my way to you, my Lord,” said Linton, with well-affected 
eagerness. 
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“ Arc they out, Linton, arc tliey ‘ oat ?’ ” said he, in breathless impa¬ 
tience. 

“ No, my Lord. I’ve seen Meek; they’re safe for the present. A coa¬ 
lition has been formed with O’Morgan luid Ids party, which socores a work¬ 
ing majority of forty-five or fifty.” 

“ This is certain, Linton—may 1 rely upon it ?” 

“ You may, my Lord, with confidence.” 

“ Then 1 suppose the moment is come when my adhesion would be most 
well-timed. It’s a grave question, Tom; cvciytkiug depends on it. If I 
join them and they go out-” 

“ Why your Lordship goes out too, without ever having the satisfaction 
of being ‘ in.’ ” 

“ Not if they gave me the mission to Plorencc, Tom. They never remove 
the smaller legations in any change of i)arties.” 

” But you could not help resigning, my Lord; yon should follow your 
friends,” said Linton, with an assumed air of high principle. 

“Not a bit of it; I’d liold on. I see Jio reason wli.'ilever for such a 
course. 1 have made a rough draft of a letter, which Iliudley should show 
to Peek See here, this is the important passage. I presup]iose that 1 had 
already given Iliudley my rosigmitiou to hand in to Aberdeen, but that yield¬ 
ing to his arguments, who refuses to deliver it, I liave reeonsidm-ed the 
matter. Now, Lsten;—‘You say that my fuucliuus are not of a nature 
to admit any line of jiartisansliip, and that a man of honourable views can 
serve bis country under a Whig or T'ory administration, irre.spective of his 
own preference for one or the other, I feel tills to lie true. 1 know iliat, 
in my own otlicial career, 1 liave always forgotl.en tlic peculiar polilie.-, of my 
masters; but anolher que.'.iou arises,—liow shall 1 be judged by others; for 
while 1 confess to you that 1 entertain for Peel's eaiiaeiiv a respeel 1 have 
never been able to feel for the Whig leaders, yeli family prejudices, eon- 
nesious, a Lvmdrcd minor circiimstances, some purely aeeldeiital, threw mo 
among the ranks of that party, and a sense of cottsisteiiey kept me where 
very probably unbiased judgment had never suffered mo io remain.’ ” 

“ Ama/.ingly good! very well done, indeed!” said Linton, in wliose. dubious 
smile younger eyes than Lord KilgofT’s might have read the most, insolent 
esjjression of contempt; not, indeed, at the hyqiocrisy, but at the poor att ouipt 
to give it colour. “ There could be no thought of removing a man with sucii 
seutiments.” 

“ 1 think not, Linton. It would be a gross and llagrant ease of oficial 
tyranny to do so,—a case for inquiry in the House,—a motion to produce 
the correspondence-” 
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“ Better not, my Lord,” said Linton, dryly; “ tliat is an admirable letter 
addressed to your friend Lord Hindlcy; but in a blue book it won’t read 
so well. Take my advice: bold on if yon can, go if yon must, but don’t ask 
questious, at all events.” 

“ Perhaps you are right, Tom,” said Kilgoff, musing. 

“ Now for another point, my Lord; this visit to .Mr. Cashel-” 

“ I’ve declined it,” said Lord Kilgoff, reddening, and with a look of ex¬ 
treme irritation. “ The note is there sealed on the table, and shall be sent 
within au hour.” 

“ I am not at liberty to ask your reasons, my Lord,” said Linton, gravely 
aiul respectfully, “ but I am certainly free to state my own, why I think you 
ought most positively to go there.” 

“ You may, certainly,” said Lord Kilgoff, rising impatiently, and pacing 
the room; “ I shall not interrupt yon, but 1 shall also pledge myself not 1o 
let them influence me in the slightest degree. My mind is made up, Sir.” 

“ Then I shall s))eak with more freedom,” said Linlon, boldly; “ because, 
having no pretension to change your sentiments, I am merely desirous to 
record my own.” 

Ijord Kilgoff made no reply, but continued liis walk, while Linton rc- 
smued: 

“• Now, I see your impatience, my Imrd, and w'ill not trespass on it. 
Here, in three words, is my case. 'J'lic horongh of Drumkeorau returns a 
member to Parliament; Hchdeu, who represents it, is about to acce])t the 
Huntlreds; Cashel owns the town.” 

“ And if he does, Sii-, what signillcs it to me broke in Lord Kilgoff; 
“ 1 have not the slightest influence ovci' tliat gentleman’s opinions, lie was 
rude enough to give me a very flat contradiction in the only discussion we 
ever Jield together. I venture- to assert, from what J have seen of him, that 
any direction of liis course in Parliament would be totally impossible. He 
is .self vi'ded, obstinate, and opinionated.” 

'■ Granted, my Lord; he is tlie very calibre to run through his own, and 
ruin any oth!y:»«*rm’s fortune.” 

“ Well, Sir, and this is the person whoso services you think it worth my 
while obtaining ?” 

“ I uever said so, my Lord.” 

“ What, didn’t I hear you this moment-” 

“ No, you heard me say that the borough is his, but you never heard 
me toy that he ought to he its member. I'or that honour I had another 
in my eye, one over whom your Lordship’s influence has never yet been 
doubted.” 

“ Whom do you mean ?” - 
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“ Tom Linton, my Lord; a very unwortliy, but a most devoted, partisan 
of your Lordship’s.” 

“ Wliat! Tom,— ymt, in Parliament ?” 

" Even so, my Lord,” said Linton, for once in his life—perhaps, the 
only time—^that a flash of angry meaning colonrcd his calm features. “ I 
am sorry that the notion should so palpably wake your Lordship’s amaze¬ 
ment.” 

“ No—^no—no! I didn’t mean that. I was only surprised. In fact, you 
took me unawares—we were talking of Cashel.” 

“ Preolscly, my Lord; we were discussing the probable career of a person 
so eminently gifted with statesmanlike qualities; then, how could I possibly 
hope for patience when introducing to your notice abilities so humble as my 
oun?” 

“ But is it possible—is tliis practicable, Linton ?” 

“ With your assistance it is certain. The influence of your Lordship’s 
rank would give such weight to your opinions, that if you were only to 
say to him, ‘ Send Lintwi into Parliament as your member,’ the thing is 
done.” 

“ I have my doubts.” 

“ I have none wliatevcr—1 know the man well. lie is dying to conform 
to anything that he supposes to be the discipliuc of his class. Tell him he 
ought, and he never resists.” 

“ 1 had resolved on not paying this visit,” said KilgolT, after a brief pause; 
“ reasons of sufficient weight detcrmhied me.” 

“ Oh, my Lord, pardon the freedom, but I must say that they had need be 
strong reasons to weigh •against all the advantages I can show from the 
opposite course.” 

“ They arc. Sir, very strong reasons, nor do I deem it necessary to advert 
to them again; enough that I esteem them sufficient.” 

“ Of course, my Lord, 1 never dreamed of calling them in question; 
they must needs be cogent arguments which counterpoise the oppo.sile 
scale—a high diplomatic career—a representative Peerage—this there coidd 
be no doubt of.” 

“ How do you mean ?” broke in Kilgofl’, abruptly. 

“Simply that this young man becomes your trump card, if you only 
please to take him up. As yet he has resisted the advances made by 
Downie Meek and his set, because of my watchfulness, but sooner or later 
some party will catch liim, and when one thinks how few men with a lai-ge 
luiencumbered fortune wc possess here, with a great county interest, two 
boroughs, for he owns Knockgarvan as well, the prize is really worth having, 
particularly as it only needs the stretching out the hand to take.” 
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Lord Kilgoff mused and seemed to ponder over the words. He enter¬ 
tained small doubts of his " friend” Linton’s eapaoity; but he had very 
considerable suspicions of his principles, and it is a strange fact that people 
willing to oomniit very gross breaches of fair dealing themselves arc exceed¬ 
ingly scrupulous respecting the fair fame of their associates in iuiquitv, so 
admirably accommodating is a worldly conscience 1 

“ Well, Sir,” said he, at length, “the price—name the price. What are 
we to pay for the article P—that is the question.” 

“I have said, my Lord, it is to be had for asking. Tour Lordship has 
only to take tho tenitory, as our naval men do the chance islands they iiiect 
with in the Southern Pacific. Land and plant you flag— iu/d !" 

“Pmt you have heard me observe already,” said he, in a querulous tone, 
" that I dislike tho prospect of this visit—that in fact it would be exceed¬ 
ingly disagreeable to me.” 

“ Then I have nothing more to say, my Lord,” said Linton, coolly, while 
be took up his bat aud gloves. ” I can only congratulate you on the excel¬ 
lence of your political prospects, wliich can dispense with a strong alliance 
to be had so easily.” 

“Our measures of value arc very dilTorent, Mr. Linton,” said Lord 
KilgolT, proudly. “Still, to prove that this is no caprice on my pait”—*4iere 
he stopped abruptly, while his heightened colour showed the degree of em¬ 
barrassment be laboured under—“ to show you that I have—^in order to 

explain my motives-” Hero he took a cautious glance around the 

room, walked to the door, opened and shut it again, and then drawuig his 
arm within Linton’s, led him towards a wmdow. Por a second or two he 
seemed undecided, and at last, by a groat cifortJ^BP whispered a few words 
in Linton’s ear. 

Had any third party been there to watch the effect of the whispered con¬ 
fidences he might easily have read in the speaking brilliancy of Linton’s 
eyes and in his assured look, that it was of a nature to give him the greatest 
plea.sure. But scarce had his Lord.slup done speaking, when these signs of 
pleasure gave ’E-SJf'iO a cold, almost stem air of morality, and he said, “ But 
surely, my Lord, it were far better to leave her Ladyship to deal with such 
insolent pretension— 

" Hush, not so loud; speak lower. So I should, Linton, but women 
never will see anything in these airs of puppyism. They persist in thinking 
or saying, at least, that they are more modem fashionable manners, and this 
endurance on tboir part gives encouragement. And then, when there 
happens to be some disparity of years—Lady KiJgoff is my junior—the cen¬ 
sorious world seizes on the shadow of a scandal; in fact. Sir, I will not 
consent to afford matter for newspaper asterisks or figurative description.” 

VOL. I. M 
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“ Your Lord&lup never had a better opportunity of giving open, defiance 
to both. These airs of Cashel are, a® yon remark, mere puppyism, assumed 
to get credit foi’ a certain fashionable chwacter for levity. To avoid him 
would be to acknowledge that there was danger in his society. I don’t go 
so far as to say iliat he would assert as much, but , most assuredly the world 
wovJd for him. I think I hear the ready comments on your absence; 
‘ Were not the Ealgoffs expected here ?’ ‘ Oh, they were invited, but Lord 
Silgoff was afraid to venture. Cashel had been paying attentions.’ In a 
word, every species of impertinence that malevolence and envy can fancy 
would be fabricated. Your Lordship knows the world far better than I do; 
and knows, besides, the heavy price a man pays for being the possessor of a 
higli capacit y and a handsome wife; these are two insults that the less for- 
tnnate in life never do, or never can forgive.” 

“Well, what is it you counsel Pi’ 

“To meet these odumnies in the face; small slanders,like weak fires, are 
to be trampled out; to tamper with such, is to fan the flame, which at Iasi 
will scorch you. Besides, to take another view of the matter; her Lady- 
sliip is young, and has been much admired; how will she accept this seclu¬ 
sion ? I don’t speak of the present case; besides, I suppose that this 
country visit would bore her beyond measure. But how will she regard it 
in other instances ? Is it not an implied fear on your Lordship’s part ? you, 
who have really nothing to drejid in competition with any man. 1 only 
know, if I were in your place, how I should actually seize the very oppor¬ 
tunity of openly flouting such calumnious rumour; never was there ai\ 
occasion to do so on cheaper terms. This Koland Cashel is an underbred 
boy.” 

“ There is a great deal in what you say, Linton. But as jealousy is a 
feeling .of which I have never had any exporicnce, 1 was only anxious on 
Lady KilgofTs account, tlial the thoughtless gaiety of a very young and 
handsome woman should not expose her to the sarcastic insinuations of 
an impertinent world. She is gay in maimer—there is an air of lively 
imagination- ” 

“No more than wliat the French call ‘amabilite,’ my Lord, whioh, like 
the.ramcd armour of Milan, is not the less defensive that it is so beautiful 
itt all its details.” 

“ WeB, then. I’ll not send the note,” said Lord Kilgolf, as he took up 
the letter, and tearing it, tlircw the fragments into the fire; “of course, 
Linton, this conversation is strictly confidential ?” 

“ Your Lordship has never found me unworthy of such a tmst” 

“ Never; nor, I must say, would it be for your advantage to become so.” 

Linton bit his lip, and for a second or two seemed burning to make a re- 



BOLAND CASHEL. 163 

joinder, bnt overcomiug tlie temptation, assumed liis careless smile, and 
said, 

“ I leave you, my Lord, greatly gratiQed that chance led me to pay this 
visit. 1 sincerely heliovc, that in the counsels I lave offered, 1 have at 
least been .able to bo of service to you.” 

Lord Kilgoff presented Ids hand in acknowledgment of the speech, but it 
was accorded with an air which seemed to sa}% “ Well, here is a receipt iii 
full for your devotedness.” 

Lint on took it in the sanre spirit, and left the room, as though deeply im- 
prossed with all the honour he enjoyed in such a noble friendship. 

Hastening down the stall's, ho sprang into the saddle of his horse, and 
(suitering up the street, turned towards the rdad which loads to the I’hcenk 
r.ark. It was about 1,he lioiir when the eejuipages were wont to tbrong that 
promenade, but Jjiiitoii did not seem dc.sirous of joining that gay crowd, for 
he took a cross-]>atli Ihroiigh the fields, and after a sliarp ride of half an 
liour, rcaelicd a low paling which skirted the Park on the eastward; here, 
at a suiidl cottage kept by one of the rangers, a little door led in, passing 
through which he found himself in one of the long greeu alleys of that 
beautiful tract. A boy, who seemed to bo ready waiting, uow took Lis 
horse, and Linton entered the wood and (lisapjicared. He did not proceed 
far, lunvovcr, witliiii the shady copse, for after going a short distance he 
porecivod a carriage standing in the law, by the door of ■which a footman 
wailed, with a shawl upon his arm. The coachman, with his whip poled, 
.'^al talking with his fellow-servant, so that Linton saw that the carriage had 
no oc('U])aat. 

He uow hastened along, and speedily emerging at a little grassy opening 

the wood, came in siglit of a lady walking at some (iistanec in front. 
I'lie fasliionablc air and splendid dress, which might have suited the most 
orllilaui orouir nade of a great city, seemed strange in such a lone, unvisiled 
( jiot. Linton lost no time in overtaking her, oidy diminishing his speed as 
lie oamc closer, when, with his hat removed, and in an attitude of the most 
liumblc deference, ho said, 

“ Pray let me stand excused if 1 am somewhat behind my time; the fault 
was uot my own.” 

“■ Oh, say nothing about it,” said a soft, musical voice, and Lady Kilgoll' 
1 urued an easy smile towards him. “ ‘ Qui s’excuse, s’accusc,’ say.s the 
I’reneli proverb, and /never dreamt of the accusation. Is it not a lovely 
day here P” 

Linton was too much piqued to answer at once, but recovering, he said; 
“Without, seeking to apologise for an absence that was not felt, let me 
rctam to the subject. 1 assure your Ladyship that I had been detained by 
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LoM Kilgoff, who was pleased to bestow a more tliiui ordinary share of his 
confidence npon me, and even condescended to ask my counsel.” 

“ How flattering! Which you gaye, I hope, with all the sincerity for 
which you arc famous.” 

Linton tried to smile, but not very suceessMly. 

What then was this wonderful mystery ? Not the representative Peer¬ 
age, I trust; I’m sure I hope that question is at rest for ever.” 

“ You are quite safe there—he never mentioned it.” 

"Oh, then it was liis Diplomatic ambition—ain’t I right? All, 1 knew 
it. How very silly, or how very wicked you must be, Mr. Linton, to 
encourage these day-dreams—you who have not the excuse of hallucina¬ 
tions, who read the book of life as it is written, without fanciful interpre¬ 
tations.” 

“ 1 certainly must disclaim yoiir panegj'rie. I liad one hallucination, if 
so you Icnii it; it was that you wislicd, ardeully vished, for the ]iosiuon 
which a foreign ‘mission’ bestows. A very milural wisli, 1 freely own, in 
one so worfliy in every way to grace and adorn it.” 

“ Well, so [ did sonic time back, but I’ve changed my mind. I don’t 
think I should like ii — I liave been reeonsidering the subject.” 

“And your Ladyship inclines now rat hci t o seclusion and rural pleasures— 
how fortunate that I should have been able to serve your interests there 
idso.” 

“ What do you moan ?” said she, with a stare, while a deep scarlet suffused 
her check. 

" 1 alluded to a country visit which you fancied might be made so agree¬ 
ably, but which liis Lordsliip had the had taste to regard loss favourably.” 

“ Weil, Sir, you did nut presume to give any opinion?” 

“ 1 really did. I lied all the hardihood to brave Lord Kilgoff’s most 
fix( d resolves. You were aware that he declined Mr. Cashul’s invitation?” 

She nodded, and he went on. 

“ Probably, too, knowing the reasons for that refusal ?” 

"No, Sir; the matter was indifferent to me, so 1 never troubled my head 
about it. My Lord said wo shouldn’t go, and I said, ‘ Very well,’ and there 
it ended.” 

Now, although this was spoken with a most admirably feigned indiffer¬ 
ence, Lmton was too shrewd an observer not to penetrate the deception. 

“ I am doubly unlucky this day,” said he, at last, “first to emjiloj all my 
artifices to plan a ministerial success to which you aie actually averse, and 
secondly, to carry a point to which you ai-e indifferent.” 

“Dare 1 ask, if the question bo not an indiscreet one, what peculiar 
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interest Mr. Li&txa cm ii&fe, eitlier in our acceptance or refusal of tUs 
invitation?” 

“ Have I not said that I believed you desired it ?” replied lie, vrith a most' 
meaning look. 

“ Indeed you read iaoUnations most skilfully, only tluf you interpret 
them by anticipation.” 

“Tliis is too much,” said Linton, in a voice whose pa.ssionate earnestness 
showed that all dissimulation was at an end, “ far too much' The genteel 
comedy that we pky before the world, Madam, might be laid aside for a 
few moments here. When I asked for this interview, and you consented to 
give it-” 

“ [t was on tlie express stipulation that you should treat me as you do 
ill soeieiy. Sir,” broke she in—"that there should he no attempt to fall 
back upon an intimacy which can never be resunicJj’ 

“When I promised, I intended to liave kept my word, Laura,” said he, 
m deep dejection; "I believed 1 could have stifled the passion that con¬ 
sumes roc, and talked to yon in the words of sincere, devoted friendshiji, but 
1 cannot. Old memories of once happiness, brought up too vividly by 
seeing you, as I ii.sed to see you, when in many a counfiy walk we 
s.imitered on, dreaming of the time when, mine, by every tie of right, as by 
affection- '' 

“How you requited that affoelioii, Linton!” said she, in a tone whose 
deep leproiich seemed aetuallj ui stun him. Then suddenly ehanging to an 
an ol disdainful .auger, s)ie continued. “Youarc a bold man,Linton. 1 
thorn ;111 it would he loo much ior evi nyoio' hardihood to recur to a theme 
HI lull of liumilialiou for yourself; but I know your theory. Sir: yon IhmL 
llieic IS a kuid of lierolsm iu exaggerated baseness, and that it xs no less 
great to transcend men in crime than in virtue. You dare to speak of an 
alli f I loii tliat you betrayed mxd bartered for money 1” 

‘ 1 luadc you a Peeress, Mad.ain. Wiieii yon were Laura Gardiner, you 
couldn’t have spoken to mo as now you speak.” 

“ If 1 conwtSuu to the vile contract, it was that, when J diseovcreil 
your baseness, any refuge was profer^le to being the wile ol one like you 

“A most complimentary assiuance,aot only to myself, but his Loiihship,” 
said Linton, with an insolent smile. 

“Now, hear mo,” said she, not noticing the taunt, but speaking with a 
\oiee of deep ooUeeted earnestness. “It is in vain to build upon lime or 
perseverance—the allies you trust sO deeply—to renew llio Iu s broken for 
(\er. If 1 had no other higher and more sustaining motni. mv knowledge 
of you wordd be enough to rescue me from this danger J know you well. 
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Linton. You Lave often told me what an enemy you could be. This, at 
least, I believe of all that you have ever sworn ! I have a full faith, too, in 
•your ingenuity and skill: and yet I would rather brave both—ay, both hate 
and craft—than trust to what you call your honour.” 

" You do indeed know me well, Laura,” said Im, in a voice broken and 
faltering, “ or you never had dared to speak, such words to me. There is 
not one breathing could have uttered them and not pay the penalty, save 
yourself. I feel in niy inmost heart how deeply I have wronged you, but 
is not my whole life an atonement for the wrong ? Am I not heartbroken 
and wretched, wit hout a hope or a future ? What greater punisluuent did 
any one ever incur than to live in the daily sight and coutempl.ation of a 
bliss that his own fully or madness have for ever denied him; and yet, io 
that .same suffering do I cling, as the last tie that binds me to e.vjslenee. 
To SCO you in the woiJd, to watch you, to mark the effect your grace and 
beauty are making on all aromid you—bow every fascination calls up its 
tribute of adndration—how with each day some new excellence develops 
itself, till you seem inexhaustible iu aU the trails of graceful womanhood, 
this has been Ibc eberisbed happiness of my life! It was to this end I 
labonred to induce the acoejitauce of that invitation that once more, beneath 
the same roof, 1 should see you for days long. Your own heart must oon- 
fess how 1 have never before the world forgoltcn the distance that sepa¬ 
rates us. There is then no fc.ar that 1 slioidd resign every joy that yet 
remains to mo for .any momentary iudiilgeiiee of speaking to you as my 
heart, feels. No, no, Laura, you have nothing to dread cither from my hate 
or inv love.” 

“ To whaf end, then, was it that yon asked me to meet you here to¬ 
day ?■’ said she, iu a voice in which a touch of compassionate sorrow was 
blended. 

“ Siivijily to cutreat, that if I should succeed in persuading his Lor<l- 
ship to accept this visit, you would throw no obstacle in the way on your 
side.” 

•• And if .1 consent, shall 1 have no cause to rue my compliance ?” 

“ So far as depends on me, none, on my honour!” 

It had bceu better for Linton’s cause that he bad omitted the last words, 
at least, as Laura turned away her head, a curl of insolent meaning was on 
her li[i, but. she did not speak, and they now walked along, side by side, in 
silence. 

“ You will go then ?” said he, at last, in a low whisper. 

“ Y'es,” .said she, faintly. 

Linton stole a glance at. her unpcrceived, and suddenly the sparkle of his 
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eyes and the elation of his whok expression showed tlie transport of jdea- 
sure he experienced. 

“ Now for one word of caution,” said Linton, as drawing closer to her t 
side he assumed the tone of sincere friendship. “ Lord Kilgoff has just re¬ 
vealed to me, in deep confidence, tliat he has been much olTeiided by cerf.ain 
attentions shown to you by tins Mr. Cashel, and which were of so marked a 
nature that he was almost determined never to admit his intimacy in future. 
Had his Lordship known you as well as I do, he might have spared himself 
this anxiety. I believe such savage excellence as his has few attractions for 
yon, nor, save the admiration that all must yield you, lias the youth taste or 
feeling to appreciate your excellence. However, ‘luy Lord’ is jealous; let 
it be your care, by knowledge of the fact, not to inenr anything to sustain 
the suspicion.” 

“ How very absurd all this'is. Do you know that Mr. Cashel did not con¬ 
descend to pay me the poor compliment of a special invitation to his house, 
but asked my Lord to come, and hoped I would accompany liini ; just as 
people invite their humbler acquaintances, hopuig that only half the request 
may be accorded.” 

“ He is underbred oven to barbarism,” said Linton. 

" He seems a most good-natured creature, and full of generosity.” 

“ Ovcrwoalth lias sometimes that air. When the glass is brimful, none but 
ihe steadiest Laud can carry, without spilling, tlic wine.” 

“ Ho does not appear even to make the ell'ort. They tell me he has 
squandered some thousands dready, niakii^ presents to every one who vrill 
accept them.” 

“ He gave me this cane',” said Linton, superciliously, e.xliibiting a little 
riding-cane, which he had takeu himself out of Cashel’s band, and was of no 
value whatever. “ Not any great evidence of exaggerated generosity,” said 
lie. •' As to his house, however, I trust its honours may bo weU done; he 
has given me earU blanche, and I must only try and not disgrace my prero¬ 
gative.” 

“ Ilow veryme it is—nearly seven,” said Lady Kilgoff, looking at licr 
watch. 

“ Shall I see your Ladyship to your carriage f” said Linton. 

“ I think not,” said she, blushing slighUy; “ as I left it unaccompanied, 
so I shall return to it. Good-by.” 

She held out her hand as she spoke, but slightly averted her head, so that 
Linton could not mark the expression of her features. As it was, he pressed 
the gloved fingers to his lips, but, when doing so, contrived (o unclasp her 
bracelet, a singularly rich one, and a present from Lord Kilgolf on the day 
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of her marriage. This he let fall noiselessly on tlie grass, and murmured, 
in a low, sad voice, “ Good-by.” 

Lady K.flgofF, hastily wrappiiig her shawl about her, left the spot. Linton 
w'atched her till he had seen her seated in the carriage, and continued to 
gaze after it, as it drove rapidly away, and so intently occupied by his 
thoughts, that he did not notice the approach of a horseman, who came up 
at a walking pace behind him. 

“Eh, Tom I” cried out Lord Charles Frobisher, “this is flying at high 
game!” 

“ You arc mistaken, Charley,” said he, in some confusion. “Tliis ‘meet¬ 
ing under the greenwood-tree’ was nothing loss than a love affair.” 

“ 01), hang your morality, Mr. Joseph; it’s rather good fun to see the 
‘ insolent beauty* of the season capitulating.” 

“ Wrong again,” said Linton, affecting a lattgh. “ Evertou is iU a scrape, 
and his wife wants me to get him out of the way-” 

“ Nonsense, man, I saw the carriage; there is no need of mystifying here. 
Besides, it’s no affair of mine—I’m sui'c I wish it wore! But come, what 
are the odds on Hitchley’s colt—arc seven to two taken?” 

“ Don’t bet,” said Linton, knowingly; “ there is something ‘ wrong’ in 
that stable, and I hav’n’t found out the secret.” 

“What a deep fellow you arc, Tom.” 

" Nothing of the kind, Charley. If I were, you’d never have discovered 
it. Tour only deep fellow is he that the world deems shallow—your light¬ 
hearted, rattling knave, whose imputed thoughtlessness covers every breach 
of faith, and makes his veriest schemes seem purely accident. Bui., mice 
gel the repute of being a clever or a smart fellow, and success is tenfold 
more difficult. The world, then, only plays with you as oue docs with a 
sharper, belting small stakes, and keeping a steady eye on Ibc cards. Your 
own sleepy eye, Charley, your languid, careless look, are a hotter provision 
than most men give their younger children.” 

Lord Cliailes lifted liis long eyelashes lazily, and, for a second, something 
like a sparkle lit up his cold, dark eye, but it was gone in a moment, and 
liis habitually lethargic expression once more returned. “You heard that 
wc were nearly ‘ out,’ I suppose ?” said he, after a pause. 

“ Yes. This is the second time that I bought Dowuie Meek’s carriage- 
horses on the rumour of a change of administration.” 

“ And sold them back again at double the price, when he found that the 
ministry were safe!” 

■ “ To be sure; wasn’t it a ‘good Ledge’ for him to be Sccrciary for Ire¬ 

land at the cost of a hundred or so ?” 
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"You’ll get the name of spreading the false intelUgcnoe, Tom, if you 
always profit so much by it.” 

“ With all my heart. I wish sincerely some good-natured fellow would' 
lay to my char^ a little roguery that I had no share in. I have eipcrieuced 
all manner and shades of sensations, but injured iunoocncc, that would really 
be new to me.” 

“ Well,” sighed Lord Charles, with a yawn, " I suppose we have only a 
short time before us here. The end of the session will scarcely see us in 
office.” 

“About that: by keeping all hands at the pumps we may float the ship 
into harbour, but no more.” 

"And what’s to become of us ?” said the Aide-de-camp, with a deep de¬ 
pression in his accent. 

“The usual lot of a crew paid off,” cried Linton, laughing; “look out 
for a new craft in commission, and go to sea again. As for you, Chaiicy, 
you can either marry something in the printed-calico line, with a hundred 
and fifty thousand, or, if you prefer it, exchange into a light cavalry corps 
at Suntanterabuud.” 

" And you P” said Lord Charles, with something almost of sternness. 

“IP Oh, as for me, I Lave many alternatives. I can remain a Whig, 
and demand office from the Tories—a claim Peel has never resisted. I can 
turn Jicpcaler, and be pensioned hy something in the Colonies. 1 can be a 
waiter on Providence, »and live on all parties by turns. In fact, Charley, 
tlicrc never was a bettor age for your ‘adventurer’ than tills year of our 
Lord 18—. All the geography of party has been erased, and it is open to 
every man to lay down new territorial limits.” 

“ But for any case of tbe kind you should have a scat in rarliaraeut.” 

“ So I mean it, my boy. I intend to represent-I’m sure I forget the 

name r>f my constituency—in the next assemblage, of the collective wisdom.” 

“ How do you manage the qualification P” said the Aide-de-camp, slyly. 

“ The man wjfl gives the borough, must take care of that; it’s no affair 
of mine,” said Linton, carelessly. “ I only supply the politics.” 

“ And what arc they to be ?” 

“ Cela dijicnd. Yon might as well ask me what dress I’ll wear in the 
changeable climate of an Irish July.” 

“ Then you’ll take no pledges ?” 

To be sure 1 will; every one asked of me. I only stipulate to accom¬ 
pany each with a crotchet of my own, so that, like the geutlcmau who 
emptied his snuff-box over tlie peas, I’E leave the dish uneatable by any 
but myself.” - 
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"Well, good-by, Tont” said Lord Ciarles, laughing. “If you only be 
as loyal in love as you promise lo be in pob'tics, our fair Mend is scared^ 
fortunate.” And so saying, he cantered slowly away. 

" Poor fellow f” said Linton, contemptuonsly, “your little bit of principle 
liaunts you like a sr^rstitioa.” And with this reflection, be stepped out 
briskly to where the boy was standing with his hoi-se. 

“ Oh, Mr. Lintc®, darlin’, only sixpence 1 and I here this two hours ?” 
taid the ragged urchin, with a cunning leer, half roguery, half shame. 

“And where could you have earned sisponoe, you scoundrel, in tliai 
time ?” cried Linton, affecting angrar. 

“ Faix, I’d have earned half-a-ctown if I’d got up on the beast and rode 
down to Bilton’s,” said the fellow, grinnii^. 

“ You’d have had your skull cracked with this cane the next time I met 
yon for your pains,” said the other, really enraged, while he chucked a 
shilling at him. 

“ Success to your honour—all’s right,” Said the boy. And touebing his 
cap. be soanipcred off into the wood, and disappeared. 

" You shall have a sea voyage, my frieud,” said Linton, looking after him; 
“ a younggentlom;ui with such powers of observation would have a fine open¬ 
ing in our colonics.” And away he rode towards town, his brain revolving 
many a complex scheme and lucky stratagem, but still with ready smile 
acknowledging each salutation of bis friends, and conveying the impression 
of being one whose easy nature w'as unruffled by a caiip. 


CHAPTEB XIX, 

Of “sweet fifteen” no mortal e'er afraid is, 

Tour real “ man-traps” are old maiden ladies. 

Thb Lkoaov. 

It was late of lhat same afternoon ere Cashel awoke. Mr. Phillis had 
/ir/ce adventured into the room on tiptoe, and as stealthily retired, and 
was now, for the third time, about to retreat, when iiolaud called him 
back. 

“Beg pardon. Sir; bul Mrs. Kennyfeok’s footman has been here twice 
for the answer to this note.” 

“ Let me sec it,” said Cashel, taking a highly-perfumed epistle, whose 
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tinted paper, seal, and sapeiaoription were all in the perfection of epis- 
tolaiy ooqnetiy. 

"Deab Ma. Cashel,— Mamina desires me to convey her reproaches for 
your shocking forgetfulness of, yesterday, when, after promising to dine 
here, you never appeared. She will, however, not only forgive the past, 
but be grateful for the present, if you wall come to us to-day at' seven. 

"Believe me, very truly yours, 

" Olivia Kennttece.” 

Simple and common-place as the words were, Cashel read them over 
more ^an once. 

I know not if any of my male .readers can corroborate me, hnt I have 
always thought there is some mysterious attraction in even the most every¬ 
day epistle of a young and pretty woman. The commonest social forms 
assume a different meaning, and wc read the four letters which spell" dear” 
in any acceptation very remote from what they inspire when written by 
one’s law agent; and then, the concluding “yours truly,” or “faithfully 
yours,” or better again, “ ever yours,” what suggestive little words they 
are! how insinuating in their portraiture of a tie, which possibly might, but 
does not, actually bind the parties. 

If my readers concur not in these sympathies, 1 have great satisfaction 
in saying that Boland Cashel did. He not only sat gazing at the few lines, 
but he looked so long at them as to half believe tliat the first word was a 
superlative; then, suddenly rousing hbnself, he asked the hour. It was 
already past sk. He had only time, then, for a verbal “ With pleasure,” 
and to dress for dinner. 

It iteemed like a reproach on his late mode of living, the pEe of unopened 
letters, which in imposing mass Mr. Phillis had arrayed on his master’s 
dressing-table. They contained specimens of everything epistolary wliich 
fads to the lot of those favoured chEdren of fortune who, having “ much to 
give/’ are grevrtavourites with the world. There were dear little pressing 
invitations signed by the lady of the house, and indited in all the cah'graphy 
of the governess. There were begging letters from clergymen ■with large 
families, men who gave so " many hostages to fortune,” that they actually 
mined themselves in their own “ rceognisances.” Flatteries, which, if not 
written on tinted paper, might have made it blush to beat them, mixed up 
with tradesmen’s assurances of fidelity and pmichiality, and bashful apolo¬ 
gies for the indelicacy of any allusion to money. 

Oh, it is a very sweet world this of ours, and amiable withal! save that 
the angeEo smEe it bestows on one part of the creation has a sorry counter- 
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part in the sardonic grin with vrhich it regards the otlier. Our friend 
Cashel was in the former category, and he tossed orer the letters carelessly, 
rarely breaking a seal, and, even then, satisfied with a mere glance at the 
eontents, or the name of the writer, when he suddenly caught sight of a 
large square-shaped epistle, marked " Sea letter.” It was in a hand he well 
knew, that of his old comrade Enrique, and burning with ausiety to hear 
of liim, he threw himself into a chair, and broke the seal. 

The very first words which met his eye shocked him. 

“ St. Kitt’s, Jamaica. 

“ Ay, Roland, even so. St. Kitt’s, Jamaica 1 heavily ironed in a cell at 
the top of a strong tower over the sea, with an armed sentry at my door, I 
write this! a prisoner fettered and chained, I, that could not brook the 
very orders of dwcipline! Well, well, it is only cowardice to repine. Truth 
is, amigo, I’ve had no luck since you left ns. It was doubtless yours that 
sustained me so long, and when you withdrew from the firm, 1 became 
baukmpt, and jef, this is pretty much wliut wc used once, in juerry mood, 
to predict for each other, ‘the loop and tho leap.’ 

“ How shall 1 tell you so briefly ae neither to weary you to read, nor 
myself to write it, my last sad misfortune. I say the last, because the bad 
luck took a run against me. first, I lost cverytiiing 1 possessed at play— 
tbc very pistols you scut me, I staked and lost. Worse still, Roland—and 
faith I don’t think 1 could make the confession, if a few hours, or a few 
days more, were not to hide my shame in a felon’s grave—I played the 
jewels you sent licrc. for MarilaHa. She refused them with words of bitter¬ 
ness and luiger. J’arlly from the irritated feeling of the moment, partly 
from the curse of a gambler’s spirit—tbc hope to weary out the malice of 
fortune—1 threw them on the Monte-table. Of course I lost. Itwalsoon 
after this Barculonctta was laid in ruin by a shock of carthqaak<s the 
greatest ever experienced here. The ‘Quadro’ is a mere mass of chaotic 
rubbish. The ‘ Puerta Mayor,’ with all its statues, is cngulphcd, and an 
arm of the sea now washes up and over the beautiful gardens where the 
Governor gave Lis fete. The Villa, too, rent from roof to basement, is a 
ruin; vast yawning gulfs inierseot the parterres everywhere; the fountains 
arc dried up; the trees blasted by lightning; and a red-brown surface of 
ashes strewn over the beauteous turf where we used to stroll by moonlight. 
The old tree that sheltered our Monte-table stands uninjured, as if in 
mockery over our disasters!. MaritaHa’s hammock was slung beneath the 
branches, and there she lay, oardess of—nay, I could almost say, if the 
words did not seem too strange for truth, actually pleased by—the dreadful 
event. I went to take leave of her; it was the last night wc w'ere to spend 
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on skore. I little knew it was to be fke last time wo should ever meet. 
Pedro passed the night among the mins of the Villa, endearouring to 
recover papers and valuables amid that disastrous mass. Geizheimcr was 
always with him, and as Noronja and the rest soon fell off to sleep, wearied 
by a day of great fatigue, I sat alone beside her hammock till day was 
breaking. Oh, would that night could have lasted for years, so sweetly 
tranquil were the starlit hours, so calm and yet so full of hopeful promise. 
Wliat brilliant pictures of ambition did she, that young, untaught girl, 
present to my eyes—^how teach me to long for a cause whoso rewards were 
higher, and greater, and nobler Ilian, the prizes of this wayward life. I would 
have spoken of my affection, my deep-felt, long-cherished love, but, wilh a 
half-scornful laugh, she stopped me, saying, ‘ Is this leafy shade so like a 
fair lady’s boudoir that you can persuade yourself to trifle thus, or is your 
own position so dazzling that you deem the offer to share it a flattery P’ ” 

“ I’m afraid. Sir,” said Mr. Phillis, here obtruding his head into the 
room, “ that you’ll be very late. It is already more than half-past seven 
o’cbek.” 

“ So it is!” exclaimed Cashel, starting up, wliOc he muttered something 
not exceedingly complimentaty to his host’s engagement. “ la the carriage 
ready ?” And without staying to hear the reply, hurried down stairs, the 
open letter still in his hand. 

Scarcely scaled in the carriage, Cashel resumed the reading of the letter. 
Eager to trace the circumstances which led to his friend’s c.aptivily, lie 
hastily ran his eyes over the lines till he came to the following: “There 
could be no doubt of it. 'The Emeralda, our noble frigate, was not in the 
service of the Republic, but by some infamous treaty between Pedro and 
Naroebez, the minister, was permitted to carry the flag of Columbia. Wc 
were slavers, buccaneers, pirates—not sailors of a state. Wlieu, therefore, 
the Rritish war-brig Scorpion sent a gun across oiur bows, with an order to 
He to, and we replied by showing our main-deck ports open, and our long 
eighteens alij*rsiy, the challcugo could not be mistaken. We were near 
enough to Imar the chceriug, and it seemed, too, they hoard ours: we 
wanted but you, Roland, among us tp have made our excitement madness!” 

The carriage drew up at Kcnnyfeck’s door as Cashel had read thus far, 
and in a state of mind bordering on fever he entered the ball and passed 
up the stairs. The clock struck eight as he presented himself in ilio draw¬ 
ing-room, where the family were assembled, the number increased by two 
strangers, who were introduced to Roland as Mrs. Kennyfcck’s sister, Miss 
O’Hara, an elderly maiden lady, with, a light brown wig; and a raw-boned, 
mucli-frccklcd young man, Peter O’Gorman, her nephew. 

Nothing could be more cordial than the reception of the Kennyfeoks; 
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they affected not to think that it was so late, vowed that the dock was too 
fast, were certain that Mr. Cashd’s watch was right; in fact, his presence 
was a receipt, in faU for all the anxieties of delay, and so they made him 
feel it. 

Then? was a little quizaing of Eoteadi as they seated tlxemselvcs at table, 
over his forgetfulness of the day heforo, but so good-humouredly as not to 
occasion, even to himself, the slightest embarrassment. 

" At breakfast at the barrack!” repeated Miss Kennyfeck after him. 
“ What a formidable affair, if it always lasts twenty-four hours.” 

' “ What do you mean ? How do you know that ?” asked llolaud, half in 
shame, half in surprise, at this knowledge of his movements. 

" Not to speak of the brilliant conversation, hciglilened by all the excite¬ 
ment of wit, champagne, and hazard—dreadful competitors with such tire¬ 
some society as ours,” said Olivia. 

“ Never mind them, Mr. Cashel,” broke in Miss O’Hara, in a mellifl.uoas 
Doric; “ ’tis jealous they arc, because you liked the officers better than 
themselves.” 

A must energetic dissent was entered by Cashel to this supposition, who 
nevertheless felt gratefnl for the advocacy of the old lady. 

“AVhenlwas in the Cape Coast ITencibles,” broke in Peter, with an 
accent that would have induced one to believe Africa was on the Shannon, 
“ wc used to sit up aU night,—^it was so hot in the day; hut wc always 
*«alled it breakfast, for you see-” 

“And when are we to visit your pictures, Mr. Cashel?” said Mrs. 
Kennyfeck, whose efforts to suppress Peter were not merely vocal, as that 
injured individual’s shms might attest. 

“ That depends entirely on you. Madam,” said Roland, bowing. “ I have 
only to say, the earlier the more agreeable to me.” 

“ He has such a heautifid collection,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, taming to 
her .sister. 

“ 1 uileed, thou, I delight in pictures,” said “ Aunt Fanny,” as her nieces 
called her. “ 1 went the other day to Mount Bennett, to see a portrait 
painted by Rousseau.” 

“ By Rubens, I suppose you mean. Aunt,” iateiqioscd Miss Kennyfeck, 
tartly. 

“ So it may ho, my dear, I never know the names right; but it was a 
dark old mau, with a hairy cap and along grey beard, as like Father Morris 
Hcffonian as ever it could stare.” 

“ Is your new Carlo Dolce so very like Olivia?” interposed Mrs. Ken- 
nyfeek, who was sadly hampered by her country relatives and their remi- 
niscenoos. 
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“ So very like, Madam, that I beg yoa to accept it as a portmit,” lepliafjl 
liolaud. 


“ Upon my word, then, yeung gentleman, you’re not so fond of a pretty 
face as you might Be,” broke in Aunt Fanny, “ or you wouldn’t he so ready 
to give it away.” A very hearty laugh, at the old lady’s eccentricity relieved 
.Cashel from all necessity of explanation. 

“ The old masters are so good,” said Mrs. Eeanyfeek; “ I delight in their 


line vigorous touch.” 

“ Why don’t they put more clothes on their figures,” said Aunt Fanny; 

even a warm climate is no excuse for the way the creatures went about.” 

“ If you saw them in Hiokweretiokanookee,” said Fetor, “ King John 
never wore anything but a cooked-hat and a pair of short black gaiters the 
missionary gave him for learning the Lord’s Fraycr.” 

“ I hear that Lady Janet said Cary would be an excellent study for Helen 
M'Gregor,” said Mrs. Kennyfock. “ It was scarcely civil, however.” 

“It was more—downright rude,” said Cashel, reddening; “but Miss 
Keunyfeck can afford to pay the penalty beauty always yields to its oppo¬ 


site.” 


“ There, my dear, that’s a compliment,” said Aunt Fanny, “ and don’t be 
dis))leascd. I say, darling, didn’t be say a while ago you were like some¬ 
body at Carlow ?” 

“ A Curio Dolce, Aunt,” broke in both sisters, laughing; and so the 
dinner proceeded amid common-places, relieved occasionally from their 
flatness by the absurdities of Aunt Fanny, who seemed as good-naturedly 
jiroof against ridicule as she lyas likely to evoke it. 

Peter was the first to rise from table, as he was anxious to go to “ the 
plaj,” and the ladies soon retired to the drawing-room, Mrs. Kennyfeck 
slyly whispering, as she passed behind Eoland’s chair, an entreaty that he 
would not long delay in following them. Cashel’s anxiety to close his 
fxHe-a-Utt arose from another cause—his burning anxiety to finish Enrique’s 
letter; while ^ie.inyfecfc himself seemed beatuig about, uncertain how to 
open subjects he desired to have discussed. After a long pause, he said: 

“I was speaking to PcpystcU yesterday, and he is of opinion that there 
is no use in preserving any part of the old structure at Tubbormorc—the 
great difficulty of adapting a new character of architecture to the old would 
not repay the cost.” 

Cashel nodded a careless assent, and, after a pause, Keunyfeck resumed: 

“ It might be of some convenience at present, however, to let the build¬ 
ing stand as it is. A residence of one kind or other you will want, par¬ 
ticularly as the elections are approaching.” 

Another nod in silence wa;, all the reply. 
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> “ Pcpjstell’a estimate is large—don’t you think so ?” 

He nodded again. 

"Nearly seventy thousand pounds! And tliat does not include the gate 
tower, which seems a point for after consideration.” 

“ I remember,” muttered Cashel, in a voice that implied anything rather 
than a mind attentive to the subject before it. 

“ Now, it would be as well,” said Mr. Kennyfcck, drawing a long breath, 
and as it were preparing himself for a great effort, “to put a little order 
into our affairs. Your first year or two will be cosily ones—building ex¬ 
penses, equipage, horses, furniture, election charges. Much of your capital 
is vested in foreign securities, which it woidd be injurious to sell at this 
moment. Don’t you think ’’—here he changed his voice to an almost insinu¬ 
ating soft)u;ss—“ don’t you think thal. by devoting a certain portion of your 
income—say a third, or one-half, perhaps—for the present, to meet these 

charges-” lie paused, for he saw from Cashel’s occupied look that he 

was not attending to his words. 

“Well—continue,” said Roland, affecting lo wait for his conclusion. 

“1 wiis about to ask, Sir,” said Kennyfcck, boldly, “what sum would 
you deem .sutlicieut for your yearly cx))euditurc ?” 

“ What is the amount of my income ?” asked Cfishel, bluntly. 

“ In good years, something above sixteen thousaud pounds; in bad ones, 
somewhat less than twelve.” 

“Well, thcn--you have Ihc scale of my expenditure at once.” 

“ Not your wliolc income ?” exclaimed Kennyfcck, astonished. 

“Even so. I sec no earthly reason for V'crdiug. I do not find that 
squandering money is any very high enjoyment; I am certain scraping and 
saving it would afford me .still lc.ss plciisurc.” 

“But there are always casualties demauding uxlraordinary expense—a 
contested election, for histance.” 

“ I'll not try it—I don’t intend lo cuter I’arllameut.’’ 

“ When you marry-” 

“ I’orlmps 1 shall not do that cither.” 

“Well, sums lost at play—the turf has pressed on many a strong 
pocket.” 

“ I’liiy has no fascination for me, I can give it up—I may almost say I 
have done so.” 

“Not without paying a heavy penally, however,” said Kenuyfeck, whose 
animation showed tijul he hml at last approached iho territory he was so 
long in search of. 

“ How do you mean said Cashel, hlusliing deeply, as he began to fe.ar 
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tli.it, by iiomo accident his secret visit to the money-lender had reached 
Keimyfeck’s cars. 

“ Your drafts on Latrobc, Sir, whose account I have received to-d,iy, arc 
very licavy.” 

“ Oh, is that all?” said Cashel, carelessly. 

“ All! all 1” rcjicatcd Kemiyfcck; then, suddenly correcting himself, he 
.iddud, “1 am almost certain. Sir, that your generous habits have, over¬ 
mastered your prudence. Are you aware of having drawn fifty thousand 
pounds ?” 

“No, I really was not,” replied Cashel, smiling more’at the attorney’s 
look of eonsternatiou than anything else. “ 1. fancied about half as much. 
Piny tell me some of the items. No, no, not from book ; that looks loo 
formal—just from memory.” 

“ Well, there are horses without mmiber—one bought with all his eu- 
gagcnients for the Oaks, w'hich amount to a forfeiture of four thousand 
pounds.” 

’■ I remember that—a piece of Linton’s blundering; but he lost more 
he.ivily himself, poor fellow, our steed Lau/.kuccht having turned out a 
dead failure.” 

“ Then there is something about a viUa at Cowes, wliieb I am certain you 
never saw.” 

“No; but I have a drawing of it somcwliorc—a pretty thing under a 
clilf, with a beautiful bay of deep water, and good imcliorage. Linton 
knows all about it.” 

“ Twelve thousand pounds is a large sum to give without ever seeing the 
pnrcliase.” 

'■ So it is—^bul go on.” 

“J eaniiot remember one-batf; but there is plate and jewels; sums ad¬ 
vanced .'or building; subscriptions to everything and everybody; a heavy 
amount transmitted to the Havaunah.” 

“ Very trueiJ-S&d that reminds me of a letter which I received at. the 
very moment I was leaving home. Il.ive I your leave to finish the reading? 
If is from an old and valued comrade.” 

“Of coui'se—don’t think of me for an instant,” said Keiinyfcek, scarcely 
ablc to repress an open acknowledgment of his amazement at the eoolueM 
which could turn from so interesting a topic to the, donhtlc.s.s eommuu- 
placc, narrative of some hfcxicau sailor. 

Cashel was, meanwhile, searching every pocket for the Idler, which he 
well rcmcnihered, after reading in the carriage, to have crnslum in his band 
as he ascended the stairs. “I have dropped this letter,” said he, in a voice 
of great agitation. “ May 1 ask if your servants have lotuid it ?” 

von. I. N 
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Thc bell was mng, and tUe buSer $i oaee utiemgated. He had seen 
notliiug, neither had the fijotautt,* ®eyboth remembered, however, (liat 
Mr. I'hillia had accompanied his master to €ie foot of the stairs to receive 
some directions, and then left him to return with the caniap;e. 

“ So, Ihon, PhBUs most have found it,” said Cashel, rising' hastily j and, 
without a word of apobgy or erfcuBc, he bade Ms host a hnrried good even¬ 
ing, imd left ihe room. 

“ Wotft yon have the carriage ? Will you not stay fot a cup of tea?" 
cried Mr. Kejas&fedk, hastening after hun. But the hall-door hod already 
banged hedvily whind him, aud he was gone. When Cashel reached his 
house, it wai to eudare woreased amudy, for Mr. Phillis had gone out, 
and, UIec a iruc gentleman’s gentleman, none of Ihe other servants kae'w 
anything of his hanats, or when he would return. Leaving Cashel, them, to 
the tortuics of a suspense which his fervid nature made almost intolerable, 
we shall return for a brief space to the house he had just runt ted, and tt 
the drawing-room, where, in momentaiy cxpeetatiuu of Ins . |)ii(..iiauce, the 
ladies sal, maintaining that species of “staccato” eonvcisalioii whieli e.ui 
afford interruption witli least iueonvcniciiee. It is our duly to add, that v. i 
bring tlie leader baek here less with any direct object le' to what is actually 
going foiwaid, than to make him bettei acfpiainWd with tlio new arrival. 

Miss O’Hara been t|ic mere (luict, easy-going, simplc*-mmded eldeilj 
maiden slie seemed t o Cashel’s eyes, the step on our part had not bei ii 
needed, she might, like tome other chaiacters of our tale, have liccn 
suffered to glide by, as ghosts orsiagi snjieinumeiarics do, unquestioned aud 
undetained, but she jiossessed qualities ol a kind to demand somcwli.al 
more considcialion. Auut Ifauuj, to give her the title by which she we-, 
best known, was, in reality, a person ol tin keenest uisight into otheis— 
reading people at sight, and endowed with a ipecies of intuitive perception 
of ail the possible motives which Jcail to any action. Itosiding totally in 
small town in the west of Ireland, she rarely visited the capital, and was 
nnw, iufaot, brought up “spociu]”hy her sister, ivlrs, Kcuuyitck, whi 
dished to have her advice and emmsil on the jiiospect of securing Cashil 
for one or other of hci daughters. It w.is so iai a wise step, that in such a 
conjnnctme no li^her opinion could have liecn obtauii d 
*• It was like getting a urn ale hiul liom the Chanuclloi about a cau c iii 
equity.” I'lni was Mr. Kennyfeok’s own illustration 
Aunt P.miiv was then there in the guise of a Hoinctic Letectivo, to 
wateli pioi ceilings and leport on them—a fiuielieii wlieli simpMcs the duo 
CQuduet ot a ease, he it in love or law, beyond any thing. 

•‘liow agreeable youi papa must be tins cveiuug, my dear,” said Mi,. 
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'Kenuyfcck, as with a glance at the clock on the mautclpi^ she recognised 
I hat it was near ten. 

“ I’m sure he is deep in one of his inteminablc law arguments, which 
always makes Mr. Cashel so sleepy aird so stupid, that he never recovers for 
the rest of the evening.” 

“He ought to lind the drawing-room all the pleasanter for the contrast,” 
remarked Miss O’llara, drily. “ 1 like to see young men—mind me well, 
young nieu, it doesn’t do with old ones—thorouglily bored before they come 
among the. ladies. The sudden change to the tea, and the wax-lights, and 
the bright eyes, are trying stimulfints. Let them, however, he wliai they 
cal) ‘idea'-ant’ below stairs, and they arc sure to come u)i duslied ami 
excited, well satisllcd with the host's claret, and only anxious to order the 
earnage. What a clock is it nowF’ 

“ A quarter past ten. Aunt.” 

“Too late; full three-quarters too l.de,” ejaculated she, with the tone 
of an oracle. "There is nothiug your father could have lo say should have 
detained him till now. Play that little Mexican thing again, my dear; 
.ind, Livyq love, leave the door a little open; don’t you find the heat of 
this room inlolerabh T’ 


Till \iiinig ladle.-, obeyed, .Old nu'.’uiwhile AunI Panny, drawing her chair 
i'lo.->er lo her sisler’.e, said, in a low tone : 

“ Well, explain llie matur more ch arly. Did he give her llie diamonds?” 

“Mo; that is the straiigcsl of all,” responded Mrs. Kounyfeck. “He 
just told Leonard to send them home, and we never heard more about 
Ihcm.” 

Aunt Paiiny shook her head. 

“ion know, he asked Olivia, as they were going down stairs, what she 
tlioiiglil of ihem, and she rejilied, ‘Q'hey’re beautiful,’” 

‘ lio' did she say d, tbougb; was it like a mere casual remark, or did she 
make it will, feeling?” 

“ U ith feeling,” tehiied Mrs. Keiuiyfcek, pursmg up her Ups. 

‘ Well?” / 

" Well 1 he ju-1 said, ‘ I’ll take tlum,’ and there was an end of it.” 

Auiil h’aniiy si emed to relleot, and, aftqf some lime, said : 

“ Now, as to the horse, when did ho m^c her a present of that ?” 

“ It was to OaroUuc he gave the horse; sure ] told you already.” 

“ Very true, so you did: a bad feattirc of tlio case, loo ! She oiiglit to Jiave 
di eiiiied it somehow.” 

“ ho she would,” broke in Mrs. Kennyfeok; “hut, von pcrcuive, it was 
very doublliil, at the time, winch of the girls he prefcrrid.” 
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“ And you tell me this Mr. Linton Las such iuflnencc over him.” 

“ The most absolute. It is only a few weeks since they became acquainted, 
ami now they arc inseparable.” 

“What is he like—Linton himself?” 

Mrs. Kennyfeck gave a most significant signal, by closing up her lips, and 
slowly nodding her head—a ge-stiire that seemed well understood. 

“ Idoes Kenuyfeek know nothing of his affairs—has he no private history 
of the man, which might be usefid to us?” 

“Don’t think of that, my dear,” rejoined Mrs. Kennyfeck, knowingly; 
“ but here they eoine at last .” This was said with rcfereuoe to the sound 
of footsteps on the stairs, which gradtiully a[)proached, and at last Mr. Kcn- 
nyfeel; made his appearam.’c in the drawing-room. 

“ tVliere is Air. Cashel—is he gone ?” asked Mrs. Kennyfeck, in an accent 
of (iiiusiud an.viety. 

“lie went away ahore an hour ago. He wauled to see a letter, or to 
write one, or to look for one lu' liad lost—1 forget which.” 

“ I’m certain you do!” observed Airs. Kennyfeck, with au expression of 
uiuMpuioiad conl.ompt. “ 1 am perfectly eerfain \n- need not look to you for 
cilhci' information or assisliauee.” 

i’oor Mr, Kcmiyfeek was diiiribfouiidercd. Tlu' very words were, riddlc.s 
to him, and lie t.unieJ to each person about him in silent entreaty for expla¬ 
nation - hut none came. 

“ tVhat had you hee.n (touversing about ?” asked Auut Tamiy, in that en- 
eouragbig tone lawyers sometimes use to draw out a roluetaiit or ha.shfui 
witness, 

“Of his money affaii's, Aliss O'Hara; ami 1 am grieved to say that tlie 
subject liad .so little iiileresl for him, tlial he .started up and left me on .sud¬ 
denly remembering somelhlng a,bou( a hhter.” 

“ Which something you have totally forgotten,” l emarkcd Airs. Kciiiiy- 
feek, tartly. 

“ .\iid \el it would be ;i most imiiorlaiit fact for ms,” obsen’cd Auut 
Fanny, with judicial solemnity ; " a letter, whether to read or to write, of 
such pressing necessity, imjdies muoh.” 

“Come, Livy, dear,” said A14s Kennyfeck, rising from the ))iw)ofoiie, 
and addressing her sisicr, who sat reading on the sofa, “my canzonettc and 
yiiiir beautiful attitude are so much sweetness thrown away. He’s gone 
wilhoul even a thought of either! There, there, don’t look so iunoccutly 
vacant—you nmlerstmid me ]>erfectly.” 

A very gcidle smile wtus all the younger sister’s reply as she left the 
room. 

“Depend npou it, my dear,” said Aliss O’llara to Mrs. Kennyfeck, “that 
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young man had made some unhappy connexion, that’s the secret of this 
letter, and when they get into a scrape of the kind it puts marriage out of 
their heads altogether. It was the same with Captain Morris”—here she 
whispered stiU lower, the only audible words being, “ without my ever sus¬ 
pecting—one evening—a low creature—never set eyes uiion- ah, man, 
mail!” And w'ith this exclamation aloud, Aimt I'aiiny took her euiidlc and 
retired. 

About a minute after, however, she re-entered ihe drawing-room, and ad¬ 
vancing close to her sister, said, with all the solcmnily of deep thought; 

“ Peter is no good in this ease, my dear; send him home at once. That 
man iiull ‘blaze’ for the asking.” And with a nod of’immense sigiiilicance 
she finally withdrew. 


ClIAPTEIl XX. 

Arcades ambo—Blackguards botli! 

In the window of a very pretty coil age-room overlooking thcLiifey, and 
that romantic drive sowi:ll known to Dnljliuers us the “low road” toLiieaii, 
sat Tom Linton. lie was enjoying a cigar and a glass of weak iiegiis, as a 
man may enjoy such luxuries scaled in llie easiest of chairs, looking out 
upon one of the sweetest of woodland landscapes, and feeling the while tliat 
the whole was “ liis own.” If conscientious scruples had hecii any jiart of 
that c mtleman’s life philosophy, he might have suffered some misgivings, 
seeing thai the cottage itself, its furniture, the plate, the very horses in the 
st^le and the grooms about it, had been won at the hazard-talile, and from 
one whose beggary ended in suicide. But Linton did not dwell on sueli 
things, and if they did for an in.staut cross his mind, he dismisssd llumi at 
once with a contemptuous }iity for tlic man who could not build up a for¬ 
tune by the arts with which lie had lost one. He had not begun the world 
himself with much principle, and all his experiences went to prove th;d oven 
less would suffice, and that for the purposes of the station In; oceu]iie<l, and 
the society he frequented, it was, only necessary that ho should not trans¬ 
gress in his dealings with men of a certain rank and eoudifioii; so that 
while every transaction with people of class and fashion should be strictly 
on “the square,” he was at perfect liberty to practise any number of sharp 
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things with all btenoath them. It was the old axiom of knight-errantry 
adapted to our own century, wliitdi made every weapon fair used against the 
plebeian! 

SVom a pleasant reverie over some late successes and some future ones in 
anticipation, he was aroused by a gentle tap at the door. 

“ Come in,” said he; “I think I guess who it is—-Phillis, eh ?” 

“ Yes, Sir, you’re quite correct,” said that individual, advancing from the 
misty twilight of the room,, which was only partly lighted by a single 
alabaster lamp. ^ “ I thought I’d -find you at home. Sir, and I knew this 
letter might interest you. He dropped it when going up the stairs at 
Kennyfeck’s, and could scarcely have read it through.” 

“ Sit down, George—sit down, man—what will you take? I see you’ve 
had a fast drive; if that was your car I beard ou (be road, your pace was 
tremendous. What shall it be—claret—sherry—braudy-and-water?” 

“ If you please, Sir, sherry. 1 have lost all palate for Bordeaux since I 
came to Mr. Cashel. We got abominable wine from Cullan.” 

“ So I remarked myself; but this must be looked to. Come, try that; 
it’s some of Gordon’s, and he would not simd a bad bottle to me.” 

“ I’m very certain of tiiat, Sir. It is cxceUcut.” 

“ Now then for the epistle.” So saying, he bglitcd a taper and prepared 
to read. “ Jamaica—oh, a shipmate’s letter.” 

“ A curious one, too. Sir, as you’ll say when you read it.” 

Linton, without reply, began to rejid, nor did ho break silence till lie 
linisbed, when, laying down the paper, bo said, “ And this very fellow who 
writes Uiis he actually spoke of inviting to Ireland—to stay some Lime at 
bis house—to be introduced, in fact, to his acquainiauccs as a personal 
friend.” 

“ It’s very sad, Sir,” sighed Philbs. , “ i have long boon of opinion that 
1 must leave him. The appointments, it is true, are good, perquisites, too, 
very handsome—but the future, Mr. LIulou*-what a future it will be !” 

“ It need not be a very near one, at all events,” said Linton, smiliug; 
“you’ve read this?” 

“ Just threw an eye over it. Sir!” 

“Well, you see that your excellent master has been little better than a 
pirate or a slaver.” 

“"Very shocking, indeed^ Sir!” 

“ Of course this must not get abroad, George.” 

“ It would ruin me utterly. Sir.” 

“ To be sure it would. No nobleman, nor any gentleman of rank or 
fashion, could thhik of engaging your services after such an appointment. 
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Ilaiipily, George, you may not require such, if you only mind your hits. 
Tour master can afford to make your fortuuo, and never know himself (he 
jjoorer. Come, how go on iiiatters latterly at No. 60?” 

“ Pretty much as usual, Sir; two diimcu-parties last week,” 

“ I know all about them, though I affected to bo engaged and didn’t dine 
there. What I ^vaat is, to hear of these Kcmiyfecks—do they come mudi 
af^erhim?” 

“Only once. Sir, when they came to sec the house and stopped to 
iuaeheou.” 

“ Well, was he particular in his attentions to cither of the daughters ?” 

“Very attentive, indeed, Sir, to the younger. She dropped her hand- 
hercliief k. the gallery, and ran back for it, and so did he. Sir.” 

• ‘ You followed, of course ?” 

“ 1 did. Sir, and she was blushing very much as 1 came in, and 1 heard 
her say something about ‘ forgiving him,’ and then, they left the room.” 

“And what of Kenny feck, has lie had any conversations with him ou 
business ?” 

“None, Sir; 1 have strictly followed your orders, and never admitted 
him.” 

“ Lord Charles Frobisher was a large winner t’other night ?” said Linton, 
attcr a pause. 

“ Yes, Sir, so I heard them say at supper, and Mr. Cashel llrst gave him 
a cheque aud then changed his mind, and 1 saw him handover a heavy sum 
in notes.” 

“ Indeed!” muttered Linton to himself; “ and my worthy friend Charley 
did not confess tliis to me. — Have you taken care that the people don’t 
send in their bills aud accounts, a.s I mentioned?” 

“ Yes, Sir; with few exceptions, nothing of the kind comes.” 

“Wiiat brought that Mr. Glare Jones so frequently of late?” 

“ITe came twice in Mr. Dowuie Mock’s carriage, Sir, but sat all tbe while 
ouisidc, while Mr. Meek was with my master; the third day, however, he 
was sent for to come in, and spent nearly an hour in the study.” 

“ Well, what took place ?” 

“ I could only hear part of the conversation, Sir, as I feared I might be 
sent for. The subject Was a seat in Parliament, which Mr. Cashel owns, 
and. that Mr. Meek is desirous of procuring for Jones.” 

“Ha! ha! my little Judas! is tliatyour game? Cto on, George,this 
interests me.” 

I have little more to tell. Sir, for Mr, Meek always speaks so low, and 
my master scarcely said anything.” 
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“ And Jones ?” 

“ lie merely remarked on the identity of his political principles with those 
of the present Government.” 

“ Of course; the fellow began as a Eadical, and then turned Tory, and 
now is a Whig. Blue and yellow when mixed always make green. But 
how did it end ?” 

“ As wcE as I could perceive, Sir, without any promise. My master was 
to deliberate and scud his answer.” 

“ Let neither have access to him tiU you hear from me again—^mark that.” 

“ You shall be obeyed, Sir.” 

“Did Lord KilgoffcallF” 

“ Twice, Sir; but my master was out. I followed your directions, how¬ 
ever, and said tliat licr Ladyship was with him, and ho seemed much pro¬ 
voked at not fluding him at home.” 

“ Well, how did he take it— did be make any remark ?” 

“ A half smile. Sir; nothing more.” 

“ But said nothing P” 

“ Not a w'ord, Sir.” 

Linton arose and walked the room in deep meditation; at last he said, 

" You had better let him have those letters we held back the last two 
days, to-day. He’ll not, think deeply over his losses on the Derby wbile 
dwelling on this missing let ter.” 

“ I don’t suspect bis losses. Sir, will cause much uneasiness on any 
score; money uocupics vciy little of his thoughts.” 

“ True; but hero the s\im is a very heavy one. 1 made the bonk myself, 
!Uid stood to win thirty tb'.asaiid pounds; but, no matter, it can’t be helped 
now—bolt,or luck another time. Now, another point. It strikes mo of 
late, that be seems bored somewliat by the kind of life be is leading,_and 
that these carouses at the messes arc hccoming just as distasteful to him as 
the heavy diiiuer-irartics wit.h the Dean and the rest of them. Is that your 
opinion P” 

“ I’erfectly, Sir. lie even said as much to me t’other evening, when he 
came back from a late supper, lie is always wishing for the yacht to 
come over—speaks every now and then of taking a run over to Loudon and 
Paris—in fact, Sir, lie is bored here. . There is no disguising it.” 

“ I feared as much, George; I suspected, many a day ago, he would not 
belong .satisfied with the provincial boards. But this must not be; once 
away from Dublin, he is lost to ms for ever. I know, and so do you know, 
the bands be would fall into in town. Better let him get back to bis old 
prairie haunts, for a while, than that.” 

“Not so very unlikely, Sir. He sits poring over maps and charts for 
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hours together, and scaius the new coast survey like arnan bent on exploring 
the scenes for himself. It is hard to say wliat is best to do with him.” 

“I’ll tell you what he must not bo permitted to do with himself: he 
must not leave Ireland—^lie must not marry—he inusl, not cuter Parliament 
—and, for the moment, to employ his thonghis and banish eumd, we’ll got 
up the house-warming at Tuhbcrmorc. I mean to set off thither to¬ 
morrow.” 

“Without Mr. Cashel, Sir?” 

“ Of course; bo it your care that matters arc well looked to in ray 
absence, and as Kcnnyfeck’s house is safer than the barracks, ho may dine 
there as often as he pleases. Keep a w'atch on Jones—not that I think he’ll 
be very dangerous; see after Lord Charles, whether he may try to profit 
by my absence; and, above all, write me a bulletin each day.” 

Mr. Phillis promised a strict obedience to orders, and rose to retire, 
pleading the necessity of his being at home when his master returned. 

“What of this letter, Sir?” Shall I contrive to place it in his pocket, 
and discover it as he is undressing ? lie never suspects anything or any¬ 
body.” 

“No, George, I’D keep it; it may turn out tiscful to ns one of these 
days, tlicre’s no knowing when or how. I’m curious, too, to sec how he 
will act with reference to it—^wjicthor he will venture on any eonlidcncc to¬ 
wards me. I suspect not; ho never idludcs to his hygoncs. Tlic only 
terror his mind is capable of would .seem the fear of fashionable contomiif. 
If be ever lose this, he’s lost to us for ever.” This was said rather in 
soliloquy lliau addressed to Pliillis, who did not appear to catch tlie me:m- 
iiig of the remark. “ You’ll leave this nolo on his table, and take care he 
sees it. It is to remind him of an appointment here to-morrow with lloare, 
the,money-lender, at eleven o’clock, pimetiially.” 

i’hiUis took the note, and after a very respectful leave-taking, withdrew. 

“Yes,” said Linton, musing, as he leaned agiiinst the window, “:dl goes 
fairly so far. Mr. Phillis may live to sec himself once more a Mcrolnint- 
Tailor in Chcapside, and Tom Linton, under the buoklcr of his M.P.'; defy 
duns aud bums, and he again a denizen of the only city worth living in.” 

He then reseated himself in an easy-chair, and prepared to con over the 
letter, to which he had only given a passing attention. The uan'ativc of 
Enrique, fuU of exciting details and hair-breadth ’scajres, was, however, far 
less an object of interest to Linton than the consideration how far a eliarac- 
tcr like this might be made use of for the purpose of threat and intimidation 
over Cashel. 

His reflections ran somowliat thus: The day may come,—^Is, perhaps, even 
now nigh,—when Cashel shall reject my influence and ascendancy. There 
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never has been anything which could even counterfeit friendship iwlweeu 
us—close intimacy has been idl. To maintain that hold over him so neces¬ 
sary to my fortunes, I must be in a position to menace. Koland, himselt 
has opened the way to this by his own reserve. The very concealment he 
has practised implies fear;—otherwise, why, in all the openness of onr 
familiar intercourse, never have mentioned Enrique’s name; still more, , 
never once alluded to this MaritaBa? It is clear enough with what-shame 
he looks back on the past. Let iniuo be the task to increase that feeling, 
and build up the fear of the world’s ridicule, till he shall be the slave of 
every whisper tliat syllables his name! The higher his path in society, the 
greater the depth to wliich disclosures may consign him; and what dis¬ 
closures so certainly ruinous as to connect him with the lawless marauders 
of the Spanish Mahi—the slaver and the pirate ? His dear friend, a felon, 
taken in open fight by a British cruiser! MaritaBa, too, may servo us; her 
name as mistress—or, if need be, as wife—wiU effectually oppose any ma¬ 
trimonial speculations here. So far, this letter has been a rare piece of 
fortune! 

For some moments he walked the room with excited and animated looks, 
the alternating slmdes of pleasure and its opposite flitting rapidly across his 
strong features. At last he broke out in words: “Ay, Cashel, I am as 
suddenly enriched ns yourself,—hut with a different heritage. Yours was 
Gold. Mine, llevenge! And there arc many to whom I could pay the old 
debt liome. Tlierc’s Eorstcr, with his story of Ascot, and Ms hlaok-ball at 
Graham’s!—a double debt, with years of heavy interest upon it. Thercts 
Howard, too, that closed bis Imok at Tattcrsall’s, after tearing out the leaf 
that had my name! Eroliishcr lumself daring his petty insolence at every 
turn 1—Ml these cry for acquittance, and shall have it. There are few men 
of my own slaudii^, that with moneyed means at my command, 1 could not 
ruin! And, ungMlant as the boast may be, sonic fair ladies, too 1 How T 
liave longed for the day, how 1 have schemed and plotted for it 1 and now 
it comes almost unlocked for. 

“ Another month or two of this wasteful extravagance, and Cashel will 
be deeply, seriously embarrassed. Kenuyfeck will suggest retrenchment and 
economy; that shall be met with an insidious doubt of the good man’s 
honesty. And how easy to impeach it! The schemes of his wife and 
daughter will aid'the accusation. Koland shall, meanwhile, Icai-n the dls- 
' oomfort of being ‘ hard up.’ The importunity—nay, the insolence—of duns 
shall assail him at every post and every hour. From this there is but one bold, 
short step—and take it he must—^make me Ms agent. That done, all tlic 
rest is easy. Embarrassment and injurious reports will soon drive him from 
the country, and from an estate he shall never revisit as his own! So far 
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—^the first act of the drama. The second discovers Tom Linton the ornier 
of Tubhormore, and the host of Lord and Lady Kiigofl', who have conde¬ 
scendingly agreed to pass the Easter recess with him. Mr. Linton has made 
a very splendid maiden speech, which, however, puszles the Ministers and 
the 'hum, and, if ho were not a man perfectly indifferent to place, would 
expose him to the imputation of courting it. 

“And Laura all this wliilc!” said ho, in a voice whose accents trembled 
with intense feeling, “ can she forgive the past f Will old memories revive 
old affections, or will they rot into hatred? Well,” cried ho, sternly, 
“wliichever umy they turn, I’m prepared.” 

There was a tone of triumphant meaning in his'last words that seemed 
to thrill through his frame, and ils ho throw himself hack upon a seat, and 
gazed out upon the starry sky, his features wore the look of proud and 
insolent defiance. “So is it,” said he, after a pause; “onemust be alone 
—friendless, and alone—hi life, to dare the world so fearlessly.” He filled 
a goblet of sherry, and, as he drank it off, cried, “ Courage! Tom Linton 
against ‘ the field!’ ” 


CHAPTER XXL 

Ktomal Mondship let ua swear, 

In fraud at least—“ nous scrons frtos.” 

Rosert Macaibe. 

Caeiei. passed a night of feverish anxiety. Bnriqnc’s uncertain fate was 
never out oi his thoughts; and if for a moment ho dropped off to sleep, he 
immediately awoke with a sudden start,—some fancied cry for help,—some 
hcarl-uttored appeal to liim for assistance breaking in upon his weary 
slumlicr. 

How ardently did be wish for some one friend to whom he might confide 
Ids difficulty, and from whom receive advice and counsel. Linton’s shrewd¬ 
ness and knowledge of life pointed him out as the fittest; hut how to 
reveal to his fashionable friend the secrets of that buccaneering life he had 
himself so lately quitted f How expose himself to the dreaded depreciation 
a “fine gentleman” might visit on a career passed amid slavers and pirates ? 
A month or two previous, he could not have understood such scruples; bnf 
already the frivolities and excesses of daily habit had thrown an air of 
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savago rudeness over the memory of his Western existence, and he had not 
the courage to brave the commouts it might suggest. To this false shame 
had Linton brought him, acting on a naturally sensitive nature, by those 
insidious and imperceptible counsels which represent the world—meaning, 
thereby, tliat portion of it who are in the. purple and fine linou category— 
as the last appeal in all cases, not alone of a man’s breeding and pretensions,* 
but of his honour and independence. 

It was not without many a severe struggle, and many a heartfelt re¬ 
pining, Cashel felt himscK surrender the free action of his natural inde- 
jKindence tb the potty and formal restrictions of a code like this. But there 
was an innate dread of notoriety, a sensitive shrinking from remark, that 
made )iim actually timid abont transgressing whatever he was told to he an 
ordinance of fashion. To dress in a particular way—^to frequent certain 
places—to be blown to certain people—to go ont at certain hours—and so 
on, were bcoojn( 5 ,lo his mind as the actual requirements of his station, and 
often did lie regret the hour when ho had parted with his untrammelled 
freedom to live a life of routine and monotony. 

Shrinking, then, from any confidence in Linton, he next thought of 
Keunyfcck; and, allhougli not placing a high value on his skill ami cor¬ 
rectness in such a dilficully, ho resolved, at all liazards, to consult him on 
the. course to be followed. lie had been often told how gladly Government 
favours the possessor of fortune and influence. Now, thought he, is the 
time to test the problem. “All of mine is at their service, if they but 
liberate my poor conirado.” 

So saying to himself, ho had just reached the hall, when the sound of 
wheels a])proacho(l the door. A carrii^o drew up, and Linton, followed by 
Mr. Iloarc, the money-lender, dcsccnde<l. 

“Oh, 1 hml entirely forgotten this affair,” cried Cashel, as ho met them; 
“ can we not fix another day ?” 

“ Imjiossiblc, Sir; I leave town to-night.” 

“ Another hoar to-day, then ?” said Cashel, impatiently. 

“ Tlii.s will he very difficult, Sir. I have some very pressing engnge- 
mcut.s, all of which were formed subject to your convenience in this 
business.” 

“ But while you are discussing the postponement, you could finish the 
whole affair,” cried Linton, drawing his arm within Cashel’s, and leading 
him along towards the library. “By .love! it does give a man a sublime 
idea of wealth, to be sure,” said he, laughing, "to see the cool indifference 
with which you can propose to defer an interview that brings you some 
fifteen thousand pounds. As for me. I’d make the Viceroy himself play 
* ante-chamber,’ if little Hoarc paid me a visit.” 
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"Well, be it so; only let us despalcb,” said Cashel,| “for I am anxious 
to catch Kennyfeok before he goes down to Court.” 

“ PU not detain you many minutes. Sir,” said Hoarc, drawing forth a 
very capacious black leather pocket-book and opening it on the table. 
“ There arj the bills, drawn as agreed upon—at three and six mouths— 
here is a statement of the charges for interest, commission, and——” 

“ I am quite satisfied it is all right,” said Cashel, pusliing the papiar 
carelessly from him. “1 have borrowed money ouee or twice in ray life, 
and always thought anything libcnd which did not exceed cent, per cent.” 

“ Wo are content with much less. Sir, as you will perceive,” said Hoare, 
smiling. “ Six per cent, interest, one-half commission-” 

“Yes, yes—it Ls all perfectly correct,” broke in Cashel. “I sign my 
name here—and here ?” 

“ And here, also. Sir. There is also a policy of insurance on your life.” 

“ What does that mean ?” 

“ Oh, a iLsual kind of security in these cases,” said Lin^n; " because if 
you u'crc to die before the bills can\c due-” 

“ I sec it all—whatever you please,” said Cashel, taking up Ids hat and 
gloves. “ Kow, will you pardon me for taking a very abrupt leave ?” 

“ You are forgetting a very material point. Sir,” said Hoarc; “ this is 
an order on Trend and Bcggan for the money.” 

“ Very true. The fact is, gentlemen, my head is none of the clearest 
to-day. Good-by—good-by.” 

"Ten to one all that haste is to keep some appointment with one of 
Kennyfeek’s daughters,” said Hoare, as he shook the sand over the freshly- 
signed bills, when the heavy bang of the haU-door aimouuccd Cashel’s 
departure. 

" I fancy not,” said Linton, musing; “ I believe I can guess the 
secret.' 

" What am I to do with those, Mr. Linton ?” said the other, not heed¬ 
ing the last observation, as he took two pieces of paper from the pocket of 
his hook. 

" What arc they ?” said Linton, stretching at full length on a sofa. 

“ Two bills, with the endorsement of Thomas Linton.” 

“Then arc two ton-shilling stamps spoiled and good for nothing,” re¬ 
plied Linton, “which, without that respectable signature, might have 
helped to ruin somebody worth ruining.” 

" One will be due on Saturday, the twelfth. The other-” 

“ Don’t trouble yourself about tlie dates, Hoare. I’ll renew as often as 
you please—I’E do anything but pay.” 



190 EOIiAlSD CASHEL. 

“ Come, Sir, I’ll maie a generous propositiou: I liave made a good morn¬ 
ing’s work. You shall haTO them both for a Inuidred.” 

“ Tlianks for the liberality,” said Linton, laughing. “ You bought them 
for fifty.” 

“ I kuow that Tery well; but remember, you wore a rery deprejfated stock 
at that time. Now, you are at a premium. 1 hear you have been a consi¬ 
derable winner fcom our friend here.” 

“ Then you are misinformed. I have won less than the others—far less 
than I mi^i have done. The fact is, Hoarc, 1 have been playing, a back 
game—wbat jockeys call, holding ihy stride.” 

“Well, take care you don’t wait too long,” said Hoarc, sontentiously. 

“ How do you mean?” said Linton, sitting up, and showing more anima¬ 
tion than he had exhibited before. 

“ You have your secret—I have mine,” replied Hoare, duly, as he replaced 
the bills in his pocket-book, and clasped it. 

“ What if wo Ixchange prisoners, Hoare P” 

" It would bo like most of your compacts, Mr. Linton, all the odds in your 
own favour.” 

“I doubt whether any man makes such compacts wiih yoti,” replied 
Linton; “but why higgle this way? ‘ Remember,’ as J?e.atham says, ‘ that 
wo could hang one another;’ and there is an ugly adage about what happens 
—whcBi people such as you and I ‘ fall out.’ ” 

“ So there is; and, strange enough, I was just thbkiiig of it. Come, 
what is your secret ?” 

“ Read that,” said Linton, placing Enrique’s hdter in his hand, while he 
sat down, directly in front, to watch the effect it might produce. 

Jioarc read slowly and attentively; sonic passages he rc-rcad three or 
four times; and then, laying down the letter, he seemed to leficct on its 
contents. 

“You scarcely thought wluvt b'nd of company our friend used to keoj,> 
formerly ?” asked Linton, sneeringly. 

“ 1 knew all about that tolerably weU. I was rather puzzling myself a 
little about this Pedro Rica; that same trick of eaptwing the slavers, and 
then scEing the slaves, is worthy of one I could mention, not to speak of the 
double treachery of informing against his comrades, and sending the EngUsli 
frigate after them.” 

“ A deep baud be must be,” remarked Linton, coolly. 

“ A very deq) one; but what is Cashel likely to do here ?” 

“NoUiing; he lias no clue whatever to the business; the letter itself he 
liad not time to read through, when he dropped it, and-” 
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“I understand—perfectly. This .iccoimts for his agitation. Well, I 
must say, my secret is the better of the two, mid, as usual, you liave made a 
good bargain.” 

“ Not tetter t han yottr moniing’s work here, lloaro;—confess that.” 

“Ah, there will not be many more such harvests to reap,” said he, 
sighing. 

“ IIow so P his fortune is scarcely breached, as yet.” 

“ He spends money fast,” said Hoaro, gravely; “ even now, see what 
sums he has squandered—tliink of the presents he has lavished—diamonds 
—horses-” 

“ As to the Kennyfcck affair, it was better than getting into a matrimonial 
scrape, which I fancy I have rescued him from.” 

“ Oh no, nothing of the kind. Pirate as he is, he wouldn’t venture on 
that.” 

“ Why so—what do yon mean?” 

“ Simply, that he is married ah’eady; at least, that species of betrothal 
which goes for marriage in his free and easy country.” 

“ Married!” exclaimed Linton, in utter amazement; “ and he never even 
tiinted in the must distant manner to this.” 

" And yet the obligation is sufficiently binding, according to Columbian 
law, to give lii,s widow the benefit of all property he might die possessed of 
in that Republic.” 

“ And he know.s this himself ?” 

“ So well, that he has already proposed a very large sum as forfeit to 
break the coutracl.” 

“ And thi.s has been refused ?” 

“ Yes. The girl’s father has thought it better to follow your own plan, 
and make ‘ a waiting race,’ well knowing, that if Cashel does not return to 
claim iiei' as his wife—or that, which is not improbable, she may marry more 
advantageously—he will always be ready to pay the forfeit.” 

“ May I learn Ids name ?” 

“No!” 

“ Nor bis daughter’s ?—the Christian name, I mean.” 

“ To what end? It would be a mere idle curiosity, for 1 should exact 
a pledge of your never divulging it.” 

“ Of course,” said Linton, carelessly. “ It was, as you say, a mere idle 
wish. Was this a love affair, then, for it has a most commercial air ?” ■ 

“ I really don’t know that; I fancy that they were both very young, and 
very ignonuit of what they were pledging, and just as indifferent to the con¬ 
sequences.” 
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“ She was handsome, this-” 

“ Maritaiia is beautiful, they say,” said Hoare, who inadvertently let 
slip the name he had refused to divulge. 

■ Linton’s quick ear caught it at once, but as rapidly affected not to notice 
it, as he said, 

" But I really do not see as yet how this affects what we were just speak¬ 
ing of?” 

“ It will do so, however—and ere long. These people, who were im¬ 
mensely rich some time back, are now, by one of the convulsions so frequent 
in those countries, reduced to absolute poverty. They will, doubtless, 
follow Cashel here, and seek a fulfilment of his contract. I need not tell 
you, Mr. Linton, what must ensue on such a demand. It would be hard 
to say whether acceptance or refusal would bo worse. In a word, the 
father-in-law is a man of such a character, there is only one thing- would 
be more ruinous than liis enmity,tend that is, any alliance with liim. Let 
him but arrive in this countrj', and every gentleman of station and class 
win fall back from Cashel’s intimacy; and even those—I’ll not mention 
names,” said he, smiling—“ who could gloss over some of their prejudices 
with gold-leaf, will soon discover that a shrewder eye than Cashel’s will be 
on them, and that all attempts to profit by his easiness of temper imd reck¬ 
less nature, will be mot by one who has never yet been foiled in a game of 
artiQcc and deceit.” 

“ Then 1 perceive we have a very short tether,” said Linton, gravely; 
“ when may this worthy gentlemjui be looked for ?” 

“At any moment. I believe early in spring, however, will be the time.” 

“ Well, that gives us a few months; during which I must contrive to get 

in for this borough of Dcrraheeny-^Bul hark 1 is that a caniage at tlie 

door ?—-yes, by Jove! I'he Kcnnyfccks. I remember, he had asked them 
to-day to come and see his pictures. I say, Hoaro, step out by the back 
way—wc must not be caught together here. I’ll make my escape after¬ 
wards.” 

Already the thundering knock of the footman resounded through the 
house, and Hoare, not losing a moment, left the library, aird hastened 
tlnough the garden at the rear of tho house; while Linton, seizing some 
writing materials, hurried up-stairs, and established hunself in a small 
boudoir off one of llie drawing-rooms, carefully letting dow-n the Venetians 
as ho entered, and leaving the chamber but half lighted; this done, ho drew 
a screen in front of him, and waited patiently. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Ignored the schools of France and Spain, 

And of the Hetherland.s not surer, 

He knew not Cnyp from Clando Lorraine, 

Nor Dow from Albert Durer. 

Beix’s Images. 

ScATicuLT had the Kennyfecks’ carnage driven from the door when the 
stalel\ cquip.ige of the MaoParlincs drew up, w'hicli was soon after followed 
by the very small pony phaeton of Mrs. Leicester Wliitc, that lady herself 
driving, and having for her companion a large high-shouldered, spectacled 
gentleman, whose glances, at once inquiring and critical, pronounced liim 
as one of he,r numerous proteges in art, science, or letters. 

This visit to the “Cashel Gallery,” as she somewhat grandiloquently 
designated the collection, had been a thing of her own planning; first, be¬ 
cause Mrs. White was an adept in that skilful diplomacy wliich so happily 
makes plans for pleasure at other people’s houses—aud oh, what numbers 
there arc I—delightful, charming people as the world calls them! whose 
gift goes no further than this, that they keep a registry of their friends’ 
accommodation, and know to a nicety the season to dine here, to sup there, 
to pic-nie at one place, and to “ spend the day”—horrible expression of a 
more horrible fact—at another. But Mrs. White had also another object 
in view on the present occasion, which was, to introduce her companion, 
Mr. Elias Uowle, to her Dublin acquaintance. 

Mr. Elias llowle was one of a peculiar class, which this age, so fertile in 
inventions, has engendered, a jmblishor’s raan-of-aU-work, ready for every¬ 
thing, from statistics to satire, and equally prepared to expound prophecy, 
or write squibs for “ Punch.” 

Not that lodgings were not inhabited in Grub-street before our day, but 
that it remained for the glory of this century to see that numerous horde of 
Tourist authors held in leash by fashionable booksellers, aud eveiy now 
aud then let slip over some country, to which plague, pestilence, or famine, , 
had given a newer and more terrible interest. In this novel walk of litera¬ 
ture Mr. llowle was one of the chief proficients; he was the creator of that 
new school of travel whieh, writing expressly for London readers, refers 
everything to the standard of “town;” and whether it be a trait of Ice¬ 
landic life, or some remnant of old world existence in the far East, all must 
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be brought for trial to the bar of “ Seven Dials,” or stand to plead in the 
dock of Pall-mall or Piccadilly. Whatever errors or misconceptions he 
might fall into respecting his subjects, he made none regarding his readers. 
He knew them by heart—their leanings, their weakness, and their pre¬ 
judices ; and how })leasautly could he flatter their town-bred self-sufiiciency 
—bow'slyly insinuate their vast superiority over all other citizens, insidiously 
assuring them that the Thames at Richmond was udinitcly finer than the 
Ehinc or the Danube, and that a trip to Margate was richer in repayal than 
a visit to the Bosphonis! Irelaad was, just at the time we s])eak of, a 
splendid field for Ids peculiar tidents. The misery-mongers had liad their 
day. The world was somewhat weary of Landlordism, Pauperism, and Pro¬ 
testantism, and all the other “isms” of that ualiappy country. 

There was nothing that had not becu said over the overgrown Church 
establisluncnt,—the devouring Middleman,—Cottier misery,-Land Celtic 
barbarism; jrnople grew wxary of hearing about a nation so endowed with 
capabilities, and which yet did notliing, and rather than puzzle tlieir heads 
any further, they voted Ireland a “ bore.” It was just then that “ this 
inspired Cockney” determined to try a new fxhase of the subject, and this 
was not to counsel nor console, not to lament over nor bewail our varied 
mas-s of errors and misfortunes, but to laugh at us. To hunt out as many 
inoongniities—many, real enough, some, fictitious—as he could find; to 
unveil all that he could discover of social anomaly; and, without any re¬ 
ference to, or any knowledge of, the people, to bring them up for jiidgmout 
befoj’c his loss volatile and more happily circumstanced countrymen, certain 
of the verdict he sought for—a hearty laugh. His mission w'as to make 
“ Punch” out of Ireland, and none more capable than he for the office. 

A word of Mr. IIowlo in the flesh, and wo have done. He was large and 
heavily built, but neilber muscular nor atblolic; bis frame and all his 
gcslnres indicated weakness and uncertainty. His head was capacious, but 
not rcmiu'kablo for wbat phrenologists call luond development, wdiile the 
sinisler expression of his eyes—half submissive, half satirical—suggested 
doubts of his sincerity. There was nothing honest about him but Ids 
mouth; this was large, full, thick-lipped, and sensual; the moutll of one 
who loved to dine well, and yet felt that his agreeabdity was an ample 
receipt in full for the best cutertaimneut that ever graced Blackwall or the 
“i’rercs.” 

It is a heavy infliction lliat wc story-tellers are compelled to lay upon our 
readers and ourselves, thus to interrupt our narrative by a lengthened de¬ 
scription of a cburucter not essentially betonging to our story; we bad rather, 
&r rather, been enabled to imitate Mrs. White, as she advanced into the 
circle in the drawing-room, saying, “ Mr. Cashel, allow me to present to 



EOLAKD CASHEL. 


195 


your farourablo notice my distinguislied friend, Mr. Hourlc. Lady Janet 
MacFarlinc, Mr. Howie”— sotto —“ the author of ‘ Snoots in the Holy Land,’ 
—tlic wittiest thing of the day,—Sir Andrew will be delighted with him,— 
has been all over the scenes of the Peninsular war.—iirs. Kcnnyfeck, Mr. 
Howie.” 

Mr. Howie made his round of salutations, and although by his awkwwd- 
ncss tacitly acknowledging that they were palpably more habituated to the 
world’s ways than himself, yet inwardly consoled by remarking eertain little 
traits of manner and accent sufficiently provincial to bo treasured up, and 
become very droll in print or a copper etching. 

“It’s a vara now pleasure ye arc able to confer upon your friends, Mr. 
Cashel,” said Sir Andrew, “to sliAv them so tine a collection o’ pictures in 
Ireland, wliar, mcthink.s, the arts ha’ no enjoyed too mickle encourage¬ 
ment.” 

“I confess,” said Cashel, mode.stly, “Iam but ill qimlificd to extend the 
kind of patronage that would be serviceable, had 1 even the moans; I have 
not tirc slightest pretension to knowledge or judgment. The few 1 Lave 
purchased have been as articles of furniture, pleasant to look at, without 
tmy prelcttsiou to high cxcellcuce.” 

“Just as Admiral Dalrymplc paid ten pounds for a dunghill when he 
turned farmer,” whispered Mr. Howie in Mrs. Tyhite’s ear, “and then said, 
‘he had only bought it because some one said it wtis a good thing, but that, 
now, he’d give any man “ twenty ” to tell liim what to do with it.’ ” 

Mrs. White burst into a loud fit of laughter, exdaiming, 

“ Oh, how clever, how good! I’my, Mr. Howie, tell Lady Janet,—tell 
Mr. Cashel that.” 

“ Oh, Madam, 1” cried the terrified tourist, who had not discovered he,fore 
the very shallow discrimination of his gifted acquaintance. 

“ if it is 6<! vara good,” said Sir Andrew, “ we maun insist on bearin’ 
it.” 

“ No, no! nothing of the kind,” interposed Howie; “ bcsklcs, the ob- 
servatipn was only intended for Mrs. White’s car.” 

“ Very true,” said that lailj, affecting a look of consciousness. 

“ Tlie odious woman,” whispered Miss Keunyfcck to her sister; “ see 
how delighted she looks to he compromised.” 

"If we had Linton,” said Cashel, politely offering his arm to Lady Janet, 
as lie led her into the so-called gallery, “ he could explain everything for us. 
Wi^ have, however, a kind of catalogue here. This large landseaiie is said 
to be by Both.” 

“If she he a coo,” said Sir Andrew, "I maun say it’s the first time I 
ever seen ane wi’ the head ower the tail.” 

o2 
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“ Nonsense,” said Lady Janet; " don’t yc pereciTe that the animal is 
fore-shortened, and is represented looking backwards ?” 

“ 1 ken nothing aboot that; she may be shortened in the fore-parts, an 
yc say, and that may be some peculiar breed, but wliat brings her head ower 
her rump P” 

Stt Andrew was left to finish his criticism alone, the company moving 
on to a portrait assigned to Vandyck, as Dicdrich von Aevenghem, Burgo¬ 
master of Antwerp. 

“A fine head!” exclaimed Mrs. White, authoritatively; “don’t you think 
so, Mr. Howie P” 

“ A very choice specimen of the great master, for which, doubtless, you 
gave a large sum.” 

“ Four hundred, if 1 remember aiight,” said Cashel. 

“I thhrk he maught liae a clean face for that money,” broke in Sir 
Andrew. 

“ What do you mean. Sir ?” said Miss Kennyfeck, insidiously, and de¬ 
lighted at the misery Lady Janet endured from his remarks. 

“ Don’t yc mind the smut he has on ano cheek ?” 

“ It’s the shadow of his nose, Sir Andrew,” broke in Lady Janet, with a 
sharpness of rebuke there was no misunderstanding. 

“Eh, my Leddy, so it may, but ye need na bite mine off, for a’ that!” 
And so saying, the discomfited veteran fell back in high dudgeon. 

The party now broke into the twos and threes invariable on such occa¬ 
sions, and while Mrs. Kennyfeck and licr elder daughter paid their most de¬ 
voted attentions to Lady Janet, Mrs. White and the author paired off, 
leaving Olivia Kennyfeck to the guidance of Cashel. 

“So you’ll positively noi tell nio what it is that preys on your mind this 
morning P” said she, in the most insinuating ol soft accents. 

Cashel shook his head mounifidly, and said: 

“ Why should I tell you of what it is impossible you could give me any 
counsel in, while your sympathy would only cause uneasiness to yourself?” 

“ But you forget our compact,” said she, archly; “ there was to te per¬ 
fect confidence on both sides, was there not ?” 

" Certainly. Now, when shall we begin ?” 

“ Have you not begun already P” 

" I fancy not. Do you remember two evenings ago, when I came sud¬ 
denly into the drawing-room and found you pencil in hand, and you, in¬ 
stead of at once showing me what you had been sketching, shut the port¬ 
folio, and carried it off, despite all my entreaties—^nay, all my just demands P” 

“Oh, but,” said she, smiling, “confidence is one thing—confession is 
another,” ' 
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“Too subtle distinctions for me,” cried CasbeL "I foolishly supposed 
that there was to bo an unreserved-” 

“ Speak lower, for mercy sake !—don’t you perceive Lady Janet trying 
to hear everything you say f” This was said in a soft whisper, wliile she 
added aloud, “ I think you said it was a Correggio, Mr. Cashel,” as they 
stood before a very lightly-clad Magdiden, who seemed endeavouring to 
make up for the deficiency of her costume by draping across her bosom the 
voluptuous masses of her golden hair. 

“I think a Correggio,” said Cashel, confused at the sudden artifice; 
“ but who has the catalogue ?—oh. Sir Andrew; tell us about number fifty- 
eight.” 

" Fefty-eight, fefty-eight,” mumbled Sir Andrew a number of times to 
himself, and then, having found the number, he approached the picture and 
surveyed it attentively. 

“ Well, Sir, what is it called ?” said Olivia, 

“It’s vara singular,” said Sir Andrew, still gazing at the canvas, “but 
doubtless Correggio knew weel what he was aboot. This,” said he, “ is a 
picture of Sain John the Baaptist in a raiment of caamel’s hah-.” 

No sense of propriety was proof against this aunounocment; a laugh, 
loud and general, burst forth, during which Lady Janet, snatching the book 
indignantly from his hpnds, cried, 

“ You were looking at sixty-eight. Sir Andrew, not fifty-eight; and you 
have made yourself perfectly ridiculous.” 

“ By my saul, I believe so,” muttered the old gentleman, in deep anger; 
“ I’ve been looking at ‘ saxty-eight ’ ower long already!” 

Fortunately, this sarcasm was not heard by her against whom it was 
directed, and they who did hear it were fain to suppress their laughter as 
well as they were ahlc. The party was now increased by the arrival of the 
Beau aud his “ancient,” Mr. Softly, to the manifest delight of Mrs. 
Kennyfoi k, who at once exclaimed, 

“ All, we shall now hear something really instructive.” 

The erudite churchman, after a very abrupt notice of the company, 
started at speed without losing a moment. 

Ilis attention bemg caught by some curious tableau of the interior of 
the great Pyramid, ho immediately commenced an expfianatiou of the 
various figures, the costumes and weapons, which he said were all masonic, 
showing that Pharaoh wore an apron exactly like the Duke of Susse.x, and 
that every emblem of the “areh” was to be found among the great of 
.kneient Egypt. 

While thus employed, Mr. Howie, seated in a corner, was busily sketch¬ 
ing the whole parly for an illustration to his now hook on Ireland, and 
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once more Cashel and Ms companion found themselres, of comae by the 
merest accident, standing opposite the same picture in a little boudoir off 
the largo gallery. The subject was a scene from Faust, where Marguerite, 
leaning on her lover’s arm, is walking in a garden by mooal%ht, and seek¬ 
ing by a mode of divination common in Germany to ascertain Ms truth, 
which is by plucking one by one the petals of a flower, saying alternately, 
“ He loves me, he loves me notand then, by the result of the last- 
plucked leaf, deciding which fate is accomplished. Cashel first explained 
the meaning of the trial, and then taking a rose from one of the flower vases, 
he said. 

Let me sec if you can understand my teaching; you have only to say 
‘ Er liebt mich,’ and, ‘ Er liebt raich nicht.’ ” 

“ But how can I?” said she, with a look of Ireaming hmocence, “if there 
be none who-” 

“No matter,” said Cashel; “besides, is it not possible you could be 
loved, and yet never know it ? Now for the ordeah” 

“Er liebt mich nieht,” said Olivia, with a low, silvery voice, as she 
plucked tlic first petal off, and threw in on the floor. 

“ You begin inauspiciously, and, 1 must say, unfairly, too,” said Cashel. 
“ The first augury is iu favour of love.” 

“ Er liebt micb,” said she, tremulously, and the leaf broke in her lingers. 
“ Ha!” sighed she, “what docs that imply ? Is it, that he only loves by 
hall’ his heart ?” 

“ That cannot be,” said Casbel; “it is rather that you treated his affec¬ 
tion harshly.” 

“ Should it not bear a little ?—ought it to give way at once ?” 

“ Nor will it,” said he, more earnestly, “ if you deal but fairly. Come, 1 
will teach you a still more simple, and yet imcrriiig tost.” 

A heavy sigh from beliind the Chinese screen made both the speakers 
start; and while Olivia, pale with terror, sank into a ehair, Casbel hastened 
to sec what had caused the alarm. 

“ Linton, upon my life!” exclaimed lie, in a low wMsper, as, on tiptoe, he 
rctunied to the place beside her. 

“ Oh, Mr. Cashel; oh dear, Mr. Cashel-” 

“ Dearest Olivia-” 

“Heigho!” broke in Linton; and Roland and Ms companion slipped 
noiselessly from the room, and, unporccived, uuxed with the general com¬ 
pany,-who sat in rapt attention while the Dean explained that Fainting was 
nothing more nor le.ss than an optical delusion—a theory wMch seemed to 
delight Mrs. Kennyfeck iu tlie same proportion that it puzzled her. For- 
tuuatcly, the announcement tluit luncheon was on the table cut short the 
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dissertation, and the party descended, all more or loss content, to make 
material enjoyments succeed to intellectual ones. 

“ Well,” whispmred Miss Kennyfeck to her sister, as they descended the 
stairs, “ did ho ?” 

Am. almost inaudible “No” was the reply. 

" Your eyes are very red fOT nothing, my dear,” rejoined the elder. 

“ 1 dinna ken. Sir,” smd Sir Andrew to Softly, as he made use of his arm 
for support—“ I dinna ken how ye understand your theory aboot optical 
delusions, but I maun say, it seems to me a_ vara strange way for men o’ your 
cloth to pass the momin’ starin’ at naked weemen—creatures, too, tliat if 
they erer leeved at aU, must ha’ led the maist abondoned lives. 1 take it, 
that Diana herself was ne better than a cuttie; do ye mark hoo she does no 
scruple to show a bra pair of legs- ” 

“ With respect to the Heathen Mythology,” broke in Softly, in a voice he 
hoped might subbne the discussion- 

“ Don’t tell me aboot the Haythins, Sir; flesh and bluid is a’ the same, 
whatever Kirk it follows.” 

Before they were seated at table, Linton had joined them, explaining, in 
the most natural way in the world, that, having sat dow'u to write in the 
boudoir, he had fallen fast asleep, and was only awakened by Mr. Phillis 
having accidentally discovered him. A look of quick intelligence passed be¬ 
tween Cashel and Olivia at this narrative; the young lady soon appeared to 
have recovered from her former embarrassment, and the luucheon proceeded 
pleasantly to all parties. Mr. Howie enjoyed himself to the utmost, not 
only by the reflection that a hearty luncheon at two would save an hotel 
dinner at six, but that the Dean and Sir Andrew were two originals, worth 
five pound apiece even for “ Punch.” As to Cashel, a glance at the autlior’s 
note-book would show how he impressed tiiat gifted personage; “ ‘ li. C.:’ 
—a snob—rich—and gullible; bis pictures, all the household gods at 
Christie’ii, the Vaudyck, late a sign of the Marquis of Granby, at Windsor. 
Mem.: not over safe to qui» him.” “ But we’ll see later ou.” “ Visit 
him at his country-seat, ‘if poss.’ ” 

“ W'bo is our spectacled friend ?” said Linton, as they drove away from 
the door. 

“ Some distinguished author, whose name 1 have forgotten.” 

" Shrewd looking feUow,—-think I have seen him at Ascot. What brings 
Mm over here?” 

“ To write a book, I fancy.” 

“ Wlial a bore. This is the ago of detectives, with a vengeance. Well, 
don’t let him in again, that’s all. By Jove! it’s easier, now-a-days, to 
escape the Queen’s Bench than the Ulvstrafed News.” ‘ 
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“ A note from Mi\ Kennyfeok, Sir,” said Mr. PhilUs, “and the man waits 
for an answar.” 

Linton, taking up a book, affected to read, but in reality placed liiraself so 
as to watch Cashel’s features as he perused the letter, whose size and shape 
pronounced to be something unusual. Hurriedly mumbling over a rather tedi¬ 
ous exordium on the various views the writer had taken of a subject, Cashel’s 
eyes suddenly flashed as he drew forth a small printed paragraph, cut from 
the column of a newspaper, and which went thus;—" It will be, doubtless, 
in our readers’ recollection how a short time back an armed slaver, sailing 
under the flag of Columbia, was taken, after a most severe and sanguinary 
engagement, by H.M. brig Hornet. The commander, a young Spaniard of 
singularly Imndsome exterior, and with all the bearing and appearance of a 
rank very different from his mode of life, was carried off and confined in St. 
Kitt’s till such time as he could be brought to trial. Representations 
from the Government of the Republic were, however, made, and a claim 
preferred for indemnity, not only for the loss of the vessel and property, but 
for the loss of life and other injury incurred on the capture. While this 
singular demand was under investigation, the young Spaniard alluded to 
contrived to break his bonds and escape : the only mode of doing which 
was by a leap into the sea from the parapet of the fortress, a height, we are 
informed, of nigh one hundred feet. They who arc acquainted with the 
locality sissert that if he even survived the desperate leap, he must inevi¬ 
tably have fallen a victim to the sharks who frequent the bay to catch the 
bodies of all wbo die in the prison, and who, it would appeal’, are thus un¬ 
ceremoniously disposed of. This supposition would seem, however, in some 
respect, contradicted, bv the circumstance that a Venezuelan cruiser, 
which hnng about the shore for the two preceding days, sailed on the very 
night of his escape, and, in all probability, with him on board.” 

“ I could swear he is safe !” cried Cashel, in an ecstasy of enthusiasm; 
“he’s a glorious fellow.” 

“ Who is that ?” said Linton, looking up;any one 1 know ?” 

“No, indeed!” said Cashel. Then suddenly checking himself in a spccoh 
whose opening accents were far from flattering, he added, “ One you never 
even heard of.” 

He once more .addressed himself to the letter, which, however, merely 
contained some not very brilliant commentaries of Mr. Keiinyfeck over the 
preceding extract, and whidi, after enumerating a great many modes of in¬ 
vestigating the event, concluded with the only thing like common sense in 
the whole, by recommending a strict silence and secrecy about it all. 

Cashel was closing the epistle, when he caught on the turn-down the 
following lines: 
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" Mr. Linton has written to me about something like a legal transfer of 
the cottage and lands of Tubber-bcg, which he mentions your haring pre¬ 
sented to him. What reply am I to return to this ? I stated that you had 
already assured Mr. Corrigan, the present tenant, of an undisturbed pos¬ 
session of the tenure, but Mr. L. interrupted my explanation by saying 
tliat he only desired an assignment of the property, such as would give a 
I’arliamentary qualification, and that aU pledges made to Mr. C. he would 
regard as equally binding on himself.” 

Cashel’s first impulse, when he had read than far, was to show Linton 
the paragraph, and frankly ask him what he wished to be done; indeed, he 
had already advanced towards him with that object, when he cheeked him¬ 
self. " It might seem ungracious to ask any explanation. There had been 
already a moment of awkwardness about that same cottage, and Linton iiad 
behaved so well; and, of course, only asking him for the possession as a 
means of qualifying, Corrigan need never hear of it. Besides, he could 
make Linton a present of much greater real value as soon as the circum¬ 
stances of the estate became better known.” Such and such-like reason¬ 
ings passed hastily through his brain; and as all his resolves were quickly 
formed, and as quickly acted on, he sat down and wrote : 

“Dear Mb. Keniweeck, —Many thanks for the information of your 
note, which iias served to allay all my anxiety for a valued friend. As to 
Linton, you will have the goodness to satisfy liim in every particular, and 
make all and every legal title he desires to the cottage and grounds of 
Tubber-bcg. Although he is now at my side while I write, I have not 
alluded to the subject, feeliug the awkwardness of touching on a theme so 
delicate. Say, however, for me, that Corrigan is not to be disturbed, nor 
:my pledge I have made towards him—no matter how liberally construed 
by him—to be, in any respect, infringed.—Yours, in great haste, 

“E, C.” 

"Why you are quite a man of business to-day, Cashel, with your cor¬ 
respondence and letter-writing; and I’m sorry for it, for 1 wanted to have 
a bit of serious talk with you—^that is, if it do uot bore you.” 

“ Not in the least. I was, I own it, nervous and uneasy this moniing; 
now, however, my mind is at ease, and I am quite ready for anything.” 

“Well, then, without preamble, arc you still of the same mind about 
Parliament, because the time is hasteiung on when you ought to come to 
some decision on the matter ?” 

“lhave never bestowed a thought on the matter since,” said Cashel. 
" The truth is, when I hear people talk politics in society, I imi only asto- 
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lushod at their seeming lagotiy and cme-adedneas; and when 1 read news¬ 
papers of opposite opmoBS, I am equally eoinfoniided at the cseellent 
arguments they display for diataetridally coatradiertory lines of action, so 
that my political education makes but little pregress.” 

" What yon say is perfectly just,” said Linton, apprairing to reflect pro¬ 
foundly. “A man of real independence—not the mere independence of 
fortune, but the fa®, higher independence of personal character—has much 
to endure in onr tangled and complex system of legislation. As for your¬ 
self, for instance, who can afiord to despise patronage, who have n^luir 
sons to advance in the Navy, nor nephews in the loreigu Ofhoe, who^ 
neither want the Bath aor a Baronetcy, who would be as sick of the flatteries 
as you would be disgusted with the servility of party—why you should 
submit to the dust aud heat, the turmoil and fatiguh of a session, 1 can’t 
think. And how you would be bored—^bored by the ceaseless reiterations 
night after n%ht, the same arguments growing gradually weaker as the echo 
grow fainter; bored by the bits of ‘Horace’ got off by heart to wind np 
witli; bored by the bad jests of witty members; kned by Pod’s candour, 
and Palmerston’s petulance; by Cobden’s unblushing effrontery, and Hume’s 
tiresome placidity. You’d never know a happy day nor a joyous hour till 
you accepted the Chiltcm Hundreds, and cut them all. No; the better 
course for you would be, choose a nominee for your borough; select a man 
in whom you liave confidence. Think of some one over whom your influence 
would be complete, who would liavc no other aim than in following out 
your su^stions; some one, in fact, who unites sufficient ability with 
personal friendship. What d’ye think of Kennyfeck ?” 

"Poor Kennyfeck,’’ said Cashel, laughing, “ he’d never think of such a 
thing.” 

‘’1 don’t know,” said Linton, musing; “it might not suit him, but ids 
wife would like it prodigiously.” 

“ Shall I propose it, then ?” said Cashel. 

“ Better not, perhaps,” said Linton, appearing to reflect ; “ Ids income, 
which is a right good one,, is professional. Tlds, of couTse, lie’d I'orfeit by 
accepting a seal in the House. Besides, really, the poor man would make 
no way. No, wo must think of some one else. l)o yon like White ?” 

"Leicester White? I detest the man, aud the wife too.” 

“ Well, there’s Erobisher, a fellow of good name and family. I’d not go 
bail for his prefen'ing yonr interests to his own, hut as tunes go, you ndght 
chance upon worse. Will you have Erobisher ?” 

“I have no objection,” said Cashel, carelessly; “would he like it him¬ 
self?” 

■ “Would he like anything that migjit helji him to a step in the regiment, 
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or place lum in a position to sell himself, you, and the borough constitueiug', 
to the liighcst bidder ?” said Linton, irritated at Cashel’s half assent. 

“ Well, if these be his principles,” cried Cashel, laughii^, “ I think we’d 
better put him aside.” 

“ You’re right; he’d ncTer do,” said Linton, recorering all his self-pos- 
sesslon; “ what you want, is a mau sufficiently unconnected with ties of 
family or i)8rty, to see in you his patron and his olgect, and who, with 
clevoviicss enough to enunciate the views you desire to see prevail, has also 
the strong bond of personal regard to make Itim always even more the 
friend than the follower.” 

“ I only know of <me man who realises all this combination,” said Cashel, 
smilmg, "and he wouldn’t answer.” 

“ Who is he,—and why ?” ask»d Linton, in vain endeavouring to look 
easy and unconcerned. 

“Tom Linton is the man, and his invincible laziness the ‘why.’ Isn’t 
that true ?” 

“ By Gcoige, Cashel, if you’re content with the first part of the assertion. 
I’ll pledge myself to remedy the latter. I own, frankly, it is a career for 
which 1 have no predilection; if 1 lad, I should have been ‘in’ many years 
ago. I have all my life held very cheap your great Political leaders, both 
as regards capacity and character, and I have ever fancied that I should 
have had some success in the lists; but I have always loved ease, and that 
best of ease, independence. If you think, however, that I can worthily 
represent you in Parliament, and that you could safely trust to my discretion 
the knotty question of Political war, say the word, my boy, and I’ll fling 
my ‘ fur uieute’ habits to the wind, and you shali have, sdl the merit of 
developing the promising member for-what’s the name of it ?” 

“ Dcrraheeny.” 

“ Exactly,—the honourable and learned—^for Derraheeny. 1 rather like 
the litle.” 

“ Weil, Linton, if you are really serious-” 

“ Most assmcdly, serious; and more, to prove it, 1 shall ask you to clench 
our baigiiiii at once. It is not enough that you make me your nominee, but 
you must also render me eligible to become so.” 

“ I don’t clearly comprehend- ” 

“ I’ll enlighten you. Oiu- venerable Constitution, perfectly irrespeotive 
of the Tom Lintons of this world,—a race which, by the way, never dies 
out, probably because they have avoided iidermarriagc,—has decided that 
a mau must possess something besides lus wits to bo qualified as ‘Member 
of Parliameut;’ a strange law, because tlic aforesaid w’ils are fill that the 
Honourable House has any reason to lay claim to. This same something 
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which guarantees that a man has a legislative capacity, amounts to some 
hundreds a year. Don’t be impatient, and come out with any piece of rash 
generosity; I don’t want you to make a present of an estate—only to lend 
me one! To be quaMcd, either as a candidate for the House or a Gentle¬ 
man rider, one only needs a friend,—a well-to-do friend,—who’ll say, ‘ He’s 
aU right.’ ” 

"I’m quite ready to vouch for you, Tom; but you’ll have to take the 
affair into your own management.” 

“ Oh, it’s easy enough. Tliat same cottage and the farm which we spoke 
of the other day, Keimyfeok can make out a kind of conveyance, or what¬ 
ever the instrument is called, by which it acknowledges me for its ovnier, 
vice Roland Cashel, Esquire. This, properly sealed, signed, and so on, will 
defy the most searching Committee that ever pried into any gentleman’s 
private circumstances.” 

“ Then explain it all to Kcnnyfeck, and say that I wish it done at 
once.” 

“ Nay, Cashel, pai-don mo. My ugliest enemy will not call me punc¬ 
tilious, but I must stand upon a bit of ceremony here. This must be 
ordered by yourself. You are doing a gracious thing—a devilish kind 
thing—it must not be done by halves. Were I to communicate this to 
Keimyfcck, he’ll unquestionably obey the direction, but most certainly he’d 
say, to the ttrst man he met, * See how Linton lias managed to trick Cashel 
out of a very considerable slice of landed property.’ He’d not take much 
trouble to state the nature pf our compact; he’d rather blink the whole 
arrangement altogether, and make the thing seem a direct gift. Now, I 
have too much pride ou your account, and my own too, to stand this.” 

“Well, well, it shall be as you like; only I trow' I disagree with you 
about old Kcnnyfeck: he’s a fine straight-hearted fellow—he’s-” 

“ He’s an attorney, Cashel. These fellows can no more comprehend a 
transfer of property without a trial at bar, or a sidt in Equity, than an Irish 
second can understand a falling out without one of the parlies being 
brought homo on a door. Besides, he has rather a grudge agiuust me. I 
never told you—indeed, I never meant to teU you—but I can have no 
secrets from you. You know the youngest girl, Olivia ?” 

“ Yes, go on,” said Cashel, red and pale by turns. 

“ Well, I flirted a good deal last winter with her. Upon my life, I did 
not intend it to have gone so far; I suppose it must have gone for, though, 
because she became desperately in love. She is very pretty, ccrtaiidy, and 
a really good little girl—mais, quo voulez-vons P If I tie a fly on my hook 
I can’t afford to see a flounder or a perch widk off' with it—^its the speckled 
mwaster of the stream I fish for. They ought to have known that them- 
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solves,—I’ve no doubt they did, too ; but they were determined, as they 
say here, to die ‘ innocent,’ and so one fine morning I was just going to 
join the hounds at Fiaglas, when old Kennyfcck, very trimly dressed and 
looking unutterable importance, entered my lodgings. There’s a formula 
for these kind of explanations—I’ve gone through seven of these myself, 
and I’ll swear that every papa has opened the conference with a solemn 
appeal to Heaven ‘ that he never was aware of the attentions shown his 
daughter, nor the state of his dear child’s affections, till last evening.’ 
They always assure you, besides, that if they could give a million and a 
half as dowry, you are the very man—the actual one individual—they 
would have selected; so that on an average most young ladies have met 
with at least half a dozen parlies whom the fathers have pronounced to be, 
scparalcly, the one most valued." Kennyfcck behaved, I must say, ad¬ 
mirably. His wile would have a Galway cousin sent for, and a duel; some 
other kind friend suggested to have me waylaid and thrashed. He calmly 
heard me for about ten minutes, and then taking up his hat and gloves, 
said, ‘ Take your rule,’ and so it ended. I dined there the next Sunday— 
yes, that’s part of my system; I never permit people to nourish small 
grudges, .and go about abusing me to my acquaintances. If they will do 
that, I overwhelm them by their duplicity, as I am seen constantly in their 
intimacy, and remarkable for alw.ays speaking well of them, so that the 
world will certainly give it against them. The gist of all this tiresome 
slory is, that Kennyfcck and the ladies would, if occasion served, pay off 
the old debt to me; therefore, beware if you hear me canvassed in that 
quartet!” 

Linton, like many other cunning people, very often lapsed into little con¬ 
fessions of the tactics by which he played his game in the world, and 
altliough Cashel was not by any mcarrs a diungerous confidant to such dis- 
closcrcs, he now marked with feelings not all akin to satisfaction this 
acknowledgment of his friend’s skill. 

“ You’d never have shown your face there again. I’ll wager a hundred!” 
said Linton, reading in the black look of Roland’s countenance an expres¬ 
sion he did not fancy. 

“You arc right. I should have deemed it unfair to impose on the 
young lady a part so full of awkwardness as every meeting must neces¬ 
sitate.’’ 

“That comes of your innocence about women, my de.ar friend. They 
have face for anything. It is not hypocrisy, it is not that they do not feel, 
and feel deeply, but their sense of command, their instinct of what is be¬ 
coming, is a thousand times finer than oursj and I am certain that when 
we take all manner of care to, what is called, spare their feelings, we are 
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in reality only sparing them a cherished opportunity of exercising a con¬ 
trol over those feelings which we foolishly suppose to he as ungovernable 
as our own.” 

Either not freeing with the Bentiment, or unable to cope w'ifh its sub¬ 
tlety, Cashel sat some time without speaking. From Olivia Kciinyfock his 
thoughts reverted to one in every rc.spect unlike her—the dailng, im¬ 
petuous Maritafia. He wondered within himself whether hrr hold, im¬ 
passioned nature could be comprehended within Linton’s category, and a 
secret sense of rejoicing thrilled through him as he replied to himself in the 
uegative. 

“ I’d wager a trifle, Roland, from that easy smile you wear, that your 
memory has called up one example, at least, unfavourable to my theory. 
Eh! I have guessed aright. Come then, out with it, man—wlio is this 
peerless paragon of pure ingenuous tnith ?—who is she whose nature is the 
transparent crystal where fair thoughts are enshrined? No denizen of our 
misty northland. I’ll he sworn, but some fair Mexican, with as little dis¬ 
guise as drapery. Confess, 1 say—there is a confession. I’ll be sworn—and 
so make a clean breast of it.” 

It struck Cashel, wliile Linton was speaking, how effectually MaritaBa 
herself, by one proud look, one haughty gesture, would have silenced such 
flippant raillery; and he could not help feeling it a kind of treason to their 
old friendship) that he diould listen to it in patient endurance. 

“ Listen to me, amigo mio,” said he, in a tone of earnest passion, tliat 
senmed almost estranged from his nature latterly—“ listen to me, while I 
tell you that in those far-away countries, whose people you regard with 
such contemptuous pity, there are women—ay, yonng girls—whoso daring 
spirit would shame the courage of many of those fine gentlemen w'c spend 
our lives with; and I, for one, have so much of the Indian in me, as to 
tiiujk that courage is the first of virtues.” 

“I cannot help fancying,” .said Linton, with an almost imperceptible 
raillery, “ that there are other qualities would please me as well in a wife or 
•a mistress.” 

“ I have no doubt of it,—and suit you better, too,” said Cashel, savagely; 
then hastily con'ccting himself for liis rude speech, he added, “ I believe, 
in good.eame.st, that you would as little sympathise with tliat land and its 
people, as I do with this. Ay, if you want a confession, there’s one for 
you. I’m longing to be back once more among the vast prairies of the 
iVesi, galloping free after the dark-hacked bisons, and strolling along in 
the silent forests. The enervation of this life wearies and depresses me,— 
worse than all, I feel that, witli a little more of it, I shall lose all energy 
and zest for that activity of body, which, to mem like myself, supplies the 
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place of thou^t,—a little more of it, and I shall sink into that lan^d 
routine wbere dissipatioa supplies the only excitement.” 

“ This is a mere passing caprice; a man who has wealth-” 

“There it is,” cried Cashel, interrupting him impetuously; “that is the 
eternal burden of your song. As if wealth, m forestalling the lusoessity for 
labour, did not, at the same time, deprive life of all the zeal of enterprise. 
When I have stepped into my boat to board a Chilian frigate, I have had a 
prouder throbbing at my heart than ever the sight of that banker’s cheque¬ 
book has given me. There’s many a Gambusino in the llocky Mountains 
a Imppier—ay, and a finer fellow, too, than the gayest of those gallants 
that ever squandered the gold & quarried! But why go on ?—we arc 
speaking in nnknown tongues to each other.” 

The tone of irritation into which, as it seems unconsciously, Cashel had 
fallen, was not lost on the keen perception of Linton, and he was not sorry 
to feign a pretext for closing an interview whose contmuance might he 
unpleasant. 

"I was thinking of a hurried trip down to Tuhbennore,” said he, rising; 
“ we shall have these guests of yours in open rebellion, if we don’t affect at 
least something like preparation for their reception. I’ll take Perystell 
along with me, and we’ll see what can be done to get the old house in 
trim.” 

“ Thanks,” said Casltel, as he walked up and down, his thoughts seeming 
engaged on some other theme. 

“ I'll write to you a report of the actual condition of tho fortress,” said 
Linton, as.suming all his habitual easy freedom of manner, “ and then, if 
you think of anything to suggest, you’ll, lot me hear.” 

“ Yes, I’ll write,” said Cashel, still musing on his own thoughts. 

“ 1 sec pretty plainly,” cried Linton, laughing, “ there is no earthly use 
ill asking you questions just now, your brain being otherwise occupied, 
and so, good-by.” 

“ Good-by—good-by,” said Cashel, endeavouring, but not with a very 
good grace, to shake off his preoccupation wliilc he shook hands with him; 
and Linton descended tlie stairs, humming an opera air, with all the seem¬ 
ing ligbl-heartodness of a very careless nature. 

Cashel, meanwhile, sat down, and, with his head resting on his himd, 
pondered over their late interview. There were tw'o circiimstaiiecs which 
both puzzled and distressed him. How came it that Linloii should have 
written this note to Keunyfcck on a subject wliich only sccm.'d to have 
actually suggested itself in the course of this their very last conversation ? 
Had he already planned the whole campaign respccliug the scat in Parlia¬ 
ment and tho quaMcation, and was his apparently chance allusion to these 
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topics a tiling studied and devised beforcliand ? This, if true, would at^e 
very ill for his friend’s candour and fair dealing; and yet, how explain it 
otherwise ? Was there any other scat open to him for which to need a 
qualification ? If so, he had never spoken of it. It was the first time in 
his life that Cashel had conceived a suR))icion of one whom he had regarded 
in the light of friend, and only they who have undergone a similar trial can 
understand the poignant suffering of the feeling; and yet, palpable as the 
cause for such a doubt was, he had never entertained it had not Linton 
spoken disparagingly of the Kenuyfeeks ! This is a curious trait of human 
nature, but one worth consideration; and while leaving it to the elucidation 
the penetration of each reader may suggest, we only reiterate the fact, that 
while Cashel could, without an effort, have forgiven the duplicity practised 
on himself, the levity Linton employed respecting Olivia engendered doubts 
of his honour too grave to be easily combated. 

As for Linton, scarcely had he quitted Cashel, than he hastened to 
call on Kennyfeck; he had written the note already alluded to, to leave at 
the house should the solicitor be from home; but having loft it, by acci¬ 
dent, on his writing-table, his servant, discovering it to be scaled and 
addressed, had, without further question, left it at Kennyfeck’s house. As 
Linton went along, he searched his pockets for the epistle, but consoled 
himself by remembering how he had left it at home. 

A few moments later found liim at Kenny feck’s door. The attorney was 
at home, and, without any aiinounccmeut, Linton entered the study where 
he sat. 

“ I was this instant writing to you, Sir,” said Kennyfeck, rising, and 
placing a seat for him; “ Mr. Cashel, on being informed of the wish ex¬ 
pressed in your note-” 

“ Of what note P’ said Linton, in a voice of, for him, very unusual agita¬ 
tion. 

“ Tliis note—here, Sir—dated—no, by-the-by, it is not dated, but brought 
by your servant two hours ago.” 

Linton took the paper, glanced his eye over it, and then, in mingled 
chttgiin and forgetfuhies.s, tore it, and threw the fragments into the fire. 

“ There is some mistake about this,” said he, slowly, and giving himsel 
time to consider what turn he should lend it. 

“ This is Mr. Cashel’s reply. Sir,” said Kennyfeck, after pausing some 
moments, but in vain, for the explanation. 

Linton eagerly caught the letter and read it through, and whatever 
scruples or fear he might Lave conceived from any other man’s, it seemed as 
if he had little dread of Cashel’s penetration, for his assured and easy smile 
at once showed that he Lad regained his w'onted tranquillity. 
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" You will then take the necessary steps, without delay, Kennyfeck,” said 
he. “ The elections cannot be very distant, and it is hotter to be prepared.” 
As he spoke, he tlirew the letter hack upon the table, but in a moment 
afterwards, while taking off his gloves, managed to seize it and convey it to 
his pocket. “ You know far better than I do, Kennyfeck,” resumed he, 
“ how sharp the lawyers can be in picking out any flaw respecting title and 
so forth; for this reason, be careful that this document shall be as regular 
and binding as need be.” 

“ It shall be submitted for counsel’s opinion this evening. Sir-” 

“ Not to Jones, then; 1 don’t fancy that gentleman, although I know he 
has some of your conQdencc ; send it to Hammond.” 

“ As you please. Sir.” 

“ Another point. You’ll not insert any clause respecting the tenant in 
possession; it would only bo hampering us with another defence against 
some legal subtlety or other.” 

“ Mr. Ca.shel does not desire this. Sir.” 

“ Of course not,—you understand what the whole thing means. Well, 1 
must say good-by ; you’ll have all ready by the time I return to town. My 
respects to the drawing-room. Adieu.” 

“ That was a bad blunder about the note,” muttered Linton, as ho walked 
along towards home, “ and might have lost the game, if the antagonist had 
any skill whatever.” 


cnATTEii xxm. 

Let’s see the field, .and mark it well, 

For, here, will be the battle. 

Ottooar. 

“ Does this path load to the house, friend f” said a gentleman, whose 
dress bespoke recent travel, to the ha,^ard, discontented figure of a man, 
who, seated on a stone beside a low and broken wicket. Was lazily filling his 
pipe, and occasionally throwing stealthy glances at the stranger. A short 
nod of the head was the reply. “ Yori belong to the place, I suppose P” 

“ Maybe I do; and what then ?” 

“ Simply that, as I am desirous of going thither, I should he glad of your 
showing me the way.” 

VOL. I. P 
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“ Troth, an’ there’s little to see when yon get there,” rejoined the other, 
sarcastically. “ What are yon by trade, if it’s not displeasin’ to ye ?” 

“Tliat’s the very question I was about to ask you,” said Linton, for it" 
was liimself; “ you appear to have a very easy mode of life, whatever it be, 
since you arc so indifferent about earning half-a-crown.” 

Tom Keane arose from his seat, and made an awkward attempt at 
saluting, as he said, 

“ ’Tis the dusk o’ the evening prevented me seeing ycr Honer, or I 
wouldn’t be so bowld. This is the way to the Hall, srue enough.” 

‘‘ This pkee Las been greatly neglected of late,” said Linton, as they 
walked along side by side, and endeavouring, by a tone of familiarity, to set 
his companion at ease. 

“ Troth, it is neglected, and always was as long as I remember. I was 
reared in it, and I never knew it other; thistles and docks as big as your 
leg, everywhere, and the gra.ss choked up with moss.” 

“ How came it to be so completely left to ruin?” 

“ Amm!” muttered he, as if not well comprehending the question, bul, in 
reality, a mere device employed to give him more time to scan the stranger, 
and guess at his probable object. 

“ I was asking,” said Linton, “how it happened that a fine old place like 
this was suffered to go to wreck and ruin?” 

“ I’aix, it’s ould enough, anyhow,” said the other, with a coarse laugh. 

“ And laa-ge too.” 

“ Ycr Honer was here afore P” said Tom, stealthily glancing at hhn under 
Ids brows. “ I’m thinking I remember yer Honor’s fayturcs. You wouldn’t 
be tiie gentleman that came down with Mr. Huffy?” 

“ No; this is my first visit to these parts; now, where does tins little 
road load ? It seems to be better cared for than the rest, and the gate. Loo, 
is neatly kept.” 

“ That goes down,to the cottage, sir,—Tubber-beg, as they call it. Yer 
Honer isn’t Mr. Cashel himself?” said Tom, reverentially taking off bis 
tattered Imt, and attempting an air of courtesy, which sat marvellously ill 
upon him. 

“ I liave not that good luck, my friend.” 

“’Tis good luck ye may call it,” sighed Tom,—“a good luck thai 
doesn’t fall to many; but, maybe, ye don’t want it; maybe, yer 
Honer-” 

“ And who lives in the cottage of Tubber-beg ?” said Linton, inter¬ 
rupting. 

“One Corrigan, Sir; an ould man and his granddaughter.” 

“ Good kind of people, are they ?” 
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“ Ayeh! there’s worse, and there’s bcUher! They’re as proud as Lucifer, 
and poor as naygurs.” 

“And this is the Hall itself?” exclaimed Linton, as he stopped diieclly 
in front of the old dilapidated building, whose deformities were only exag¬ 
gerated by tlic patchy effect of a faint moonlight. 

“Ay, there it is,” grinned Tom, “and no beauty either; and ugly as it 
looks without, it’s worse within! There’s cracks in the walls ye could put 
your hand through, and the windows is rotten, where they stand.” 

“It is not very tempting, certainly, as a residence,” said Linton, 
smih'ng 

“ Ah, but if yc hcerd the cals, the way they do be racin’ and huntin’ 
each other at night, and the wind bellowsiu’ down the chimbleys, such 
screechiu’ and yellin’ as it keeps, and then, the slates rattlin’, till ye’d 
thuik the ould roof was cornin’ off altc^ether—be my soul, there’s many a 
man wouldn’t take the property and sleep a night in that house.” 

“ One would do a great deal, notwithstanding, for a line estate like this,” 
said Linton, dryly. 

There was something, either in the words or the accent, that tonohed Tom 
Keane’s sympathy for the speaker; some strange suspicion, perhaps, that he 
was one, whose fortune, like his own, was not beyond the casualties and 
chances of life, and it was with a species of coarse friendship that ho said, 
“ Ah, if we had it between us, we’d do well.” 

“ Eight well,--no need to ask for better,” said Linton, with a heartiness 
of assent that made the other perfectly at case. “ I’m curious to have a look 
at the inside of the place; I suppose there is no hindrance ?” 

“ None in life! I live below, and, farx, there’s no living anywhere else, 
for most of the stairs is burned, and, as I towld ye, the rats has up-stairs all 
to themselves. Nancy, give ns a light,” raied he, passing into the dark and 
spacious hall, “ I’m going to show a gentleman the curiosities. I ax your 
Iloaer’s pardon, the place isn’t so clean as it might be.” 

Liuton gave one peep into tlie long and gloomy chamber, where the whole 
family were huddled together in all the wretchedness and disorder of a cabin, 
and at once drew back. 

“ The cows is on the other side,” said the man, " and, beyond, there’s four 
rooms was never plastered; aud there, where you see the straw, that’s the 
bniiard-room, and inside of it again, there’s a place for play-actin’, and, mote 
by token, there’s a quare thing there.” 

“ What’s that asked Linton, whose curiosity was excited by the remarL 

“ Come, and I’ll show yer Iloner.” 

So saying, he led on through a narrow corridor, and, passing through two 
or three dilapidated, ruined cliambers, they entered a large and spacious 

p2 
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apartment, -whose sloping floor at once showed Linton that they were stand¬ 
ing on the stage of a theatre. 

Tom Keane held up the flickering light, that the other might see the tom 
and tattered remnants ot the decorations, and the fragments of scenes, as 
they flapped to and fro. “ It’s a dhroU place, anyhow,” said he, " and 
there’s scarce a hit of it hasn’t a trap-door, or some other contrivance of the 
like; but here’s one stranger than all; this is what I towld yer Honcr 
about.” He walked, as he spoke, to the back wall of the budding, where, 
on the surface of the plaster, a rude scene, representing a wood, was 
painted, at one side of which a massive pile of rock, overgrown with 
creepers, stood. “ Now, ye’d never guess what was there,” said Tom, 
holding the candle in different situations to exhibit the scene; “ and, indeed, 
I found it by chance myself; see tins,”—-and he pressed a small but scarcely 
pcrccpliblo knob of brass in the wall, and at once, what appeared to bo the 
surface of the rock, slid back, discovering a dark space beliind. “ Come on, 
now, after me,” continued ho. Linton followed, and they ascended a narrow 
stair constructed in the substance of the wall, and barely sufficient to admit 
one person. 

Arriving at the top, after a few seconds’ delay, Tom opened a small door, 
and they stood in a large and w’ell-proportioncd room, where some worincatcn 
bed fumituro yet remained. The. door had been once, as a small fragment 
of glass showed, the frame ot a large mirror, and must have been quite 
beyond the reach of ordinary powers of detection. 

“ That was a cunning w.ay to steal down among the play aethers,” said 
Keane, grinning, while Linton, with the greatest attention, remarked the 
position of the door and its seerct fastening. 

“ I suppose no one hut yourself know's of this stair?” said Linton. 

“ Sorra one. Sir, except, maybe, some of the smugglers that used to 
come here long ago from the month of the Shaiuion. This was oue of 
their hiding-places.” 

“ Well, if this old mansion comes ever to be inhabited, one might have 
rare fim by means of that passage; so be sure you keep the seerct well. 
Let that be a padlock on your lips.” And, so saying, he took a sovereign 
from his purse and gave it him. " Your name is-” 

“ Tom, yer Houer—Tom Keane; and, by this and by that. I’m ready to 
do yer Honev’s bidding from this hour out——” 

“ Well, wc shall bo good friends, I see,” interrupted Linton; “ you may, 
perhaps, be useful to roc, and I cau also he able to servo you. Now, which 
is the regular entrance to this chamber ?” 

“ There, Sir; it’s the last door as ye see in the long passage. Them is 
all bedrooms along there, but it’s nbt safe to walk down, for the 'floor is 
rotten,” • 
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Liuton noted down in a memory far from defective the circumstances of 
the chamber, and then foEowed his guide through the remainder of the 
house, which in every quarter presented the same picture of ruin and 
decay. 

“ The bit of candle is near out,” said Tom, “ hut sure there isn’t much 
more to be seen; there’s rooms there was never opened, and more, on the 
other side, the same. The place is as big as a barrack, and here we arc 
once more on the grand stair.” 

For once, the name was not El applied, as, oonstmeted of Portland 
stone, and raEed with massive banisters of iron, it presented features of 
solidity and endurance, in marked contrast to the other portions of the 
edifice. Linton cast one more glance around tlie gloomy entrance, and 
sallied forth into the free air. “I’U see you to-morrow, Tom,” said he, 
“ and we’E have some talk together. Good night.” 

" Good night, and good luck to yer Honer; but won’t 5 'ou let me sec 
your Honer out of the grounds—as far as the big gate, at least ?” 

“ Thanks; I know the road perfectly already, and 1 rather like a lonely 
stroll of a fine night like this.” 

Tom, accordingly, reiterated his good wishes, and Linton was suffered to 
pui'suc his way unaccompanied. Increasing his speed as he mrived at a 
turn of the road, he took the path which led off the main approach, and led 
down by the river-side to the cottage of Tubber-beg. There was a feeling 
of strong interest whicli prompted him to see this cottage, which now ho 
might call Ids own; and as ho went, he regarded the little clumps of orna¬ 
mental planting, the weU-kept walks, the neat palings, the quaint benches 
beneath the trees, with very different feelings from those he had bestowed 
on the last-visited scene. J^or was he insensible to the landscape beauty 
which certain vistas opened, and, seen even by the faint light of a new 
moon, Mv-rc stiU rich promises of picturesque situation. 

Suddenly, and without any anticipation, ho found, himself, on turning a 
little copse of evergreens, in front of the cottage, and ahuost beneath the 
shadow of its deep porch. Whatever his previous feelings of self-interest 
in every detail around, they were speedily routed by the scene before him. 

Li a large and weE-fumished drawing-room, where a single lamp was 
shining, sat an old man in an casy-chiur, his features, his attitude, mid his 
whole bearing indicating the traces of recent illness. Beside Ifiui, on a low 
stool, almost at his feet, was a young girl of smgular beauty—the pla.stic 
grace of her figure, the easy motion of the head, as from time to time she 
raised it to throw upwards a look of affectionate reverence, and the long, 
loose masses of her hair, which, accidentally unfastened, fell on either 
shoulder, making rather one of those ideals winch a Raphael can conceive 
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Uian a mere creature of every-day existence. Althougli late autumn, the 
■windours lay open to the ground, for, as yet, no touch of coming winter had 
visited this secluded and favoured spot. In the still quiet of the night, her 
voice, for she alone spoke, could he heard; at first, the mere murmur of 
the accents reached Linton’s ears, but even from them he could gather Ihc 
tone of cheering and encouragement in which she spoke. At length ho 
heard her say, in a voice of almost tremulous enthusiasm, “It was so like 
you, dear papa, not to tell this Mr. Cashel that you had yourself a claim, 
and, as many think, a rightful one, to tliis same estate, and thus not 
trouble the stream of his munificence,” 

" Nay, cliild, it had been as impolitic as unwortby to do so,” said the old 
man; " ho who stoops to receive a favour should detract notlmig from the 
generous sentiment of the granter.” 

“ for my part, I would teU him,” said she, eagerly, “ that Ids noble con¬ 
duct has for ever barred my prosecuting such a claim, and that if, to¬ 
morrow, the fairest proofs of my right should reach me. I’d throw them in 
the fire.” 

“ To get credit for such seU-sacrifice, Mary, one must be independent of 
all hypothesis; one must do, and not merely promise. Now, it would be 
hard to expect Mr. Cashel to feel the same conviction I do, t hat this con¬ 
fiscation was repealed by letters under the band of Jlajcsty itself. The 
Brownes, tlirough whom Cashel inherits, were the stewards of my auecs- 
tors, entrusted with all their secict affairs, and cognisant of all their family 
matters, from the hmnble position of dependents, they suddenly s]irang 
into wealth and fortune, and ended by purchasing the very estate they ouoe 
Kved on as day-labourers—sold as it was, like all confiscated estates, for a 
mere fraction of its value.” 

“ Oh, base ingratitude!” 

“ Worse still; it is said, and with great, reason to believe it true, that 
Hammond Browne, who was sent over to London by my great-grandfather 
to negotiate with the Glovcmment, actually received the free pardon and the 
release of the confiscation, but concealed and made away with both, and, to 
prevent ray grandfather being driven to further pursuit, gave liim the lease 
of this cottage on the low terms we continue to hold it.” 

A low, faint cough from the old man warned liis granddaughter of the dan¬ 
gers of the night air, and she arose aud closed the windows. Tiicy still con¬ 
tinued their conversation, hut Linton, unable to hear more, returned to his 
inn, deeply refloctiug over the strange disclosures he had overheard. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

How cold is treadiery ! 

Pijir. 

*' Who can Mr. Linton be, iny dear ?” said old Mr. Corrigan, as he sat at 
breakfast the next day, and pondered over the card which, with a polite re¬ 
quest for an interview, the servant liad just delivered. “ I cannot remember 
the name, if I ever heard it before; but should wo not invite him to join 
us at breakfast f ” 

“ Wlicre is he, Shuon?” asked Miss Leicester. 

“ At the door. Miss, and a very nice-looking gentleman as ever I saw.” 

“ Say tliat I have been ill, Simon, and cannot walk to the door, and beg 
he’ll be kind enough to come in to breakfast.” 

With a manner where ease and deference were admirably blended, Linton 
entered the room, and, apologising for his intrusion, said, “ I have come 
down here. Sir, on a little business matter for my friend Roland Casbel, and 
T could not think of returning to town without making the acquaintance of 
one tor whom my friend has already conceived the strongest feeling of int erest 
and regard. It will be the first question I stiali bear when I get back, ‘ Well, 
what of Mr. Corrigan, and how is he P’ ” 

Wliile, making this speech, which he delivered in a tone of perfect frank¬ 
ness, he seemed never to have; uotieed the presence of Miss Lcioestor, who 
had ret’red a little as he entered the. room, and now, on being introduced to 
her, made his acknowledgments with a grave courtesy. 

“And so our young landlord is thinking of taking up lus residence 
amongst us?” said Corrigan, as Linton assumed his place at the breakfast- 
table. 

“Por a few weeks be pm'poscs to do so, but I question greatly if the 
tranquil pleasures and homely duties of a country life will continue lung to 
attract him; he is very young, and the world so new to him, that he will 
scarcely settle down airywhcre, or to anytlung, for .some time io eoiiie.” 

“ .Experience is a capital thing, no doubt, AL. Linton, hut I’d rallmr I rust 
the, generous impulses of a good-hearted youth in a country like this, long 
neglected by its gentry. Let him once take an interest in the place and the 
people, and I’ll vouch for the rest. Is he a sportsman f” 
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“ He was, when in Mexico; but buffalo and antelope hunting are very 
dilfcrent from what this country offers.” 

Does he read ?—^is he studious ?” said Mary. 

“Not eren a newspaper, Miss Leicester. He is a fine, high-spirited, 
dashing fellow, and if good-nature and honourable intentions could compen¬ 
sate for defective education and training, he would be perfect.” 

“ They’ll go very far, depend on it, Mr. Linton. In these days, a man of 
wealth can buy almost anything. Good sense,'judgment, skill, are all in the 
market; but a generous nature and a warm heart are God’s gifts, and can 
neither be grafted nor transplanted.” 

“ You’D like him, I’m certain, Mr. Corrigan.” 

“I know I shall. 1 have reason for the anticipation; Tiernay told me 
the handsome words he used when according me a favour,—and here comes 
the Doctor himself.” As he spoke. Dr. Tiernay entered the room, his 
flushed face and hurried breathing bespeaking a hasty walk. “ Good morrow, 
Tiernay. Mr. Linton, let me present our doctor; not the least among our 
local advantages, as you can tell your friend Mr. Cashel.” 

“ We’ve met before. Sir,” stud Tiernay, scanning, with a steady gaze, the 
counteuiincc which, wreathed in snriles, seemed to invite rather than dread 
recognition. 

“1 am ha))py to be remembered. Dr. Tiernay,” said Linton, “although 
I fancy our meeting was too brief for much acquaintance; but we’ll know 
each other better, I trust, hereafter.” 

“No need. Sir,” whispered Tiermiy, as he passed close to his side; “I 
believe we read each other perfectly already.” 

Linton smiled, and bowed, as though accepting the .speech in some com¬ 
plimentary sense, and turned towards Miss Leicester, who was busily ar¬ 
ranging some dried plants in a volume. 

“These are not specimens of this neighhom-hood?” said Linton, taking 
up some heaths, “ which are seldom found save in Alpine regions.” 

“Yes, Sir,” interrupted Tiernay, “you’U bo surprised to find here pro¬ 
ductions which would not seem native to these wDds.” 

“ If yon take an interest in such things,” said old Corrigan, “you oan’l 
have a better guide than my granddiuighter and Tiernay; they know every 
crag and glen for twenty miles round; all I bargain for is, don’t be late 
back for dinner. You’U give us your company, I hope, Sir, at six ?” 

Linton assented, with a cordial pleasure that delighted his invitor; and 
Mary, so liajipy to sec the gratified expression of her grandfather’s face, 
looked gratefully at the stranger for his polite compliance. 

“ A word with you. Sir,” whispered Tiernay in Linton’s ear; and ho 
passed out into the little flower-garden, saying, as he went, “I’D show Mr. 



EOLAUD CASHEL. 


217 


Lintott the grounds, Miss Mary, and you shall not have to neglect your 
household cares.” 

Linton followed him without speaking, nor was a word interchanged be¬ 
tween them till they had left the cottage a considerable distance behind 
them. “ Well, Sir,” said Linton, coming to a halt, and speaking in a voice 
of cold and steadfast purpose, “how far do you propose that I am to bear 
you company ?” 

“ Only till we are beyond the danger of being overheard,” said Tienwy, 
turning round. “Here will do perfectly. You will doubtless say, Sir, that 
in asking you for an explanation of why I see you in tliis cottage. Unit 1 am 
exceeding the bounds of what right and duty alone impose.” 

“You anticipate me precisely,” said Linton, sarcastically, “and to save 
you tlie embarrassment of so obviously impertinent a proceeding, 1 beg to say 
that 1 shall neither afford you the slightest satisfaction on tliis or any other 
subject of inquiry. Now, Sir, what next f” 

“ Do you forget the occasion of our first meeting ?” said the Doctor, who 
actually was abashed beneath the practised ellrontcry of his adversary, 

“ Not hi the least, Sir. You permitted yourself on that occasion to take 
a liberty, which from your age and other circumstances I eousented to pass 
urmotioeil. I shall not always vouch for the same patient endurance on my 
part; and so pray be cautious how you provoke it.” 

“ It was at that meeting,” said the Doctor, with passionate earnestness, 
“ tliat 1 heard you endeavour to dissuade jour friend from a favourable con¬ 
sideration of that man’s claim, whose hospitality you now accept of. It 

was with an insolent sneer at Mr. Ca-shcl’s siinpUcily-” 

“Pray stop. Sir—not too far, I beseech you. The whole all'air, into 
which by some extraordinary self-delusion you consider yourself privileged 
to obtrude, is very simple. Tliis cottage and the grounds appertaining to 
it arf mine. This old gentleman, for whom I entertain the highest respect, 
is Mij tenant. The legal proof of what I say, I promise to submit to you 
within the week; and it was to rescue Mr. Cashel from the inconsistency 
of pledging himself to what was beyond liis powers of performance, that I 
interfered. Ymr very ill-advised zeal prevented tliis; and rather than iii- 
crease the awkwardness of a painful situation, I endured a very unprovoked 
and impertinent remark. Now, Sir, you have the full explanation of my 
conduct, and my opinion of yours; and I see no reason to continue the in¬ 
terview.” So saying, Linton touched his hat and turned back towards the 
cottage. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Ay, Sir, the knave is a deep one. 

Ou> Plav. 

To save our reader the tedious task of foEowing Mr. Linton’s move¬ 
ments, however necessary to our story some insight into them may he, we 
take the shorter, and therrfore jilcasanter course, of submitting one of lii.s 
own brief notes to Boland Cashel, written some three days rftcr his arrival 
at Tubbermore: 

“ Still here, my dear Cashel, still in this Tipperary Siberia, where our 
devotion to your service has called and still retains us—and what ditlieulties 
and dangers have been ours! What a land!—and what a peojilc! Of a- 
truth, 1 no longer envy the rich landed projuietor—os, in my ignorance, I 
used to do some weeks back. To begin. Your Clialenu dc Tubbermore, w'hich 
seems a cross between a gaol and a county hospital without, and is a down¬ 
right min williin, stands in a ))ark of thistles and docks, wliose luxuriant 
growth are a contemptuous reflexion upon your trees, which positively don't 
grow at all. So ingeniously placed is this desirable residence, that all hough 
the country, the river, and the mountains, offer some fine landscape cffecls, 
not a vestige of any of t!-em can be seen from your windows. Y’oiir dining- 
room, late a nursery for an interesting family of small pigs, looks out upon 
the stables, picturesque as they are in fissured walls and tumbling rafters ; 
and one of the drawing-rooms—they call it the blue room—a lint so likely to 
be caught up by the spectators—opens upon a garden—but what a garden! 
EraiVtroes there are none—stay, I am unjust, two liave been left standing 
to give support to a clotbes-linc, where the amiable household of your care- 
take,r, Mr. Cane, are pictorially represented by various garments, cn'sceiido 
from the tunic of tender years to the foil-grown ‘ toga.’ But why eniimorafo 
small details ? Let me rather deal in negatives, and f eU you there is not a 
whole pane of ghtss in the eutire building—not a grate—few doors—little 
flooring, and actually no roof. The slates, where there arc sueli, arc so 
loose that the wind rattles among them like tlic keys of a gigantic jiiano, 
and usually ends with a grand Ereiscliutz cficcl, wliich uncovers a rooju or 
two. The walls are everywhere so rotten, (hut if yon would break a loop¬ 
hole, you throw down enough to drive a ‘ break ’ through; and as fur the 
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chimneys, the jackdaw may plead the Statute of Limitations, and defy to 
surrender a possession which certainly dates from the past century! 
Toryst ell is in despiur; he goes about sticking his thumb through liio rot¬ 
ting timbers, and knocking down partitions with a kick of his foot, and ex- 
clainung against the ignorance of the last, age of architects, who, 1 take it, 
were pretty much like their successors, save in the thefts coramitled from 
Greek and Eoman models. This is not tempting, nor the remedy for it 
easy. Stone and mortar are as great luxuries here as ice-crcam at Cal- 
eutta; there are no workmen, or the lew are mei'ely artificers in mud. 
Timber i.s an exotic—^glass and iron are traditions; so that if you desire to 
be an Irish country gentleman, your pursuit of territorial ascendancy has 
all the merit of difficulty. Now—que faire ? Shall we restore, or, rather, 
rebuild, or shall we put forty pounds of Hartford gunpowder in one of the 
cellars, and blow the whole concern to him who must hare devised itf 
Such is the coarse 1 should ccrtaiuly adopt myself, aud only feel regret at 
the ignoble service of the honest explosive. 

“Perystcll, like all his tribe, is a pedant, and begins by asking for two 
years, and I won’t say how many thousand pounds. My reply is, ‘ Months 
and hundreds vice years and thousands,’—^and so we arc at issue. 1 know 
your auxiety to receive the people you have invited, and I feel how fruitless 
it would be to tell you with wbat apologies I, if in your place, should put 
them off; so pray instruct me how to act. Shall 1 commission Perystell to 
go to work in all form, and meanwhile make a imrtion of the edifice habit¬ 
able ? or shall I—and I rather admire the plan—get a corps of stage arti¬ 
ficers from Drury Lane, and dress up the house as they run up a provincial 
Ihcatre ? 1 know you don’t care about cost, which, after aU, is the only 
real objection to the scheme, and if you incline to my suggestion about the 
fireworks, for a finish, it will be perfectly appropriate. 

“ My own cottage ’—so far, at least, as I could see of it without in¬ 
truding on the present occupant—is very pretty; roses, mid honeysuckle, 
aud jasmines, aud such-like ruralities, actuaUy enveloping it. It is well 
placed, too, iu a snug little nook, sheltered from the north, and with a peep 
at the, river in front—just the sort of place where baffled ambition aud dis¬ 
appointment would retire to, and where, doubtless, some of these da 3 's, Tom 
Linton, not being selected by her Majesty as Chief Secrctarj- for the Dome 
Office, will be announced in the papers to have withdrawn from public life, 

‘ to prosecute the more congenial career of literature.’ There is a delicious 
little boudoir, too—such is it at present; you or I would mate it a smoking 
crib—looking over the Shannon, and with a fine bold mountain, well 
wooded, beyond. I should like a gossip with jrou iu that bay-window, in 
the mellow hour, when co'uldcncc, which hates candles, is at its full. 
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“ Have I told you everything ? I scarcely know, my head is so full of 
roof-trees, rafters, joists, gables, and parapets. Halt! I was forgetting a 
pretty—that is not the word—a handsome girl, daughter or granddaughter 
of our tenant Mr. Corrigan, one of those saintly, virginal heads Raphael 
painted, with finely pencilled eyebrows, delicate beyond expression above; 
severe, in the cold, unimpas.sioncd character of the mouth and lips; clever, 
too, or, what comes to nearly the same, odd and eccentric, being educated 
by an old St. Omer priest, who taught her Latin, French, Italian, with a 
dash of Theology, and, better than all, to sing Provenpal songs to her own 
accompaniment on the piano. You’ll say, with such companionship, Siberia 
is not so bad after all, nor would it, perhaps, if we had nothing else to 
think of. Besides, she is as proud as an Austrian Archduchess—has the 
blood of, God knows how many, kings—Irish, of course—^in her veins, and 
looks upon me—Saxon that I am—as a mountain-ash might do on a mush¬ 
room.” 

There was no erasure but one, and that very slight, and seeming unim¬ 
portant ; he had written Tubber-beg at the top of the letter, and, perceiving 
it, bad changed it to Tnbbermoro, the fact being that he had already 
est.'iblislied himself as an inmate of the “ Cottage,” and a guest of Mr. 
Corrigan. Wo need not dwell on the arts by which Linton aoeomplisheJ 
this object, to which, indeed, Mr. Corrigan’s hospitable habits contributed 
no diiiicidty. The “Doctor” alone could have interposed any obstacle, 
and he, knowing the extent of Linton’s power, did not dare to do so, con¬ 
tenting himself to watch narrowly all his proceedings, and warn his friend 
whenever warning could no longer be delayed. 

Without enjoying tlic advantages of a careful education, Linton’s na¬ 
tural quickness counterfeited knowledge so w(^ll that few, in every-day in¬ 
tercourse, could detect the imposition. He never read a book through, but 
be skimmed some thousands, and was thoroughly familiar with that process 
so popular in our Universities, and technically termed “ cramming ” an 
author. In this way, there were few subjects on which ho could not speak 
fairly, a faculty to w'hich considerable fluency and an easy play of fancy 
lent great assistance. His great craft, however, was—and whatever may 
be said on the subject, it would seem the peculiar gift of certain organisa¬ 
tions—that he was able, in an inconceivably short time, to worm himself 
into the confidence of almost aU with whom ho came in contact. His 
natural good sense, his singularly clear views, his ever-ready sympathy, but, 
more than all, the dexterity with which he could affect acquaintance with 
topics he was all but totally ignorant of, pointed him out as the very person 
to hear the secrets of a family. 
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Mr. Corrigan was not one to exact any great efforts of Linton’s tact in 
this walk; his long isolation from the world, joined to a character naturally 
frank, made liim communicative and open; and before Linton liad passed a 
week under his roof, he had heard jill the eircumstances of the old foi'- 
feiture, and the traditionary belief of the family that it had been withdrawn 
imdcr a special order of the King in council. 

“ Yon arc quite right,” said Linton, one night, as this theme had been 
discussed for some hours, “never to have alluded to this in any correspond¬ 
ence with Cashel. Ilis liasty and excitable temper would have construed 
the whole into a threat—and there is no saying how he might have re¬ 
sented it.” 

“ I did not speak of it for a very different reason,” said old Corrigan, 
proudly; “1 had just accepted a favour—and .a great one—at his hands, 
and I would not tarnish the lustre of bis noble conduct by even the possi¬ 
bility of sclf-iutcrcst.” 

Luiton was silent—a struggle of some kind seemed working within him, 
but he did not speak, and at hist sauntered from the room, and passed out 
into the little garden in front. 

He had not gone far, when he heard a light footstep on the gravel behind 
him. He turned, and saw Mary Leicester. 

“ I have followed you, Mr. Linton,” said she, in a voice whose agitation 
was perceptible, “ because I thought it possible that some time or other, in 
your close intimacy with Mr. Cashel, you might allude to this topic, and 1 
know what distress such a communication would occasion to my grand¬ 
father. Our claim—^if the word be not inapplicable—can never be 
revived; for myself, there is no condition of privation I would not rather 
meet, than encounter the harassing vicissitudes of a struggle which slioidd 
embitter my poor dear grandfather’s few years on earth. The very mention 
of 11.0 theme is sure to render him irritable and unhappy. Promise me, then, 
to avoid the subject as much as possible, here, and never to advert to it, 
elsewhere.” 

“ Should 1 not be doing yon a gross injustice by such a' pledge ?” said 
Linton, mildly. 

“ I can endure that; I cannot support the alternative. Make me this 
promise.” 

“ I make it, truly and solemnly; would it were in my power to pledge 
myself to aught of real service to Miss Leicester.” 

“ There is one such,” said Maty, after a pause, “ and yet I am ashamed 
to ask it—ashamed of the presumption it would imply—and yet I feel 
acquitted to my own heart.” 

" What is it ?—only tell me how 1 can serve you,” said Linton, passion¬ 
ately. 
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“ 1 have scarce courage for the avowal,” said she, in a low, faint voice. 
“It is not that my self-love can be -Hounded by any judgment lhal may be 
pronounced,—it is rather that I dread failure for itself. In a word, JVlr. 
Linton, certain circumstaaceB of fortune liaveprcs.sod upon my grandfather’s 
resources, some of which I am aware of—of others ignorant. So much, 
however, do 1 know, that the convfotls, so necessary to his age and habits, 
have diminiabed one by one—each ycai- seeing some new )irivations, where 
increasing infii^y would demand nrore ease. In this emergency, I have 
thought of an effort—you will smUe at the folly, pcrhap.s, but be lenient for 
the motive—I have endeavoured to make some of the many rcrainisccuops 
of his own early years conttihule to his old age, and liavo WTitteu certain 
short sketches of the time, when, as a youth, he served as a soldier of the 
body-guard of Louis XVI. I know how utlcrly valueless they are in a 
literaiy point of view—but I have thought that, as true pictures of a time 
now jirobably passed away never to return, they might have their interest. 
Such i.s my secret. My entreaty is, to iisk of you to look at them, and, if 
not utterly unworthy, to assist me regarding their publication.” 

“ 1 not only promise this, hut 1 can pledge myself to the success,” said 
Linton; “ such recitals of life and maimers as I have listened to from 
Mr. C.orrigan would be uivaluable; we know so little in England-” 

“Jiay, let mo stop you; they are written in Ercneb. My hope is to 
procure their insertion in some I’rench journal, as is tlie custom now-a-days. 
Here they are,” said she, handing him a jiacket with a trembling hand. “ I 
have bill to say, that if they be all I fear them, you will be too true a friend 
to peril me by a rejection.” And without waiting for a reply, slm hurried 
back to the house. 

Many minutes had not elapsed ere Linton found himself in his room, with 
the open tnanuscript before him. It-was quite true, he had not in anticipar 
tiou conceived a very high idea of Miss Leicester’s efforts, because his 
habit, like that of a great number of shrewd people, was to regard ad 
amateur performances as very inferior, and that only they who give them¬ 
selves wholly up to any pursuit attain even mediocrity. He had not, however, 
read mauy pages ere he was struck by the evidence of high ability. The 
style was everywhere simple, chaste, and elegant; the illustrations natural 
and graceful; and the dialogue, when occurring, marked by all the cpigram- 
matie smartness which characterised the era. 

The sketches also had the merit of life-pictures—real characters of the 
day, being drawn, with a vigour that only actual knowledge could impart. 
AJl these exoellencea Linton could perceive and estimate; but there were 
mauy very far above his power of appreciation. As it was, he read on, fas¬ 
cinated by the interest semms inspired, nor ceased tid the last page was 
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completed, when, throwing himself on his bed, he fell soon asleep, and 
drc.iiued of Mary Leicester. 

His ^'cry fii'st c.ire, oji wahing, was to resume the manuscript, and see 
how far the impression first made iniglil he corroborated by aficrihought. 
It was while reading, that the post had just arrived, bringing, among other 
letters, one in Phillis’s hand, which was, though brief, signiiicanl: 

" Sir, —There is no time to be lost. The K.’s are here every day, and 

Lord C-spends every morning here till three or four O’O. Mr. Meet 

has written to ask for Mr. C.’s interest in the borough—what answ'cr given, 
not known. Mr. C. would seem to be again pressed for money. He w as 
here twice yesterday. The rumour is, that Mr. C. will marry Miss 0. K. 
humediately. Pcarse overheard Mr. K. warning Mi\ C. against Mr. Linton 
as a i cry dangerous intimate. Ld. C. P. said, when sitfing here yc.sterday, 
‘ 1 have known Master Tom some years, and never knew the man he did not 
help to ruin with whom be had any influenco.’ Mr. C. said something 
ahoul being on his guard, and ‘suspecting’—^but the exact words were not 
heard. Lord K. and Lady breakfasted with Mr. C. to-day, and stayed till 
two. Lady K. swept down with her dress a Sevres jar in tlic hondoir— 
heai d Mr. C. say that he would not give the fragments for the most pre¬ 
cious vase in the Tuiieries. Lord K. asked what he said, and horliailyship 
replied i hat Mr. G.’s vase was unhappily the fellow of one in the Tuiieries, 
and looked confused at the accident. Mr. Linton is warned to lose no 
time, as Mr. C. is hourly falling deeper into other influences—and every 
d.\v something occurs to injure Mr. L.’s interest.—^Honoured Sir, in duty 
yours, • “ P. 

“ N.l?.—The yacht c.ame into liarbour from Cowes last night.” 

The sa ae day which brought this secret despatch saw one from Linton to 
Cashel, saying, that by the aid of four hundred workmen in various crafts, 
unceushig toil, and unwearied zeal, Tubhermore would be ready to receive 
his guests by the following Wednesday. A steamer, hired specially, had 
broiiglif over from Loudon nearly everything which constitutes the internal 
arrangement of a house, and as money had been spent without control, diffi¬ 
culties melted away into mere momentary embarrassments—inipossibihties 
there were none. The letter contained a long list of commissions for 
Casbel to execute, given, however, with no other object than to occupy his 
time for the remaining few days in town as much as possible. This, written 
and sent ofl', Linton addressed himself to his task of preparation with an 
energy few could surpass, and while the tradespeople were stimulated by 
increased pay to greater efforts, and the work was canied on through the 



224 


ROLAND CASHEL. 


night by torchlight, the whole domcsno swarmed with labourers, by whom 
roads were cut, paths gravelled, fences levelled, llowcr-plols devised, even 
the garden—that labyrinth of giant weeds—was reduced to order, till in the 
hourly changing aspect of the place it was hard not to recognise the wand 
of cnehontincnt. It was, indeed, like magic to sec how fountains sjiraiig up, 
and threw their spraycy showers over the new-planted shrubs; new paths 
led away into dense groves of trees; windows, so late half walled up, now 
opened upon smooth, shaven turf, or disclosed a reach of swelling land¬ 
scape ; and chambers, that a few days back were the gloomy abode of the 
hat and the night-owl, became of a sudden cheerfnl and lightsome. 

Stuccoed ceilings, mirror-panelled windows, gilded coniiccs, and earved 
architraves—all of which would imxdy time and long labour—were there 
at once and on the moment, for the Good Fairy who did these things 
knows not failure—the Banker’s Cheque-book. From the great liall to the 
uppermost chamber the aspect of all bespoke comfort. Tin; elegances of 
life, Linton well knew, are like all other refinements, not capable of being 
“ improvised,” hut the daily coinforts are. The meaner objects which make 
up the sum of hourly want—the lazy ottoman, the downy-iiillowcd faulcuils, 
the little squabs that sit in windows to provoke flirtations and inspire con¬ 
fidences; 1 he tempting liltle writing-tables that suggest pen and ink; the 
hilliard-tahle, opening on the flower-garden, so redolent of sweet odours, 
that you feel exonerated for the shame of an in-door occupation; the pianos, 
and guitars, aud harps scattered about in various places, as though to be ever 
ready to the touch; the hooks, aud prints, aud portfolios, that give excuse 
to the lounging mood, and text for that indolent chit-chat, so pleasant of a 
moming,~all these, and a the nsand other things, seen Ihrough the long per¬ 
spective of a handsome suite of rooms, do make up that sum, for which our 
own dear epithet, " comfort,” has no foreign equivalent. 

We have been often compelled, in this veracious history, to rofleot with 
harshness on certain traits of Mr. Linton’s morality. Let us make hijii the 
small amende in our power to say, that in his present functions ho was un¬ 
surpassable—and here, for the moment, we leave him. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

They alle agrode to disagree, 

A moste united Familie! 

OnBAT was the cxcilcmcul and bustle in the Kennyfeek family on the 
arrival of a brief note from Roland Cashel, setting forth tliat the house al 
Tubbcrmorc was at length in a stale to roeeive liis guests, who were 'nvited 
for the following Wednesday. 

Although this visit had rarely been alluded to in Cashel’s presence, it was 
a very frequent topic of the family in seerct committee, and many were the 
fears inspired by long ])ostpouement that the event would never come off. 
EiUih, indeed, looked forward to it wilh very different feelings. Independent 
of all more purely ]iersonal views, Mi's. Kennyfeek spcimlated on the im- 
lueuse increase of iinporlance she .should obtain socially, in the fuel of 
being domesticated in the same house with a Commander of the Porees and 
his lady, not to speak of Sccrel.aries, Aides-de-Camp, and Heaven knows 
what olher fuuetionaries. The young ladies had prospeetivc vi.sions of 
another order, and poor Kennyf(?ek fancied him.self a kind of agricultural 
Mettcruieh, who was about, at the mere suggestion of his will, to lay down 
new' territorial limits on the estate, and cut aud carve the boundaries al his 
pleasure. 

Aunt Fanny, alone, was not warmed by the enthusiasm around her; first 
of all, there were grave douhts if she could accompany the others, as no pre¬ 
cise invitation had ever been accorded to her; and although Mrs. Kennyfeek 
stoutly averred “she was as good as asked,” the elder daughter plainly 
hinicd at the possible awkwardness of such a step, Olivia preserving between 
the two a docile neutrality. 

“ Pm sorry for your sake, mj dear,” said Miss O’Hara to Olivia, wilh an 
accent almost tart, " because I thought I might he useful.” 

" It is very provoking for all our sakes,” said Miss Kennyfeek, as though 
quietly suffering the judgment to be pronounced; “ we should have been so 
happy all together.” 

“ If your father was any good, he’d manage it at once,” said Mrs. K., with 
a resentful glance towards poor Mr. Kennyfeek, who, with spectacles on his 
forehead, and the newspaper on his knee, fancied he was thinking. 
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“ Wc should have sonic very impertinent remark upon it, I’m certain,” 
said Miss K., who, for reasons we must leave to the reader’s own acuteness, 
was greatly averse to her aunt accompanying them, “ so many of one family! 
I know how Linton will speak of it.” 

“ Let him, if he dare; I wonder whose exertions plaeed Cashel himself in 
the position he enjoys,” said Mrs. Ke.nnyfock, angrily, and darting a look of 
profound contempt at her husband, recognising, doubtless, the axiom of the 
ignoble means through which Providence occasionally elTcets our destinies. 

“ 1 can remain here. Mamma, for that matter,” said Olivia, in a voice of 
angelic innocence. 

” Sweet—artless creature,” whispered her sister, “ not to know how all 
onr doviecs arc exercised for her.” 

“l!’s I'oally too provoking, Fanny,” said Mrs. Kcnnyfeck; “you were 
ju.sf hegimu’ng to acquire that kind of influence over hhn which would 
be .so sen'iccablc, and once in the coimtry, wliere so many opportimitics 
for joining him in his walks would occur, I calculated immensely on your 
assistance.” 

" Well, my dear, it can’t be helped,” sighed Aunt Fanny. 

“ Couldn’t we allude to it to-day, when Ca,sliel calls, and say something 
ahont your going away t o the country and our regi’pts at part ing, ami so on f 
fMivia, you might do that very ciisily.” ‘ 

“ II wouldn’t, do for Olivia,” said Aunt Fanny, very sententiously. 

“ Quite right, auut,” elilmc d in Miss Kcmiyfcek; “ that would he like, old 
Admiral Martin, wlio shot away all liLs aiumumtion firing salutes.” 

“ ilr, Kcnnyfeck 1” said liis spouse, with a voice of command; ‘‘1 vow h<! 
is d(!afcr every day—Mr. Kcnnyfeck, you must call on Mr. OiUihel Ihis 
morning, .and say that wo really cannot think of iulllcting him with an entire 
family; that you and I alone—or yon and Olivia-” 

“No~uo, Mr. Kcnnyfeck and Caroline,” inierposed Aunt Fanny, “sav 
that.” 

“ Thanks for the preference,” said Miss Keimyfeek, with a short nod; 
“ 1 am lo play lightm'ug-comluetor; isn’t it so?” 

“ Or shall I pi'opose going jilone?” interposed Mr. Keiuryfeck, in all the 
solcmnily of self-in)[iortaneo. 

“ Isn't he loo hadexclaimed his wife, turning to the others; “ did you 
ever conceive then- could be anything as dull as that man? We cannot trust 
you with any part of the transaction.” 

“Here comes Jlr. Cashel himself,” said Miss Kennyfeok, as a phaeton 
drove rapidly to t he door, and C.ishcl, aceompauied by a friend, descended. 

“ Kot a word of what we w'ere speaking, Mr. Kcnnyfeck!” said his wife, 
■sternly, for she reposed slight reliance on his tact. 
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“ Who is with liim ?” whispered Olivia to her sister; but not heeding the 
question, Miss 'Kcnuyfcck said: 

Take »/y advice, livy, and get rid of your Duenna. You’ll play your 
own game hetler.” 

Before lliero was time for rejoinder. Lord Charles Frobisher and Cashel 
entered the drawing-room. 

“ You received my note, I hope, Mrs. Kemiyfcck,” .said Boland, as lie ac- 
cc]itcd her cordially offered hand. “ I only this morning got Linton’s last 
bidlcfin, and iulrocdiately wrote off to tell you.” 

‘‘ That is significant,” whispered Miss Kennyfcck to. Olivia. “ To give vs 
the earliest iutelligeucc.” 

” I trust the ;muouucemcnt is not too abrupt.” 

" Of course not,—our only scruple is, tlie largeness of our party. We 
arc really shocked at the nolioir of inflicting an entii-c family upon you.” 

“Beware the Bear,” whispered Lord €., in a very adroit under tone,— 
“ don’t invite the aunt.” 

“My ))oor lioiisi! will only bo the more honoured,” said Cashel, bowing, 
and sorely puzzled how to aid,. 

“ You’ll have a very numerous muster, Cashel, I fancy,” said Lord 
Charles, ulond; “not to .speak of the hunted, Imt those ‘TJuihra',’ as Ihc 
Romans called them, who Ihllow in the snitc.ot such fascinating people at 
Mrs. White.” 

“ Not one too many, if there he but room for them ; my great anxiety l.s, 
that my personal friends should not. be worst off, and 1 have come to bog, if 
not ineoincnieut, that you would start from this on Tuesday.” 

“Do you contract to bring us all down?” said Frobisher. “I. really 
tliink you ought.; the geography of that di.st.rict is not very familiar to uio.sl 
of us. What s.ays Miss Kennyfeck?” 

I like (verythuig tliat. promises pleasure and amusement.” 

“ lYliai says her sister ?” whispered Cashel to Olivia. 

“ How do you mean to travel, Mr. Cashel?” said .she, in a tone ndtich 
might ho eoustnied into perfect artlc.ssness or the most intense intcre.sf. 

“ iVilh you—if you permit,” said Cashel, in a low voice. “I Lave bcim 
ihhikiug of askiug Mrs. Kenny feek if .site would like to go dowmby sea, and 
stiil up the Shannon. My yacht lia.s just arrived.” 

“Mamma cannot bear the water, or it would be delightful,” said Olivia. 

“Cannot wo manage a Hady I’atroness, then?” said Caslicl; “would 
Miss O’Hara kindly consont ?” 

“ .AunI Fanny, Mr. Cashel wishes to .speak to you.” 

“ Care la taiitc 1” said Frobisher, hetwoon his teeth. 

“11*0 were speaking—or ratlu I was expressing a hope,” said Cashel, 

q2 



228 BOLAND CASHEL.. 

diffidently, “ that a yacht excursion round the southern coast, and so up the 
Shannon, might not be an inappropriate way of reaching Tubbermore. Would 
Miss O’Hara feel any objection to be of the party ?” 

“ With Caroline and me,” said Olivia, innocently. 

Miss O’Hara smiled, and shook her hciid doubtfully. 

“ It is very tempting, Mr. Cashel—too tempting, indeed 5 but it requires 
consideration. May I speak a word with you?” And so saying, she with¬ 
drew with Cashel into a window recess. 

The interview was brief; but as they returned to the circle, Cashel was 
heard to say, 

“ I am really the worst man in the world to solve such difficulties; for in 
my ignorance of all forms, I incur the risk of undervaluing them; but if you 
thought by my inviting Lord and Lady Kilgoff-” 

“ Oh, by no means. My sister would never consent to tliat. But I will 
just confer with her for an instant.” 

“If the Kilgoffs are asked, it spoils all,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, in reply to 
a whispered communioation of her sister. 

“ I’ll manage that,” said Aunt I'anuy; “ I half hinted you didn’t like the 
companionship for the girls.” 

“ He’ll invite Mrs. Ijciccstcr White, or Lady Janet, perhaps.” 

“ He shan’t. I’ll talce the whole upon myself.” 

“ You iave done it, I sec,” said Erobishcr, coming close to Cashel, 
and affecting to examine his watch-guard, “ and I warned you, notwith¬ 
standing.” 

“ What could I do ?” said Cashel, hopelessly. 

“ What you must do b'ter on,” said Lord Charles, coolly; " cut the whole 
concern altogether.” 

“ Have you invited the Dean, Mr. Ca.shcl ?” interposed Mrs. Kennyfeck. 

“1 really cannot infonn you. Madam. There has Ijeen so much confusion 
—Linton promising to do everything, and ask everybody; but the omission 
—if such-” 

“ Should be left where it is,” muttered Frobisher. 

“ How long should we probably be on the voyage, Mr, Cashel ?” asked 
Miss O’Hara. 

“ Three—four—or five days—perhaps more.” 

“ I’ll give you a month’s sail, and back ‘ Time’ after all,” said Lord 
Charles. 

“ Oh, that is out of the question—we couldn’t think of such an excur¬ 
sion,” said Aunt Fanny. 

Olivia cast a most imploring look on her aunt, and was silent. 

“ Another point, Mr. Cashel,” said Miss O’Hara, speaking in a very low 
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■wliispcr; “my siater, who is so particular about her girls—^you know how 
they have been brought up, so rigidly, and so carefully—she is afraid of 
that kind of intimacy that might possibly grow up between them and— 

and-” Here she came to a full sto]). “ Didn’t I hear you speak of 

Lady KUgotf P” 

“ Yes; I thought her exactly the kind of person you’d like to liaTC.” 

“Oh, she is charming—mo.st delightful; but she is a woman of the 
world, Mr. Cashel,” said Aunt Fanny, shaking her head. 

“ Indeed!” muttered Roland, not in the least guessing the drift of the 
remark, 

“ No, no, Mr. Cashel, that would never do. These sweet children have 
no knowledge of such people, further than the common intercourse of socieiy. 

Lady Kilgoff and Mrs. White-” 

' “ Is she another ?” 

“ She is another, Mr. Cashel,” said Aunt Fanny, oraculously. 

“Then I see nothing for it but limiting the party to myself and my 
yaeht commander—Lieutenant Sickletou, of thcNavy—and I believe we Imve 
as little of the world about us as any one could desire.” 

It was full a minute or two before Miss O’Hara could satisfy herself that 
this speech was not uttered ironically; but the good-natured and friuik look 
of the speaker at last dis])elled the fear, and she said, 

“ Well, if you really ask my opinion, I’d say, you are right. For our 
parts—that is, for Ihc girls and myself, I mean—we shoidd like it all the 
better, and if you wouldn’t find us too tiresome companions-” 

Miss O’Hara was interrupted here by Mrs. Kcniiyfeck, who, with consi¬ 
derable agitation in her manner, said, “ I must beg pardon for dislurbiug 
your agreeable tete-a-lc'le, Mr. Cashel, but I wish to say one word to my 
sister.” 

As they retired together, Frobisher came up, and, drawing liis arm within 
Rohiiid’s, led him to a window: “ I say, old fellow, you are gomg too fast 
here; hold in a bit, I advise you.” 

“ How do you mean ?—what have 1 done ?” 

“ It’s no affair of mine, you know, and you may say I’m devilish imper¬ 
tinent to mix myself up in it, but I don’t like to sec a fellow ‘ sold,’ notwith¬ 
standing.” 

“ Pray be explicit and frank—what is it f” 

“ Weil, if you’ll not take it ill-” 

“ I promise I shall not—go on.” 

“ Do you mean to marry that little girl yonder, with the blue flower in 
her hair ?” 

“ I cannot say that I do, or that I do not,” said Boland, gelling very red. 
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“ Then, yoa’re making a very bad book, that’s all.” 

“Oh, youfre quite mistaken; I don’t suspect her of the slightest feeling 
tOTvavds me—” 

“ What has that to say to it, my dear follow ?” interrupted Srobishcr. “ I 
didn’t imply that she was in love with yon! I wanted to warn you about 
the mess you’re getting into—the family fracas—the explanation asking— 
the sermonising—^the letter-writing—^Ihc tears, reproaches, distractions— 
ay, and the damages, too!—devilish heavy they’d be against one like you, 
with plenty of ‘ ready.’ Hush! they’re coming.” 

Miss O’Hara advanced towards Cashel, and Trobisher retired; lier mien 
and carriage were, however, staielicr and more imposing, with less of cor¬ 
diality than before. “ We cannot agree upon the details of this excursion, 
1 find. Sir; my sister’s scruples—Mr. Kennyfeck’s doubts—the difficulties, 
in sliort, of every kind, arc such, that I fear we must relinquish it.” 

Cashel bowed deeply, witliont uttering a word; the insinuations of Fro¬ 
bisher were added iu his mhid to the suspicion that some secret game was 
being played against him, and his manly nature was insulted by the doubt. 

Aunt Fanny, pcrha])S, perceived she had gone too far, for, rcassuming her 
ibnncr smile, she said, “ Not that we despiur of one day or other lakhig a 
pleasure-trip in your beautiful vessel.” 

“ Yon do me too much honour by cxjircssing such a hope,” said Cashel, 
gravely, and then turning to Frobisher, added, “YVill you drive me down 
to Kingstown? I want to go on board for a few minutes.” 

“ We see you at seven o’clock, I hope ?” said Mrs. Kcimyfeck, in a 
uhisper. 

“ 1 regret to have made an engagomeut for to-day, adam,” replied Cashel, 
stiffly. “ Good uioruiug, ladies. Very sorry. Miss O’Hara, our sea liiien- 
tions liave been a failure. Lot me hoiH! for Ijoltcr luck on laud.” 

“Will you not he hero this evening?” said Olivia, as he passed close to 
her; mid there, was in the swimming eve and tremulous voice enough to have 
melted a harder heart, than Itoland’s; but this lime ho was proof against all 
Dlandishmcut.s, and with a very cold negative, he departed. 

“ There is hope, for you yet, old fellow,” said Lord Charles, as ho walked 
down .stairs beside him; “ you did that extremely well.” 

Now, allhough Roland was fur from knowing what he had done, or how 
to merit the praises, he was too well pleased with the momentary repose the 
flattery alTorded to question furtlicr. Meanwhile, a very excited scene took 
place in the house they had just quitted, and to which, for a brief space, wi.‘ 
must return. 

On a sofa in one corner of the room sat Olivia Kounyfcck, pale and 
trembling, her eyes tcarl'ul, and her whole air bespeaking grief and agitation. 
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A1 tlic window close by stood Miss Kennyfock, the cuhn composure of her 
face, the ease of her attitude, the very types of internal quiet. She looked 
out, up the square, and playing oii the woodwork of the window an imnginaiy 
pianoforte air, while in the back drawing-room sat Mrs. Kenuyfeck and 
Miss O’Hara, side by side on a sofa, their excited looks and heightened 
coinplc.'cions attesting the animation of the controversy, for such in reality 
it was. 

" 1 thought you woidd go too far —I know you would,” said Mrs. Kenuy- 
fock, with an angry gesture of the hand. 

“ What do you mean by too far ?” rejoined her sister. “ Is it in the 
face of a letter like this tliat you would permit him to continue his atten¬ 
tions, and, worse .stiU, lot the girls go oil for lui excursion of maybe a week 
or l.v/o ? Head that.” 

“ The letter is anonymous, and may bo untrnc from end to end.” 

“ Then why not lot me lest its truth by some idlusion to its couteuts ?” 

“And banish him from the house ever after,” rejoined Mrs. Kcimyfeok, 
bitterly. “No, no, Taiiny, you mistake him very much; lie isn’t like one of 
your old Conuty Clave admirers, that can be butfed to-day, and asked to 
dinner to-morrow—•not that, indeed, you sliowed much judgment in your 
management even of them.” 

This allusion to Aunt i’anny’s sjiinsterhood was too paljiahlc to pass 
uuuoticed, and she arose from the .sofa with a face of outraged temper. 

“ It might be a question, my dear, betweeu us, which had the least 
success—I, who never got a husband—or you, who mamed that one.” 

if Mr. Kcnnyfeek had intended by a lablcau to have pointed the mond 
of (Ids allusion, be could not have succeeded better, as he sat bolt upright 
in Ids cliak, endeavouring' tlu-ough the murky cloud of Ids crude ideas to 
c:\loli one ray of light upon all he witnessed—he looked the very ideal 
of hopeless stupidity. Miss O’Hara, like a skilful general, left the field 
under the smoke of her last fire, and Mrs. Kenuyfeck sat alone, with what 
Homer would ctdl “a heart-consuming rage,” lo meditate on the past. 
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CHAPTEK XXVII. 

The mariner's chart 
lie knew by heart, 

And every current, rock, and shore, 

Erom the drifting sand 
Off' Newfoundland, 

To the sun-sidit cliffs of Singapore. 

Captaik Pike. 

Lokd Ch.arles FaoBiSKitK. was never a very talkative companion, .and 
as Cashel’s present mood was not communicative, they drove along, sc.arccly 
interchanging a sentence, till the harbour of Kingstown came in sight, and 
with it the gay pennons that fluttered from the mast of Koland’s schooner. 

“I suppose that is yo\ir yacht—^thc large craft yonder ?” 

“ I liope so,” said Cashel, cnthnsiastically; “ she sits the water like a 
duck, and has a fine rakish look about her.” 

“ So, then, you never saw her l)efore P” 

“Never. I purchased her from description, taking her crew, com¬ 
mander, and all, just :vs she sailed into Southampton from Zanto, a mouth 
ago. They sent me a drawing of her, her measurement, tonnage, and 
draught of water, as also the log of her run in tho Mcihterrancan yes, 
that’s she, I can recognise tlic water-line from the sketch.” 

“ Is your visit on board going to be a long one ?” drawled out Lord 
Charles, languidly, “for I own 1 am not the h-.ist aquatic, and were it not 
for lobsters and whitebait I vole tho sea a humbug.” 

“ Then I’ll say good-by,” said Cashel. “ That blue water, that curling 
ripple, and the fluttering of that bunting, have sent me a thinking about 
a hundred things.” 

“ You’ll dine with us at seven, won’t yon ?” 

“No, I’M dine on board, or not dine at all,” said be, as be sprang from 
the carriage, and, waving his hand in adieu, made his way to,thc harbour. 
Taking the first boat that olfcred, Cashel rowed out to the yacht, just iu 
time to catch Lieutenant Sickleton, who, in full yacht costume, was about 
to wait on his principal. He was a bluff, good-natured, blunt fellow, who, 
having neither patronage nor interest in the service, had left the wardroom 
for the easier, but less ambitious, life of a yacbt commander; a thoroughly 
good scamau, and brave as a lion, be saw himself reduced to a positiou 
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almost menial from hard and galling necessity. He had twice been to 
Alexandria with touring Lords, who, while treating him well in all essen¬ 
tials, yet mingled so much of condescension in their courtesy, as to be all 
but unendurable. He had gone to America with a young Oxford man, the 
son of a great London brewer, whose overbearing insolence he had been 
obliged to repel by a threat of personal consequences. He had taken an 
invalid family to Madeira, and a ruined Duke to Greece, and was now, with 
the yacht and its company, transferred to Cashel’s hands, not knowii^— 
scarce caring—with whom or where his future destinies were to be cast. 

The Freemasonry of the sea has a stronger tie than the mere use of 
technicals. Cashel w'as not ten minutes on board ere Sicklctou and he were 
like old acquaintances. The Lucciola was, in Sickleton’s ideas, the best, 
thing that ever ran on a keel. There was nothing she couldn’t do—fair 
weather or foul. She could outsail a Yankee smack in a gale off the coast 
of Labrador, or beat a felucca in the light winds off the Gulf of Genoa. If 
these tidings were delightful to Cashel’s cars—the most exciting and heart- 
stirring he had listened to for many a day—he gratification was no less to 
Sickleton, that he was about to s-ail with one who really loved the sea, and 
thoroughly understood, and coidd value, the t|ualities of his noble craft. 

From the vessel, they turned the conversation to all the possible places 
the world’s map afforded for a cruise. Sicklcton’s experiences were chiefly 
Eastern—he knew the Mediterranean as well as ho did the Downs—while 
Cashel’s could vie with him in both coasts of the great Spanish peninsula, 
and all the various channels of the West India islands. For hours they 
sat discussing soundings, and trtidc winds, and shore currents, with all the 
bearings of land points, bluffs, and lighthouses. In talk, they visited half 
the globe—now staggering under a half-reefed topsail in the Day of Biscay 
—now swimming along, with winged and stretching sails, under the blue 
cliffs of Baia. 

“ I’m sure I don’t know how you ever could lead a shore life,” said 
Sickleton, as Cashel described with warm enthusiasm some passages of his 
rover’s existence. 

“Nor do I understand how I have home it so long,” said Cashel; “its 
dissipations weary—its deceila provoke me. I have lost—if not all—great 
part of that buoyancy winch mingled peril and pleasure create, and I 
suppose, in a month or two more, I should be about as apathetic, as 
indolent, and as selfish as any fine gentleman ought to be. Ah, if we 
had a war!” 

“ That’s it—that’s what I say every day and every night—if we had a 
war, the world would be wortli living in or dying for. Fellows like myself, 
for instance, are never thought of in a peace, but they ‘ look us all out’— 
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just as tlicy do a stonn-jil), wlien it comes on to blow—no laughing a man 
out of position, then—no, faith I’*" 

“Row do you mean?” said Cashel, who saw in the intense expression of 
the speaker how much the w'ords covered. 

“ Just what happened to myself—that’s all,” .said Sicklclon; “ but if you 
like to hear how—t he story isn’t long, or any way remarkable—well have 
a bit of luncheon here, and I’ll tell it to you.” 

Cashel williugly assented, and very quickly a most appetising meal made 
its appearance in the cabm, to which Sickleton did the honours most cre¬ 
ditably, 

“ I’m impatient for that anecdote you promised me,” said Caslnd, as the 
dessert, made its appeaiancc, and they sat in all the pleasant enjoynmut of 
social ease. 

“ You shall hear it—^t hough, as I said before, it’s not much of a story 
either; nor should 1 tell it, if I didn’t see that you feel a sort of interest 
about myself—unhappily, its hero. 

“ ni not weary you by telling yon the story that thousands can repeal, 
of a service without patronage, no sooner afloat than paid off again, and no 
chance of cmjfloyment, save in a tcu-guii brig otT the coast of Guinea, and 
'[ suppose you know what that is ?” 

Cashel nodded, and Sickleton went on. 

“Well,! passed as lieutenant, ;iud went through my yellow fever in 
th(! Niger very creditably. I was the only one of a ship’s comi)auy in the 
gun-room on the way hack to England, after a two vears’ cruise; 1 suiqiose 
because life was less an object to me than the other fellow.s, who had 
mofhw's, uud sisters, and so on. So it was, I brought the old Amp/iio/i Sid'c 
iuto dock, and was passed off to wander about tlie world, with something 
nnder forty pounds in my pocket, and a ‘good-service letter’ from the 
Admiralty—a dociuucnt that costs a nrau soim; tiouble to gain, but thai 
would not get you a third-class place in the rail to Croydon, when you liavc 
it. YVhat was 1 to do?—1 had no interest for the Coast-Guard. I tried 
to become keeper of a liglithouse, but failed. It was no use to try and be 
a clerk—^Ihere were plenty of follows, better qnalifled than myself, walking 
the streets supperless. So I set myself a thinking if 1 couldn’t do some¬ 
thing for ‘ the service’ that might get me into notice, and mak(; the * Lords’ 
take me up. There was one chap made his fort uno by ‘ round stems,’ 
though they were known in the Dutch Navy for two centuries. There was 
another invented a life-boat; a tliird, a new floating buoy—and so on. Now 
I’m sure I passed many a sleepless night thinking of something that 
might Slid me; at one time it wiis a now mode of reefing topsails ui a gide 
—at another it was a change in signalising the distant ships of a squadron 
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—now an anolior for rocky bottoms—now a contrivance for lowering 
quarter-boats in a heavy sea,—till at last, by dint of dovrnriglit hard thought 
and perseverance, I did fall upon a lucky notion. I invented a new hand- 
pump, applicable for launches and gun-boats—a thing gre.atly wanted—very 
simple of contrivance, and easy to work, ll was a blessed moment, to be 
sure, when my mind, instead of wandering over everything from the round 
top to the taffrail, at last settled down on this same pump 1 

“ It was not more labour and study tills invention caused me. No! it 
swallowed up nearly every shilling of my little hoard. 1 was obliged to 
make a model, and what with load and zinc, and solder and leather, and 
caoutchouc and copjier, I was very soon left without ‘ tinbut I had hope, 
!Uk 1 hope makes up for half rations! At last, my pump was perfect; the 
next thing was to make it luiown. There w'as no use in tiying this tlirough 
any unprofessional channels. Landsmen think that as they pay for the 
Navy, they need not bother their heads about it further. ‘ My Lords,’ 1 
knew well, wouldn’t mind me, because my father wasn’t in Parliament, and 
so I thought of one of those Magazines that devote themselves to the 
int crest.s of the two services, and 1 wrote a paper accordingly, and accom¬ 
panied it hy a kind of diagram of my ptunp. I waited fur a month—two— 
three months—bat heard nothing—saw nothing of my invention. 1 wrote, 
but could get no answer. 1 called, but could see no Editor; and at last 
was meditating some persomd vengeance, when 1 received a note. II was 
then much after Midsummer, few people hi town, and the Magazines wore 
))riatiiig anything—as no one reads them in the dog-days—stating that if 
Lieutenant Sicklcton would procure a woodcut of his pump, the pajier 
dcbcrijitive of it should appear in the next number. That was a civil 
way of asking me for live pounds; but help there was uouc, and so 1 
compUed. 

*■ At length 1 road in the list of the contents, ‘ Liisitcnant Siekleton’s 
New llaiid-Pumj), with an Illustration’—and my heart liouuded at the 
Mords. It was the nineteenth aiiiclc—^neiir tho end of Die number. 1 
forget what the others were—-something of course about Waterloo, and 
Albuera, and the Albert chako, and such-like stuff. My pump, 1 knew, 
put it whore they would, was tlie paper of tlio month. This feeling was a 
little abated on finding lliat, as I walked down .hlcel-street on the day of 
puhlicatiou, 1 didn’t jierceivo any sign of jmblie notice or recognition; no 
one said as I passed, ‘ That’s Siokleton, the fellow who invented the new 
pump.’ I remembered, however, that if my pump was known, 7 was not as 
yet, and that though the portrait of my invention had become fame, my 
own was still in obscurity. 

“1 betook myself to the office of the journal, cxpeetiiig there at least to 
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find that enthusiastic reception the knowledge of my merits must secure, 
but liang me, if one of the clerks—as to the Editor, there was no seeing 
him—took the slightest trouble about me. I told him, with, I trust, a 
pardonable swelling of the bosom, that I was ‘ Sicklcton.’ I didn’t say the 
famous Sickleton, and I thought I was modest in the omission; but he 
wasn’t in the least struck by the announcement, and I quitted the place in 
disgust. 

“ Worse than all, when I came to read over my paper, I found, by the 
errors of the press, that the whole diagram was spoiled. The letters had 
been misplaced, and the Fiend himself, if he wanted it, couldn’t work my 
pump. You see that C D represented the angular crank, F was tlie stop¬ 
cock, and T the trigger that closed the piston, llang me, if they didn’t 
make F the trigger, and instead of B being the cistern, it was made the 
jet; so lhal when you began to work, all the water squirted through tlie 
sluices at O P Q over the operator. I went nearly mad. 1 wrote a furious 
letter to the Editor—I wrote another to the Times —I wrote to the Globe, 
the Tost, and the Herald. J explained—I elucidated—I asked for the 
Eiiglishmau’s birthright, as they call it—‘ Justice ’—but no use! In fact, 
niy rcelainations could only be inserted ns advertisements, and would cost 
me about a hundred pounds to publish. So I sat down to giicve. over my 
mventimi, and curse the hour I ever thouglit of serving my country. 

“ 11 was about six months after this—1 had been living on some relations 
nearly us poor as myself—when 1 one day received an order to ‘ wait at the 
Admiralty the next morning.’ I went, but without hop^r interest. I 
couldn’t guess why 1 was sent for, but no touch of expcotaucy made me 
anxious for the B-esult. 

“ I waited from eleven till four in the ante-room; and at last, after some 
fifty had had audiences, Lieutenant Sickleton was culled. The time was I 
would have trembled at such an interview to the very marrow of my bones. 
Bisappointmont, however, had nerved me now, and 1 stood as much at ease 
aud composed us 1 sit here. 

“ ‘ You arc Mr. Sickleton ?’ said the First Lord, w'ho was a ‘ Tartar.’ 

“ ‘ Yes, my Lord.’ 

“ ‘ You invouted a kind of pump—a hand-pump for launches and small 
craft, I think ?’ 

“ ‘ Yes, my Lord.’ 

“ ‘ Yon have a model of the invention, too ?’ 

“ ‘ Yes, my Lord.’ 

“‘Canyou describe the principle of your discovery—is there anything 
which, for its novelty, demands the peculiar attention of the Admiralty ?’ 

“ ‘ Yes—at least 1 think so, my Lord,’ said I, the last embers of hope 
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beginniiig to flicker into a faint flame within. ‘ The whole is so simple, 
that I can, with your jpermission, make it perfectly intelligible even here. 

There is a small double-acting piston-’ 

‘ Confound the fellow! don’t let him bore us, now,’ said Admiral M-, 

in a whisper quite loud enough for me to overhear it. ‘ If it amuse his 
Majesty, that’s enougL Tell him what’s wanted, and let him go.’ 

“ ‘ Ob, very well,’ said the Mrst Lord, who seemed tcnibly afraid of his 
colleague. ‘It is the King’s wish, Mr. Sicklelon, that your invention 
shoidd be tested under his Majesty’s personal inspection, and you arc there¬ 
fore commanded to present yourself at Windsor on Monday next, with your 
model, at eleven o’clock. It is not very cumbrous, I suppose ?’ 

“ ‘ No, my Lord. It only weighs four and a half hundred-weight.’ 

“ ‘ Pretty well for a model: but here is an order for a waggon. You’ll 
present this at Woolwich.’ He borved, and turned his back, and I re¬ 
treated. 

“ Sharp to the hour of eleven I found myself at Windsor on the following 
Monday. It w.as past two, liowcvcr, before his Majesty could sec me. 
There were audiences and foreign And)assadors, papers to read, commissions 
to sign—in fact, when two o’clock came, the King had only got through a 
part of Ids day’s work, and then it was lunehcon-time. This was over about 
three; and at last his Majesty, with the Pirst Lord, two Admirals, and an 
old Post-Captain, who, by iJic way, had once put me in irons for not saluting 
his Majesty’s guard when coming up to the watch at midnight, appeared on 
the terrace. 

“ The place Selected for the trial was a neat little parterre outside one of 
the small drawing-rooms. There was a fountain supplied by two running 
streams, and this 1 was to experiment uiion with my new pump. It was 
trying diougli to .stand there before such a presence ; but the uppermost 
1 bought j!i my mind was about my invention, and I almost forgot Ihc cxidted 
rank of my audience. 

“ After due presentation to his Majesty, and a few common-place ques- 
t ions about where I had served, and how long, and so on, the King said, 
‘ Como now, Sir. Let us see the pump at work, for we haven’t much time 
to lose.’ 

“ I immediately adjusted the apparatus, and when all was ready, I looked 
about in some dismay, for I saw no one to .assist the working. 'J'hen; were 
present, besides the King and the three naval officers, only two fellows in 
full dress liveries, a devilish-sight mqre pompous-looking than tlic King or 
the First Lord. What was to be done ? It was a dilemma I had never an¬ 
ticipated ; and, in my dire distress, I stepped back aird whispered a word to 
old Admiral Beaufort, who was the kindest-looking of the party. 
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“ ‘ Wliat is he saying ?—what does he want ?’ said the King, who partly- 
overheard the wliis})er. 

" ‘ Mr. Sicldoton remarks, your Majesty, that ho will need assistance to 
exliibit Ids invention—that he requires some one to work the pump.’ 

“ ‘ Then why didn’t he bring hands with him ?’ said the King, testily. ‘ I 
suppose the machine is not sjll-actiug, and that he knew that before he came 
here.’ 

“I thought I’d have fainted at this rebuke from the lips of royalty itself, 
and so 1 stammered out some miserable excuse about not knowing if 1 were 
empowered to Lave brought aid—my ignoraucc of Court etiquette—in fact, 
I blundered—and so far, that the King cut me short by saying, ‘Take 
those people there, Sir, and don’t delay us;’ pointing to the two genllcmcu 
in cocked hats, bags, :uid swords, tliat looked as if they could have dauced 
oil iny crave wil li delight. 

“ In 11 flurry—compared to which a fever was composure—I instructed 
my two new as.sislauts in the duty, aud stalioning myself with the hose to 
direct the ojievution of the jet, 1 g-ave the word lo begin. Well! instead of 
a great dash of water spurting out some Tdiy feet in heiglit, aud fizzing 
(liroucii the air like a rocket, llierc came a Irlekliiig, miserable dribble, that 
puddled at my very feet! 1 (liouglil the sucker was clogged—the piston 

slojiped—the valves iiiqieded—twenty things did I fancy—hat the sober 
truth was, these gilded rascals wouldn’t do more than touch the erauk with 
the tips of their lingers, and Ijari'ly ]mt sullieicnt force iu the pressure to 
move llie arm up and down. ‘ Work it. harder—put mort^reiigih to it,’ 1 
whispered, in mortal fe.av to he overheard, tint they never minded me in the 
least, [ndeed, I almost iliiuk ouc fellow winked lib eye ironically when I 
addressed him. 

‘“Eh—what!’ said tlic King, after leu minutes of an exhibition that, 
were 1.0 me ten years at ihe galleys, ‘thuse pump.s do uext to nothing. 
They make noise enough, lad don’t bring up any -water at all.’ 

“Tlic First Lord shook his head in assent. Old Beaufort made me a 
sign to give u)i rtie trial, aud tlic Post-Oaptaiu blurted out, iu a half-whisper, 
something about a ‘ lilundering son of a dog’s wife,’ that nearly drove me 
mad. 

‘“I -say, Sieklclon,’ said the King, ‘your invention’s not -wortli tlie 
solder it cost you. Yen C'mldu’l sprinkle the geraniums yonder in three 
weeks with it.’ 

‘“It’s all the fault of these d—d buffers, please your Majesty,’ said T, 
driven clean out of lui ^en.so.s by failure and disgrace—and, to be sure,'as 
hearty a roar of laughter followed as ever I listened to in my lif(>-‘ if they’d 
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only bear a hand and work the crank as I showed them-’ As I spoke, 

I leaned over and took hold of the crank myself, letting the hose rest on 
my shoulder. 

“Withtwo vigorous pulls I filled the pistons full, and, at the third, rush 
vrent the stream with the force of a Congreve—not, indeed, over the trees, 
as I expected, but full in the face of the First Lord; scarcely was his cry 
uttered, when a fourth dash laid him full upon his back, drenched from 
head to foot, and nearly senseless from the shook. The King scrcaimd 
with laughing—the Admiral shouted—the old i’ost-Captain swore—and 1, 
not knowing one w'ord of all that was hajipeuing bchiud my back, worked 
away for the bare life, till the two footmen, at a signal from the Admiral, 
laid hold of me by main force, and dragged me away, the pcrsiunition 
dripping from my forehead, and my uniform all in rags by the exertion. 

“ ‘ Get away as fast as you can, Sir,’ whispered old B., ‘ and thank God 
if your day’s work only puts you at the end of the list.’ I followed the 
counsel—I don’t know how—1 never could recollect one event from that 
moment tih I aw'oko tin: next morning at my aunt’s cottage at Blaekwall, 
and saw' my coat in falters, and the one epaulette hanging by a thread ; 
then I remembered my blessed invention, and I think 1 showed good pluck 
by noi going clean out of my mind.” 

There was an earnestness in poor Sickletou’s manner that effectually re¬ 
pressed any mirth on Cashel’s part—indeed, his sense of the Imbcrous gitvc 
way l)efore his feeling of sorrow for the hard fortune of the man wilhout a 
friend. Li the ^rtial civilisation of the Far West, personal prowess and 
energy were always enough to secure auy man’s success; but here, caeli 
day’s experience tauglit him how raucli was to be laid to iitc score of 
family—of fortune—uanic—additiss—and the thousand other aceessories of 
fortune, lie had jnsk begun to express his wonder that Sicklcton hat! 
never (rietf life in (he New World, when the mate apijcared at the cabin- 
door to say that a sliore boat was rowing out to the yaciil. 

A movement of impatience broke from Sicklcton. “ More of ’em, 1 sup- 
jiosc,” cried he; “ wu’vo had such a lot of sight-seers this inorniug, since 
we, droj>]ied miehor! most of thorn affecting to be intimate friends of yours, 
and all so well aetjuainted with your habits of life, that 1 should have 
bceouie perfectly informed on every parlieular of your private liislory only 
by list cuing.” 

“ The chances are,” broke in Cashel, “ I did not personally know a man 
amongst them.” 

“ I half suspect as much. Tliey spoke far too coufidoully to bo authonfio. 
One would have it you were hall'ruined already, and had got the yacht over 
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to clear away, and be off. Another, that you were going to be married to a 
lady with an immense fortune—a rumour contradicted by a third saying it 
was an attorney’s daughter without a shilling.” 

“ There’s a lady, I see. Sir, coming on board,” said the mate, putting in 
his head once more. 

“ I’d swear there was,” growled Sickleton. 

“ You give them luncheon, I hope ?” said Cashel, smiling at the other’s 
impatience. 

“ Yes; we’ve had something like an ordinary here, to-day, and as I heard 
that to-morrow would be busier still, I have had my boat going backwards 
and forwards all the morning to prepare.” 

“ I am desired to show yo\i this card, Sir,” said the mate, handing one io 
Sickleton, wlio passed it to Cashel. 

“ Lord Kilgoff—indeed !” said he, surprised, and at once hastened to the 
deck. 

“ Mr. Cashel himself Imre !” exclaimed my Lady, from the stern of a 
small boat alongside; and after an exchange of friendly recognition, tlio 
party ascended the gangway. 

” This was a pleasure w e scarcely looked for, to meet you here,” said his 
Lordship, blandly. “ Wo had just taken our drive down to the harbour, 
when accidentally hearing your yacht had arrived. Lady Kilgoff grew de- 
sh-ous t o see it.” 

“A yacht in harbour is a horse in stable,” said Cashel. “Will you 
permit me to give you a cruise i” 

“ I should like nothing in the world so well.” 

“It is late—almost six o’clock,” s.aid Lord Kilgoff, looking at his watch. 

“ And if it be,” said my Lady, coaxiugly, “ you know Dr. Grover recom¬ 
mended you the sea air and sea excursions. I declare you look heller 
already; don’t you think so, Mr. Cashel ?” 

“ 1 protest I do,” Siiid Cjishel, thus apiiculed to; “ and if you will only 
pardon the deficiencies of a floating (uiisinc, and dine here-” 

“ How delightful!” broke in my Lady, not suffering even time for an 
apology. 

“ It appeared to me there was a haunch of venison hanging over the stem 
when wc came, on board ?” said my Lord, with his glass to his eye. 

“ Yes, my Lord,” said Sickleton, touching his hat in salutation; “ I’ve 
had it there for two hours every day since Tuesday week.” 

“ And is the wind, and the tide, and everything else as it should be, Mr. 
Casliel f” said Lady Kilgoff. 

“ Eveiytbing—^wben yon have only uttered your consent,” said he, gal- 
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“What is this, SirP” said my Lord, as, having requested something to 
drink, Sickleton poured him out a large glassful of scarcely frothing liquid. 

“ Dry champagne, my Lord. Meet’s.” 

“ And very excellent too. Really, Laura, I am very sorry it should be 
so late, and we were to have dined with Meek at seven-’ 

“Rut only alone—no party, remember that,” said she, persuasively; 
“ liow easy to send the carriage back with an apology.” 

Cashel looked his thanks, but without speaking. 

“ Take those red partridges out of ice,” said Sickleton, from the cook’s 
galley, “and let us have those Ostend oysters to-day.” 

“ I yield,” said my Lord. “ Mr. Cashel must take all the consequences 
of my breach of faith upon himself.” 

" 1 promise to do so, my Lord.” 

" A pen and ink, and some paper, Mr. Cashel,” said her Ladysliip. 

“ Will you permit me to show you the way,” said he, handing her down 
into the little cabin, whose arrangement was all in the perfection of modem 
taste and elegance. 

“ How beautiful!” cried she. “Oh! Mr. Cashel, I really do envy you 
the possession of this fany ship. You don’t know how passionately I love 
the sea.” 

“ There are but few tilings I could hear you say with so much pleasure 
to me,” said Cashel, gazing with a strange feeling of emotion at the brilliant 
colour and heightened expression of her himdsome features. 

“ There! that is finished,” said she, closing the hastily-written note 
“ Now, Mr. Cashel, we are yours.” However much of course the words 
were in themselves, her eyes met Cashel’s as she spoke them, and as sud¬ 
denly fell; while he, takii^ the letter, left the cabin without speaking— 
a world of ^.urious conjecture warring in his heart. 


VOL. I. 
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CUAl'TEll XXVIII. 

Like “ cat and dof;!” not iio! their strife 
They carried on like “ man and wife.” 

Family Jaes. 

Ii may easily have cseupcd our reader’s ■memory, that on Koland Cashel’s 
hasty d(?parturo from Mr. Kcnnyfeck’s, the seeds of a vciy serious schism 
had been sown in lhat respectable family, Mrs. Xcnnyfeck being firmly per¬ 
suaded that her liege lord had grossly mismanaged his influcuee over the 
young proprietor; the girhs as resolutely opposed to caeh other; and all, 
with a most laudable unanimity, agreed in thinking that Aunt I’anny “ had 
spoiled everything,” and that but for her odious iulerfcrence there never 
■would liave arisen the slightest coolness between them and their distin¬ 
guished acquaintance. 

“ I may lose the agency !” said Mr. Kcmiyfcck, ■with a sigh of afilicting 
sincerity. 

“ 1 shouldn’t wonder if he avoids the bouse,” (pioth his wife. 

“lie (widently rciects idl attempts at domination,” said Miss Kennyfeck, 
with a glance at her aui.t. Olivia said nothing; but it was not ditlicalt to 
sec that lior thoughts were full of the theme. Meanwhile, Miss O’Hara, in 
all the dignity of injured rectitude, sat seemhigly unconscious of the popular 
feeling against her, rcpeathig from time to time the ominous words, “We 
bhall see—we sh;dl seea species of prophetic warning that, conjc ■U’hat 
may, eiui always assert its aecomph'shment. 

With such elements of discord and discontent, the breakfast proceeded 
gradually, and the broken attempts to talk had subsided into a sullen si¬ 
lence, when the butler entered to say thal Mr. Phillis begged to speak a few 
words with Mr. Kennyfeck. 

“ Let him come in here,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, as her husband was rising 
to leave the room. “ 1 tliink, if there arc to be no more blunders, wc had 
better be present at tbe conference.” 

“Show him in, I’carsc,” said Mr. Kennyfeck, in a meek voice; and tlic 
gcntleiruin’s gentleman entered, in all that easy self-suffieioncy so peculiar to 
Lis class. 

“ What is it, Mr. Phillis F” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, in a commanding tone. 
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meant, to convoy the information of “ where the Court sat,” and to whom 
he should address his pleading. 

“It’s a little matter on which I wanted .advice, Ma’am, for I am really 
puzzled how to act. Tfou know. Ma’am, that we are expecting large com¬ 
pany at our place in the country—Tubb—something ” 

“ Tubbcrmorc,” interposed Mr. Kennyfeck. 

“lies. Sir, 'Tubbermore. Well! there have been at least twenty mes¬ 
sages this morning from different families, who want to know the best way 
of going, and when Mr. Cashel moans to go himself, and where post-horses 
arc to bo had, and how they arc to get forward where there are none, .and 
so on.” 

“Is your m.astcr not the person to dictate the answer to these queries ?” 
s.aid Mrs. Kennyfeck, with her grandest air. 

“ Of course, Ma’am, but he’s not here.” 

“ Where is he, then ?” asked she, eagerly. 

“ lie’s gone. Ma’am; ho wejit last night.’’ 

“ Gone.!—gone where ?” said Mrs. Konnjl'eck, with an eagerness no 
artifice could cover. 

“ It’s h.ard to say. Ma’am ; bnt ho went down to Kingstown last night, 
;ind sailed in the yacht: and from the jn-eparatioiU! and sea stores laken from 
the hotel, it would seem like a long cruise.” 

“ And did he not mention anything of hk intention to you, Mr. Phillis ?” 
said Mrs. Kennyfeck, with a (battering emphasis on the |)rououu. 

“ .A few lines in pencil, Ma'am, dated from the harbour, was .all 1 received. 
Hero they .arc.” And iic handed a ])ieee of note-paper acro.ss the table. 

Tlvo contents ran (bus ; 

‘‘Phillis, sme! w'ord (,o Sir Harvey Triton’s that I shan’t dine ilierc to¬ 
morrow. Give (he bearer of this my drossiug-c.aso, and olollies for some 
ibays, and have (he fourgou ready packed (o start for 'Pubberniore on re¬ 
ceiving my next orders. 

“ 11. C.—Kingstown Harbour.” 

“And who brougld this note?” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, who fancied slic 
was conducting the inquiry in true jiidicial form. 

“ One of the yacht sailors. Ma’am; he came up on Lord Kilgoff’s 
oarriage.” 

“ On Lord KilgoiT’s carriage—how did that happen ?” 

“Phe carriage came into town. Ma’am, to bring some things my Lady 
sent for; a(. least, so the sailor told me.” 

" And were Lord and Lady Kilgoff on board the yacht ?” 
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“ Yes, Ma’am; they both sailed in her last night.” 

As though drawn by some irresistible influence, every eye was now turned 
to Aunt Fanny, who, up to this, had listened to Mr. Phillis with a breathless 
attention, and if looks could be translated, every glance tlius thrown said 
plainly, “This is your doing.” 

“ AlTC you certain that the yacht has not returned to Kingstown?” said 
Miss O’^ra. 

“ Perfectly, Ma’am. It blew a storm last night, and the sailors about 
the harbour told me it was a great chance that any small vessel could out¬ 
live the gale.” 

Olivia Kennyfeck became deadly pale at these words, and whispered 
something in her sister’s em. 

“Of course,” replied the other, aloud; then turning to Phillis, said, 
“ Had they a pilot with them ?” 

“ I believe so. Miss, but there arc so many contradictory reports, one 
don’t know what to credit; some say that Lord Kilgofl" was greatly op¬ 
posed to the cruise, but that her Ladyship insisted, and that, in fact, they 
got under weigh at last without my Lord’s knowing, and wlule they were 
at dinner.” 

“ It was a fearful night!” said Mr. Kennyfeck, whose mind was entirely 
engrossed by the one idea. 

“ Take liiiu into the next room, and I’ll join you presently,” said Mrs. 
Kennyfeck to her hirsband, for that keen-sighted lady had remarked the 
iuleusc interest with which Mr. Phillis listened to every remark made 
around him. 

“ Here’s a pretty piece of business!” cried she, as the door closed after 
her husband and the valet; “ and certainly, I must say, we’ve no one to 
thank for it but you, Fanny !” 

“Unquestionably not,” echoed Miss Kennyfeck. " Aunt Fanny has the 
entire merit of this catastrophe.” 

“ It is most cruel,” sighed Olivia, as she wiped the tears from her eyes, 
and bent upon her stem relative a glance of most reproachful sadness. 

“Arc you all mad?” said the assailed individual, her courage and her 
colour rising together. “How can you protend to coimect me with this 
disgraceful proceeding ? Here’s a case as clearly prearranged as ever was 
heard of.” 

“ Impossible!” cried Mrs. Kennyfeck; “didn’t he invito us only yester 
day to go down to Tubbermore by sea ?” 

“ And didn’t you yourself offer the only impediment ?” said Miss Kenuy- 
feck. 

“ You are very cruel. Aunt,” sobbed Olivia. 
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“^ou’E drive me out of my senses,” said Mss O’llara; and certainly 
her look did not belie her words. “ I endeavour to rescue you from the 
snares of a young debauchee, who, as you well know, has a wife still 
living-” 

“There, 1 hope you are content now,” said Mrs. Kcnuyl'cck, as Olivia 
fell fainting into her arms; and the window was thrown open, and all were 
busied ill employing the wonted restoratives for such attacks. Meanwhile, 
hostilities were continued, but in a less rigorous fashion. “You know 
you’ve ruined everything—^you know well how your officious meddling has 
destroyed this poor child’s fortune; rub her temples, Cary.” 

“ I know that ho is a dissipated, abandoned wretch, that would desert 

her to-morrow as he has done that unhappy-” 

“Hush, she is coming to. You w'ant to kiU her.” 

“ Humph !” muttered Aunt Tanny; “ this sccue might be very effective 
with the young gentleman, but is quite thrown away upon me.” 

“Aunt! aunt!” cried Miss Kemiyfcck, reprovingly. 

“If we bad just followed our own counsels, wo should have this very 
hour been on the way to Tubbcmioi'c, perhaps never to leave it I” 

Aunt P.auuy shook her head. 

“ Yes. You may affect to doubt and hesitate, and all that, but where is 
the wouderful condescension in a Mr. Cashel proposing tor the grand-niece 
of Koger Miles O’Hara, of Kilmurray O’Hara of Mayo, the second cousin 
of Lawrence O’llara Kelly, that ought to be Lord Hally Kelly?” 

“ Pairly enough, if that was all,” slipped in Miss O’Hara, hoping to 
escape from all danger by climbing up the genealogical tree whereon her 
sister was perched. 

“If that was all!” repeated Mrs. Kcnnyfeck, indignantly, catching at 
the last wo. ds, “ and what more is wanting, I’d be glad to ask ? But, to 
be sure, it was rather a mistake to call to our counsels, in such a case, one 
ihat never could succeed in her owm.” 

This terrible taimt at Miss O’Hara’s celibacy didn’t go unpunished, for, 
throwing all attempts at conciliation behind her, she rose, with flashing 
eyes and trembling lips. 

“ So, it is you that tell me this,” said she—“yo»,that dare to sneer at my 
being unmarried—you, tliat were fain to take up with a Dublin attorney— 
poor Tom Kcnnyfeck—the hack of the quarter sessions, serving latitats 

and tithe notices over the country in his old gig-Indeed, girls, I’m sorry 

to speak that way of your father, but it’s well known-” 

A loud shriek interrupted the speech, and Mrs. Kennyfeck, in strong 
hysterics, took her place beside Olivia. 

“It will do her good, my dear,” said Aunt Fanny to her niece, as she 
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chafed the hands and bathed the temples of her mother. “ 1 was only 
tcllinj» the truth; sho’d never have married your father if Major Kennedy 
liadn’t jilted her; and good luck it was he did, for he had two other wives 
living at the time—just as your friend, Mr. Cashel, wanted to do with your 
sister.” 

“ Aunt—aunt—I entreat you to have done. Haven’t you made mischief 
enough ?” 

“ Eaten up with vanity and self-conceit,” resumed the old lady, not heed¬ 
ing the interruption. “A French cook and a ooach-and-four—nothing less ! 
Let her scream, eluld—sure I know it’s good for her—it stretches the 
lungs.” 

“ Leave me—leave the room !” cried Miss Keimyfeck, whose efforts at 
calmness were rendered fruitless by the torrent of her aunt’s eloquence. 

“Indeed 1 will, my dear; I’ll leave the house, too. Sorry 1 am that 1 
ever set foot in it. What with the noise and the racket night and day, it's 
more like a lunatic asylum than a respectable residenci'.” 

“ Scud her away—send her away!” screamed Mrs. Kcunyfeck, with a cry 
of hon'or. 

“Do, aunt—do.leave the room.” 

“ I’m going—I’m going, young lady; hut 1 suiiposc I may drink my cup 
of tea first—it’s the Inst i’ll ever taste in the same house and she reseated 
herself at the table with a most provoking composure. “ 1 came hero,” re¬ 
sumed she, “ for no advantage of mine. I leave you without regret, hceause 
I see how your poor fool of a falficr, and your vain, conceited mother-” 

“ Aunt, you are really too bad. Have you no feeling f” 

“ That’s just what comes of it,” said she, stirring her tea 1 rauquilly. 
“ Yon set up for people of fashion, and you don’t know that jiooplc of 
fashion are twice as shrewd and ’cute as yourself. Faith, my dear, they’d 
buy and sell you, every one. Wliat arc they at all day, but roguery and 
schemes of one kind or other, and then after ‘doing’ you, homo they go, 
and laugh at your mother’s vulgarity !” 

A fresh torrent of cries from Mrs. Kennyfcck seemed to show that im- 
cousciousness w'as not among her symptoms, and Miss Kcmiyfcck now has¬ 
tened from the room to summon her father to her aid. 

“Well, you’ve come to turn me out, 1 suppose?” said Aunt Fanny, as 
the old gontlcm.'in entered in a state of perplexity that might have evoked 
the compassion of a less determined enemy. 

“ My dear Miss Fanny- ” 

“None of your Four Courts blarney with me. Sir; I’m ready to go—I’ll 
leave by the coach to-night. 1 conclude you’ll have the decency to p.ay for 
my place, and my dinner loo, for I’ll go to Dawson’s Hotel this minute. 
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Tell your mother, and that poor dawdle there, your sister, that they’d be 
thankful they’d have followed my advice. The rate you’re living, old gentle¬ 
man, might even frighten you. There’s more waste in your kilohen than 
in Lord Clondoonuy’s. As for yourself, Caroline, you’re the best of the 
lot; but your tongue, darling!—your tongue!” And here she made a 
gesture of far more expressive force than any mere words could give. 

“Is she gone?” said iirs. Kenny feck, as a slight lull succeeded. 

“Yes, Mamma,” whispered Miss Kcnnyfeek; “but speak low, for Mr. 
Phillis is in the hall.” 

“ m never sec her again—I’ll never set eyes on her,” muttered Mrs. 
Kcnnyfeek. 

“I shouldn’t wonder, Mamina, if that anonymous letter was written by 
licj-sclf,” said Caroline. “ She never forgave Mr. Cashel for not specially 
inviting her; and this. I’m almost sure, was the way slie took to revenge 
herself.” 

“ So it was,” cried Mrs. Kcnnyfeek, eagerly seizing at the notion. 
“Hush, take care Livy doesn’t hear you.” 

“As for the yacht expeditiou, it w.as just the kind of thing Lady 
Kilgoff w!is ready for. She is dying to be falfcid of.” 

“ And tlnit poor, weak rroaturo, Casliid, will be so flattered by tlio soft 
words of a Peeress, lie’ll be intolcr.able over after.” 

“ Aunt Pauny—Aunt .t’anuy!” sighed Miss Kcnnyfeek, with a mournful 
eadeuce. 

“ If I ouly was sure—that is, perfectly certain—that she wrote that lei ter 

aiiout Cashel-But here comes your father—^take Olivia, and leave me 

alone.” 

Miss Kennyfeok assisted her sister from the sofa, and led her in silence 
from liic r„om, while Mr. Kcnnyfeek sat down, with folded liands and hciil- 
down head, a perfect pic.turc of dismay and bewilderment. 

“’Well,” said ids wife, after a reasonable inten'al of patient expectation 
that he would speak—“ well, what have you to say for yourself now. Sir ?” 

The poor solicitor, wlio never suspected that he was under any iudictmcnl, 
looked up with an expression of almost comic innocence. 

“ Did you hoar me, Mr. Kennyfeok, or is it that you want to pass oil' your 
dulness for deafness ? Did you hear me, I say ?” 

“ Yes, I lieard—but I really do not know—that is, I am unaware how— 
I cannot see.-” 

“ Oh, the old story,” siglied she—“ injured innocence ! Well, Sir, T was 
asking you if you felt gratified witli our present prospects ? Linton’s inti¬ 
macy W'as bad cnougii, but tlic lulgoff friendsliip is absolute, utter ruin. 
Tliat crafty, old, undermining Peer, as proud as poor, will soon ensnare him. 
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and my Lady, willi her new airs of a Viscountess, only anxious to qualify 
for London by losing ber character before she appears there!” 

“As to the agency- " 

“ The fqjcncy!” echoed she, indignantly, “ do your thoughts never by 
any chance. Sir, take a higher flight than five per cent. ?—are you always 
dreaming of your little petty gains at rent-day P I told you. Sir, how the 
patron might be converted into a son-in-law—did I not ?” 

“ You did, indeed, and I’m certain I never threw any impediment in the 
way of it.” 

“ You never threw any impediment in the way of your child’s succeed¬ 
ing to a fortune of sixteen thousand a year ! You really are an exemplary 
father.” 

“ I’d have forwarded it, if I only knew how.” 

“ How good of you. I suppose you’d have drawn up the settlements if 
ordered. But so it is—^all my efforts through life have been thwarted by 
you! I have laboured and toiled day and night to place my children in 
the sphere that their birth, on one side at least, would entitle them to, and 
you know it.” 

Now tliis Mr. Kennyfeek really did not know. In his dull fatuity he 
always imagined that he was the honey-gatherer of the domestic hive, and 
that Mrs. Kennyfeek had in her own person monopolised the functions of 
queen, bee and wasp together. 

“ Your low, pettifogging ambition never soared above a Softly or a Clare 
Jones for your daughters, while I was planning alliances that would have 
placed them among the best in the laud—and how have 1 been rewarded ? 
Indifference, coolness, perhaps contempt!” Here a flood of tears, that had 
remained dammed up since the last torrent, burst forth in convulsive sobs. 
“ Ungrateful man, who ought never to have forgotten the sacrifice I made 
in marrying him—the rupture with every member of my family—the 
sevcraucc of every tie that united me to my own.” 

She ceased, and here, be it remembered, Mrs. Kennyfeek seemed to 
address herself to some invisible jury empannellcd to try Mr. Kennyfeek 
on a serious charge. 

“ He came hkc a serpent into the bosom of our peaceful circle, and with 
the arts that his crafty calling but too well supplied, seduced my young 
affections.” 

Mr. Kennyfeek started. It had never before occurred to him that Don 
Juan was among his range of parts. 

“Palse and unfeeling both,” resumed she. “Luring with promises 
never intended for performance, you took me from a home, the very sanc¬ 
tuary of peace!” 
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Mr. Kcunyfeck wiped las forehead iu perplexity; his recollection of the 
home in question was different. Sanntuary it might have been, but it was 
against the officers of the law tuid the sheriff, and so far as a wcU-fastened 
hall door and barrieaded windows went, the epithet did not seem quite 
unsuitable. 

“Ah!” sighed she—for it is right to remark that Mrs. Kennyfeck was 
a mistress of that domestic harmony which consists m every modulation, 
from the grand adagio of indignant accusation to the rattling andante of 
open abuse—“had I listened to those older and wiser than I, and who 
foretold the destiny that awaited me, I had never seen this uiJiappy day ! 
No, Sir! I bad not lived to see myself outraged and insulted, and my oidy 
sister turned out of the house like a discarded menial.” 

Had Mr. Kennyfeck been informed that for courteously making way for 
a Bencher iu the Hall he w.as stripped of bis gown and degraded from 
his professional rank, he could not have been more thoroughly amazed and 
thunderstruck. He actually g.aspcd with excess of astonishment, and, if 
breath had been left him, would have spoken; but so it was, the vci-y force 
of the charge stunned him, and he could not utier a word. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Kennyfeck, who ip the ardour of combat had imitated 
certiun Spanish sailors, who iu the enthusiasm of a sea^light loaded their 
cannons with whatever came next to hand, was actually shocked by the 
effect of her own fire. Kor the grandeur of a peroration she had taken a 
flying leap over idl truth, and would gladly have been safe back again at the 
other side of the fence. 

For an instant not a word dropped from either side, and it was clear that 
he who spoke first had gained the victory. Tliis was the lady. 

“ Go, Sir ”—and she wiped her eyes with that calm dignity by which a 
scolding rvife seems to call up all Christian forgiveness of herself, and stand 
acquitted before her own conscience—“go, Sir, and find out what these 
people that Cashel has invited mean to do; and if it be their intention to 
repair to Tubbermore, let us lose no time in setting out; and if we are to 
go, Mr. Kennyfeck, let us do so as becomes us.” 

Mr. Kennyfeck stilled a rising sigh—(or he knew what the words denoted 
—and departed; while Mrs. Kennyfeck, with her heart lightened of a heavy 
load, rose to join her daughters, and discuss dress and “toilette,” the groat 
commissariat of the approaching campaign. 
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CHATTER XXIX. 

Tut, never niimi tlio swell, lore, 

The sails may sweep the hrinc; 

But the craft will .steer as well, love, 

With yoiur soft liand in mine. 

The Cbubsk. 

It was upon a delicious evening, a little before sunset, that a yacht 
worked out of the liarbour of Kingstown, all her canvas spread to catch 
tlic light air of wind, wliich scarcely rullled the glassy surface of (he Bay. 
The craft, with her snow-white sails, her tall and taper spars, her gay buntuig 
from gaff and peak, was all that the scene wanted to render it a perfect jtic- 
turc; and .so, to all seeming, thought the many spectators who crowded the 
pier and the shore, mid gazed with jidmiration at the graceful vessel, as she 
glided silently above her own image in the water. 

Various were the comments and criticisms from those who surveyed her 
course; some, in wondering conjecture whither she was bound; others, not 
a whit bettor informed, boldly aflbcling some secret knowledge of ber desti¬ 
nation, and even, by suck petty ]>rctcn.sion, assuming airs of superiority. 

“ She belongs to that rich young fellow, Roland Cashel,” said one of 
these, “who, by the way, is getting tlirough Ids fortune tolerably fast. The 
story goes, that Jii? has .speut two hundred thousand already, and is borrow¬ 
ing at immense iutcre.st.” 

“Wasn’t he a smuggler, or a privatcer’s-nmn, or something of the 
kindV” 

“ Ho; lie made all the money in the slave trade.” 

“ I idways heard that he succeeded to a landed estate,” softly insinuated 
a modest-lookiug old gentleman. 

“ Not at all, Sir. Such, I am aware, was the common belief; the fact, 
however, is, that ho had invested large sums in land, and was then able to 
escape the scrutiny u\any would have instituted regarding the origin of his 
wealth.” 

“ Who is it he is always riding with about town—a handsome girl, on a 
brown horse ?” 

“ On a grey, you mean.” 

“ No, a brown, with a bang tail.” 
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“No, no, it’s a grey. She’s a daughter of Tom Kcnnyfeck, the at¬ 
torney.” 

“ The gentleman is right,” interposed a third. “ I’re seen him Tory often 
with a lady mounted on a brown thorough-bred.” 

“ Oh! that’s Lady KilgofT, the handsomest woman in Ireland.” 

“ She was much better-looking two years ago,” simpered out an Ensign, 
a.¥eeled!y. “I used to dance with her and her sister at ihe race balls at 
Aslil)y.” 

The group immediately fell back, in tacit acknowledgment of the claims 
of one so aristocratically associated. 

“ Didn’t you know her, Hipsley ?” lisped mit the Ensign to a brother 
ofBcer, who was admiring a VC 17 green baby on the ann of a very blooining 
nursery-iiuiid. “ You know the Craycrofts, didn’t you ?” 

“ Lady Kilgoff’s maiden name. Sir, was Gardiner,” said the timid old gen¬ 
tleman who spoke before. 

The Ensign stuck his glass in one eye, and gazed at him for a second or 
two, with consummate cifronlery, and then, in a voice intended for I ho most 
cutting drollery, said: 

“ Arc you certain it wasn't ‘ Snooks ?’ ”—a rejoinder so infinitely amusing, 
tliat the bysluudei's laughed immoderately, and the ba,shM man retired, 
overwhelmed in confusion. 

“ They’ve otT for a good long cimisc,” said one, looking through his pocket 
telescope at the yacht, which now was steering to the southward, with a fresher 
breeze. 

“ I suspect so. They took on board live or six hampers fi:o)n the hotel, 
just before they sailed.” 

A very warm controversy now arose, as to where the yacht, was Ijmiml 
for, and who were the parlies who went on board of her iu the harbour; 
points which, in the absence of all real knowledge, admitted of a most ani¬ 
mated debate. Meanwhile, an old weather-beaten sailor, iu a pilot coat, con¬ 
tinued to gaze allemalely from the sky to the sea, and back again, and at 
last murmured to himself: 

“ They’ll catch it before midnight, if they don’t haul their wind, and get 
into shelter.” 

Some drifting clouds, dropping slight raiii as they passtnl, .soon after 
cleared the ])ier of its loiterers, aud night feU, dark and starless, while the 
wind freshened, and the sea fretted and chafed upon the rocks, aud even sent 
its spray high against the strong lighthouse. 

Let us now quit the shore, and bear company with the party ou hoard, 
who, having dined sumptuously, sat sipping their cofl'cc ou deck, whEe ihe 
swift craft skimmed the calm waters of the Bay, and unfolded in her course 
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the beautiful panorama of the shore—the bold steep bluff of Brayhcad. the 
curved strand of Killincy, the two " Sugar Loaves” rising from the bosom 
of dark woods, and, in the distance, the higher chain of the Wicklow momi- 
tains, while on the opposite side Howth seemed like a blue island studding 
the clear surface of the Bay. Lord Kilgoff and Mr. Sickleton paid but 
passing attention to the bright picture ai'ound. A learned discussion on 
naval matters, wherein my Lord took the opportunity of storing his mind 
with a goodly stock of teclinicals, to be used at some future occasion, ocou- 
pied them altogether, leaving her Ladyship and B.olaud Cashel to the mi- 
disturbed enjoyment of the scene and its associations. 

They paid the highest tribute the picturesque can exact—^they sat in 
silence watching the changing tints, which from red faded to violet, then 
grey, and at last grew dark with closing night, while the wind freshening 
sent the sea rushing swiftly past, and made their light craft heave and pitch 
heavily. 

“We arc returning to Kingstown, 1 trust?” said my Lord to Sickleton, 
who had left him for a moment, to give orders about shortening sail. “ It 
appears to me like a threatening night.” 

“ It looks dirty, my Lord,” said Sickleton, dryly, as he walked aft with 
the Pilot, and conferred with him in a low tone. 

“ Arc wc making for Kingstown, Mr. Cashel ?” said ray Lord, in a voice 
he was not able to divest of an-xiety. 

“ 1 believe not,” said Cashel, rising, and approacliing the compass. “ Iv(>, 
we aie lying down Channel straight as we can go.” 

“ Ay, and very well for us that wc can do it,” growled out the Pilot. “ If 
we miie the liook Light before we tuck, I shall say we’re lucky.” 

“ Does ho mean there is any danger, Mr. Cashel ?” said Lady Kilgoff, but 
in a voice devoid of tremor. 

“ None whatever; but I am sadly distressed at having carried you out so 
far, since I find that in the present state of the tide, and with the wind still 
driving more to the north, we cannot bear up for Kingstown, but must run 
along the shore.” 

“ Think nothing of that,” said she, gaily; “real peril I liave no fancy 
for—a mere inconvenience is of no moment whatever; but”—here she 
dropped her voice very low—" say something to my Lord—give him some 
encouragement.” 

“ It blows fresh, my Lord, and if it were not for the trespass on your 
comfort, I should almost rejoice at the occasion of showii^ you my yacht’s 
qualities as a sailing-boat.” 

“ I should prefer taking your word for them, Sir,” said Lord Kilgoff, 
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tartly; “a pleasure-trip is one thing, a night in a amaE vessel exposed to a 
heavy gale is another.” 

“ You’re right, my Lord,” said the Pilot, who heard but a part of the ob¬ 
servation; “ it will be a gale before morning.” 

“ Luff! luff, there !” shouted Sickleton; and at the same instant a heavy 
sea thundered against the bow and broke over the forepart of the vessel 
with a crashing sound. 

“ I tliink when we sec the Lighthouse of Kingstown so near us,” said 
Lord Kilgoff, “ there ought to be no great difficulty in reluming.” 

“ That’s not the liarbour-lfght you see yonder—^that’s the Kish, my 
Lord,” said the Pilot. “ Keep her up, my man, keep her up, the wind is 
freshening.” 

“ Will you indeed forgive me for this disastrous turn of our cruise ?” said 
Cashel, as he fastened his boat cloak around Lady Kilgoff’s throat, after 
several vain efforts to iudiico her to go below. 

“ If you only prevent my Lord from scolding, I shall enjoy it immensely,” 
said she, in .n half whisper. 

“ 1 trust. Lady Kilgoff,” said his Lordship, approaching, and steadying 
himself by the bulwarks, “ that this night’.s experience will induce you to 
distrust your own judgment when in opposition to mine. 1 foresaw the 
whole of it. It is now blowing a fierce gale-” 

“ Not a bit of it, my Lord,” inierposed the Pilot, bluntly; “but it will 
blow great guns ’fore daybreak, or I’m mistaken.” 

“ And where shall we be then ?” asked my Lord, quemlously. 

“ llaythcr hard to toll,” said the Pilot, laughing. “ If she be as good a 
sea-boat as they say, and that we don’t carry away any of out spars, we may 
run for Ck'vc. I take it-” 

“ Por Cove' Gracious mercy! and if she be not as good a vessel as it is 
said she is. Sir, what then, pray ?” 

The Pilot made no reply, but gave orders to set the jib, as she was la¬ 
bouring too much by the head. 

The wind increased, and with it the sea, which, dividing at the bow, fell 
ill great cataracts over the vessel, sweeping along the entire deck at every 
plunge she gave. 

“ 1 wish she were a little deeper in the water,” whispered Sickleton to 
Cashel. “ We haven’t within fifteen tons of our ballast on board. But 
she’s a sweet craft, ain’t she ? Keep her, there—steady, man.” 

“ We couldn’t stand round in stays, and bear up for the harbour?” asked 
Cashel, on whom Lord Kilgoff’s face of misery had made a strong impres¬ 
sion. 
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“ Impossible! At least the Pilot, who knows this coast well, says there 
is a shore current here runs eight knots.” 

“ What sliall we do with him ? He’ll scarce lire through the night.” 

“ Let us get him down below, and, once snug in a berth, he’ll fall asleep, 
aud forget everything.” 

Cashel shook his head doubtfully, but determined to try the plaji at all 
hazm'ds. 

“ W ould my Lord be persuaded to lie down, do you think ?” said Roland, 
approaching Lady Kilgoff, who, enveloped in the folds of the heavy boat- 
cloak, sat calm and collected near the wheel. 

“ Is there danger ?” asked she, hurriedly. 

“ Not the least; but he seems so ill, and every sea rushes over him as he 
stands.” 

“ You should go down, my dear Lord,” said she, addressing him; “ Mr. 
Oaslicl is afraid you’ll catch cold here ?” 

“ All, is he indeed ?” said Lord Kilgoff, in a snappish asperity. “He is 
ton good to bestow a thought upon me.” 

“ 1 am only aimous, my Lord, that you shouldn’t suffer from your eoiu- 
pliiisauec so uuhap])ily rewarded.” 

“ Very kind, exceedingly kind. Sir. It is as you say, most unliappy—a 
perfect storm—a hurricane. Gracious mercy I what’s that ?” 

This exclahiation was caused by a loud smash, like the report of a cannon- 
sliot, and at tlie same moment the taper topmast fell crashing down, with, 
all its cordage claUermg round it. The confusion of the accident, the 
shouting of voices, the thundering splash of the sea, as, the peak liaving 
faUcti, the craft had lost the steadying influence of the mauisail, all seemed 
to tlircaten immediate d.atiger. Cashel was about to sprhig forward and 
assist in cutting away the outanglcd rigging, when he felt Ids hand firmly 
grasped by another, who.se taper fingers left no doubt to whom it belonged. 

“ Don’t be alarmed—it is notlxing,” whispered he, encouragingly; “ the 
misliai> is repaired in a second.” 

“ You’ll not leave mo,” said she, in a low tone, which thriUod through 
every fibre of Ids heart. He pressed her liaud more closely, aud tried, but 
in vain, to catch a glimpse at her face. 

Moanwliilc, the disordered rigging had been repaired, and two men under 
Sickietou’s direction, lifting the drooping and scarce conscious Peer from Ibc 
deck, carried him down below. 

If the old instincts of Kohuid Cashel’s sailor life would have rendered the 
scene interesting to Inm, watching -as he did the way his craft “ behaved,” 
and marking well the line qualities she possessed as a sea-boat, there w'iis 
anolber and far more intense fecUng then occupying him as he stood close 
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be&ide that swathed and muffled figure, who, pale and silent, marked by 
some gesture, from time to time, her dependence upon him. To Koland, 
the rattle of the gale, the hissing sea, the strained and creaking cordage, all, 
not only brought back old memories of his once life, but efi'eetually seemed 
to dispel the colder mood of mind which admixture with the world of fashion 
had impressed upon him. He was again, if not in reality, in heart and 
spirit, the bold Buccaneer that walked the Western seas, bursting with life, 
aud eager for adventure. Every plunge that sent tbe bowsprit down, every 
squall that bent the taper mast, and laid the vessel lialf-seas under, iiispiriled 
and excited him, not the less that the wild storm culled forth every form of 
encouragement to her, who vibrated between actual terror aud a strange 
sense of delight. 

Roland lay at her feet, partly as a barrier against the .surging water that, 
breaking over the bow, swept the entire deck, partly that lie might mark 
those beauteous features, on which the binnacle light occasiomdiy cast its 
glare. 

“ It is fine,” murmured she, in a low soft voice, "and I almost feel as if 
my own terrors should serve to heighten the sense of ecstasy. I tremble 
while I delight in it.” 

There was an expression of intense excitement in her eyes as she spoke, 
and her pale features for an instant flushed, as Roland’s look met hers. 

“How I glory in your words,” cried he, wild with enthusiasm; “ I feil 
like ouc who suddenly awakes to life, out of some long and dri?ary sleep— 
rallicr tin's i.s the sleep—^Ihis is itself the vision in which I lie, here, beteath 
your smile, wliilo we arc borne onward through the hissing foam. Oh, would 
it but last—woidd that this dark and starless night could bo fur years, and 
that wo might thus cleave the black waters on and on.” 

“And wliitlnr to?” asked she, in a whisper scarcely breatlied. 

“Wliither to?” echoed he; “what matters it, while we journey thus ? 
The sun-tipped icebergs of the North Sea, or the rosy mountains of tlu! 
Spice Island; the balmy shores of (,iaito, or the bleak coast of Labrador— 
aU arc alike to me.” 

“A large vessel under the lee!” sang out a voice from the bow, and the 
cry was repeated still louder, while tlic Pilot shouted, “ Show a light at the 
mast-head; put your helm hard up.” The double command was scarce 
obeyed, when a huge black mass heaved past them, her great jard.s almost 
seeming to griite the cordage. Tlic looming size of the immeusc object that 
lowered overhead, and the dcath-like stillness of the, yacht’s crew till the 
danger was past, tlirilled with a ruld terror through her, and iustinctivcly 
she grasped Roland’s hand more closely. The gale had now become furious, 
and as the light spars were barely able to sustain even the little canvas 
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spread, the sea swept over the vessel as she lay storm-tossed and scarce 
navigable. The hatches were fastened down, the boats strongly seciwcd, 
and every precaution of seamansliip adopted; and so long as these were in 
pcrfonnance, and a certain activity and bustle prevailed, so long did Lady 
KilgolF’s courage appear to support her; but when all was done, and the 
men resumed their jdaces in watchful silence, and her mind was left to the 
contemplation of the raging hurricane alone, she seemed to sink, and, with 
a hunt low sigh, glided from the seat and fell fainting to the deck. 

“ You camrot take her below,” said Sicklcton, as Cashel, raising her in 
bis arras, was about to carry her to the cabin; “ wc dare not open the hatches. 
See, there it comes again!” and, as he spoke, a great wave broke over the 
vessel’s quarter and fell in torrents over the deck, washing, as it receded, 
several loose spars overboard. By the aid of coats and cloaks innumerable, 
Cashel at last succeeded in enveloping the fair form beside him, and, sup- 
portijig her head upon his arm as he sat, ho saw, to his mispcakablc de¬ 
light, that she soon dropped into a calm sleep. 

“ This is a disastrous bit of pleasuring,” said Sicklcton, as he stood hold¬ 
ing on by one of the braces; “ who could have supposed such a gale was 
brewmg ?” 

“Well, well,” replied Cashel, “ifit comes no worse-” 

“ If it docs, we can’t stand through it, that’s ad,” said the Lieutenant, 
dryly ; “ the old Pilot says wo shall have to make a tack to keep clear of the 
Hook, hut what boat can sail on a wind with a storm-jib and three-reefed 
topsail?” 

“ She behaves nobly,” said Roland, as he gazed at the sleeping form, to 
guard which seemed all his care. 

Sickleton mistook the remark, and said, “Ay, that I knew she would; 
but the sea is tremendous for a small craft, and see how close we have the 
laud under our lee—^that black mass yonder.” 

“ I’d give aU I own in the world that she were safe on shore,” murmured 
Cashel, not heeding the other’s observation; “ I cannot forgive myself for 
having induced her to venture out.” 

The Lieutenant made no reply, but peered for a few seconds through 
the skylight of the cabin. “ My Lord is lying like a dead man,” said he; 
“ fright and sca-siokness together have nearly done for him, and yet it was 
only two hours back he thought he’d make a good figure at the Admiralty. 
There,” continued he, “ day is breaking yonder; we shall soon know our 
fate; if the gale freshens after sunrise it is all up with us.” 

• “ Run the craft in shore and I’ll engage to save her" said Cashel, 
eagerly. “I’m a strong swimmer in surf; I rescued a Malabar girl once, 
and in a sea nearly as heavy as this.” 
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Siekleton smiled incredtilofesly, and turned away. 

“It is freshening by Jove!” said he, as a squil struck the vessel, and 
laid her almost on her beam ends, while every plank shivered as though she 
were rending in pieces. 

“ It’s coming stronger. Sir,” said the Phot, as he shook the sea from his 
rough coal and bent his gaze steadfastly towards the east; “ I’d rather not 
see that red sunrise. Keep her away, man, keep her away I” 

" Shall we try it ?” muttered Siekleton, to some whispered observations 
of the other. 

“We may as well,” rejoined the Pilot; "she’ll never hold steerage way 
with her present canvas, and if she won’t bear the mainsail we must go on 
shore, and no help for it.” 

“Bear a hand there, boys,” cried Siekleton; “shake out the mainsail.” 

“ You’ll carry away the mast,” cried Cashel, as he heard the order. 

“ It’s like enough,” growled the Pilot, “ but yonder’s the lee-shore.” 

“ I could save her—^I’m certain I could save her,” said Cashel. 

“lie’s thinking of the lady!” said the Pilot to Siekleton; and the con¬ 
temptuous tone showed how humbly he estimated him. 

“ Breakers ahead!—shoal water!” shouted a voice from the bow. 

“’Bout ship!” cried Siekleton; “stand by sheets and lacks there— 
down helm. Are ye ready, men ?” And the next moment the obedient 
vessel span round, and was cleaving the water on another tack. 

“What is it?—^where am I?—is this a dream?” said Lady Kilgoff, as 
she moved back the hair from her eyes, and looked up at Cashel, who for 
hours had never moved or stirred. 

“To me, it has been a delicious dream,” said Cashel, as he met her 
glance ; “ and it it were not tliat you may feel alarmed, it would be still 
such.” 

“ What a terrible sea! Where are we ?” 

“ Not far from shore,” said Cashel, encouragingly. 

" A devilish deal too near it, though,” muttered the Pilot, under his 
breath. 

“ Oh, I remember all now. Wlicre is my Lord, Mr. Cashel ? Is he ill ?” 

“He’s gone below—^he is sleeping, I believe. It has been a wild night 
for yon ; and you’ve passed it here on the deck.” 

“Here?” said she, looking up and blushing, for she still lay supported 
against Roland, and one of liis hands held the boat-cloak across her. 

“Yes, here,” said Cashel, with a voice and manner that made the colour 
mount to her cheeks and as suddenly desert them again. 

Meanwhile the Lieutenant had gone below, and reappeared with a chart, 
over which he and the Pilot now bent in the deepest consideration. 

VOJi. 1. s 
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“ Tlicn that imist have been the ‘ Calf ’ Light vie saw to the eastward,” 
said SickictoB, pouituig to the map. 

“I’d say so too,” reidied the other, “it sack a run didn’t seem impos¬ 
sible ; but wc only tripped our anchor last night, before sunset.” 

“ Ten hours, though '.—one can do a deal in ten hours!” said the Lieu¬ 
tenant. 

“It may be worth as many years sometimes!” said Cashel, in a whisper 
to her at his side. 

“Breakers right ahead !” shouted the man in the bow. 

“"We’re among, the ‘Barrels!’” cried the Pilot; “back the topsail— 
down maiusail-” 

But it was too late I Like a sea-bird rising to its flight, the light craft 
bounded forward, till her shining copjwr glanced above the waves, and 
then, with a spiring, dashed onward, amid the foam and ;^ray that ro.se like 
a mist around lier. The frothy shower flow over the deck, while the 
hissing water spirted up on every side witli a crashing splintering sound. 
The keel came down, and while a loud cry broke forth, “She’s struck!” 
the mast .suapjied suddenly across, and fell with its draped rigging into tiie 
sea. 

“SImid by—cut away tliii boats!” shouted Sicklcton; and seizing a 
hatchet, gave the e.xample himself, while Cashel, lifting the now lifeless 
form of Lady Kilgofl', placed her in the boat. The confusion and terror 
became now extreme. The breaking sea already had forced its way 
through the vessel’s bottom, and issued in a clear jot of blue walcr from 
the. hatchways. The first boat launched was rapidly crowded, and searcely 
had it touched the water than it was swamped. I’or an instant the strug¬ 
gling figures were seen battling with the wave.s, but, in a moment after, they 
were gone! 

Mainly through Sickletou and Cashd’s exertions, the second boat rvas got 
ready, aud just about to be laimchcd, when Boland turned to seek Lord 
Kiigoll', whom, up to that moment, he had entirely forgotten. Searcely had 
ho reached the hinuaclc, when the old man, pale and almost dead with 
terror, sluod before him. “Is she safe, 8h‘ F—is my Lady safe f” cried he, 
tremulously. 

“ Quite so—come along, there’s not a moment to lose.” 

“ Oh, Ml-. Cashel, do not leave me!” cried Lady Bilgoff, as tlic boat was 
lifted from its )ilae,e, and swung by the halyards from side to side. 

“ You cannot surely resist that appeal, Sir,” said Lord Kilgoff, Ids 
withered and worn features flushed with a pang of sudden anger. 

“ I must see to your safety, my Lord, or none else is likely to do it,” said 
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Cashel, sternly; and as he spoke he lifted the old in,<m and placed him in the 
hoat. “ Stay where you are, Sicklctoii,” cried he to the Lieutciiani; “I’ll 
rut her adrift. So there ! iny boys, all iosjether—larboard now.” And as 
the vessel heaved over to the surge the boat was launched. A shrill cry of 
terror was heard above the raging storm; for (hishel, in his eagerness to 
secure the olhors’ safety, had perilled Ills own, and now the boiliiur surf 
rusherl between the yacht and the boat, defying every effort io apprriaeli. 

“hi ever fear forme,” said iRoland, boldly; “the distance is short, and 
T’v(^ swum in many a heavier surf.” And he swung himselli, as he siioke. 
by a loose stay into the sea. Nobly breasting the mad waves, he was seen 
al. intervals, now borne on the whito-cresled billows, now deep down in ilm 
dark trongh of waters. His Indian teaching had taught him, too, to dive a!. 
tiinc,s tlirough the coming surf, and thus e.scapc its foi’ee, and no did he 
I'mcrgc from the great mast, of waters that seemed almost to li.a\'e burici! 
him. I?eu(iiiig 1o the nar.s, tbo boat’.s crew pulled nmnfulJy thrnngli the 
tide, and at, last gainiug a little bay, iloated into calm walcr, just as (aishel 
bad got a footing ou a reef of rock, a short distance from land. 

“yafe!” cried he, a.s be drew bis wearied limbs uji the little craggy 
eminence, fromwliicli lie could see the yacht still storm-lashed and heaving, 
.and follow with his eyes the boat, as with bounding speeil she made for 
shore. 

Nil .,iioner hail Sicklctoii safely landed his freight, fliwi he pul or.l. again 
to reseui .1 those ill the yaclit., while tlashel, briii.scd, lileeding, and torn, made 
his nay slowly to the little hut, where Lord and Lady Nilgoff had iukcii 
.-■lieller 

His erdranee was little noticed. 'File cabin was full of eonulrv peojile 
and lisiicr,ii.''n'-somc earnestly proffering advice and counsel, otliers as 
eagmvli (|iu,stioiiiiig all about the reeeiit caiaiiiiiy. In a great .straw chair, 
hc.sidc the lire, sat Lord KilgolF, his head resting on a coiintri-v.umau's 
slioiiidi r, while amither liailiwl Ids teiiiplc.s to re.store animation. 

“ tVliere is she i” said Cashel, passiuualely : and the kmc and loot oi liic 
speaker turned ailculiou inwards him. 

“ "I'is her hnsbautl,” whispered the woman of (he house, envtseying ve- 
speelfiilly to the youtli, who, in all (he torn disorder of his dre.ss, looted 
the gciiilemaii; and with that she drewliiiu into an inner room, where epon 
a low selllc lay the pale and scarce lireatliing form of Lady IvilgotT. 

“itoii't lie id'eard, ycr 11 oner, she’ll be liet.iliov in a mimite or two. Wie 
lias more courag.; than iier fatlier there.” And she jioiiiled to tin oof.-ide 
room where Lord Kllgoll sal. ‘'liiOi .ed, the first word she spotc was aitout 
yerself.” 
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Cabliel madf a gesture to be silent., and sat down beside tbe settle, bis 
gaze fixed on the features, which, in thek calm lorelincss, had neror seemed 
more beautiful. 

Tlie stillness that now reigned in the little cabin, only broken by the low- 
whisperings without—^the calm tranquillity so suddenly succeeding to the 
teirible convulsion—the crowd of sensations pressing on the brain, and, 
above all, the immense fatigue he had gone through, brought on such a 
sense of stupor, that Cashel fell heavily on the floor, and, with his head 
leaning against the settle, fell into a sound sleep. 

Before evening had closed in most of the pirty Ivad recovered from their 
fatigues, and sat grouped in vaiious attitudes round the blazing fire of the 
cabin. In a deep, old-fashioned straw chair, reclined, rather than sat. Lady 
Kilgoff; a slightly feverish flush lent a hriUianey to her otherwise pale 
features, deepening the expression of her full soft eyes, and giving a more 
aminated character to the placid beauty of her face. Her haii, in all the 
loose freedom of its uncared-for state, fell m great voluptnotis masses along 
her neck and shouldeis, while part of a finely-turned arm peeped out heiieath 
the folds of the wide seailet cloak which the fisherman’s wife had lent her 
111 lieu of her own costly “ Cashmere.” 

Next to her sat Boland; and idthough dressed in the rough jacket of a 
sailor, liis throat encircled by a rude cravat of coloured worsted, he seemed 
ill the very costume to ha\e regamed some of liis long-lost joyousness, and, 
notwithstanding the sad event of the night, to be in a very ecstasy of high 
spirits. SickletOn, too. seemed like one who regarded the whole adveuinre 
as a circumstance too common-plaoo for much thought, and busied himsi If 
writing letters to various persons at Cashel’s diolation, sorely pnzzled fioiri 
time to time to follow out the tliiead of an intention, which Boland’s 
devotion to the lady at his side more than oucc interrupted. 

'J'lie most disconsolate and woe-begone of all was the poor Peer, who, 
propped up by cushions, sal with immeaning ga/.c steadily riveted on the 
lire. There was soraetliiiig so horribly absurd, too, in the costume in which 
he was clad, that coaverled all pity into a sense of ridicule. A great wide 
jiea-jacket encircled his shrunken, wasted figure to the knees, where the 
thin, attenuated legs appealed, clad in blue worsted stockings, whose wide 
folds fell in a hundred wrinkles around them; a woollen cap of red and 
orange stripes covered his head, giv big a most grotesquf expression to the 
small and ftne-out features of his face. If Lady Ivilgoff and Caslicl had not 
been too much interested on other topics, they could not have failed to dis¬ 
cover, in the occasional stealthy glances that Rickleton cast on the old Lord, 
that the costume had been a thing of his own devising, and that the rakish 
air of the nightcap, set sideways on the head, was owing to the sailor’s in> 
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vetcrate fondness for a jok^ no matter how ill-timed llie moment, or ill- 
suited the subject of it. 

Behind them, and in a wider circle, sat the flshermau and his family, the 
occasioual flash of the fire lighting up the gloom where they sat, and show¬ 
ing, as in a Acmbrandt, the strong and vigorous lines of features where 
health and hardship wore united,—^thc whole forming in the light and sha¬ 
dow a perfect subject for a painter. 

Prom the first moment of the mishap. Lord Kilgoff bad sunk into a state 
of almost child-like imbecility, neither remembering where bo was, or taking 
interest in anytliiug, an occasional fractious or unpatient remark at some 
passing iiieoiwcuicnce being all the evidence ho gave of thought. It de¬ 
volved, therefore, upon Cashel to make every ai'rangement necessary—an 
assuiiiiilion on his part which his natural respect and delicacy made no 
small difficulty. As for Lady Kilgotf, she appeared iniplicilly to yield to 
his judgment on every point; and when Roland suggested that, instead of 
returning to Dnhlm and all its inevitable rumours, tliey should at once pro¬ 
ceed to Xubbermore, she assented at once, and most u illiugly. 

It was with this ohjecl, Ihcn, lhat Sicklctou sat, pen in hand, making 
notes of Cashel’s direelious, and from time to lime writing at his dictation 
t o various tradesmen W'hose services he stood in need of. It would certainly 
have ciillcd for a clearer head, and a rainier than Roland’s, to have eon- 
ducted the conversation with the lady and the command to the gentleman, 
who sat at cither side of him. Many a sad blunder did he make, and more 
tlian once did tbo reply intended for her Ladyship find its way into the 
ejiistle of the Lieutenant, nor did the mistake appear till a reading of the 
iloouineui annonnoed it. At these, a burst of laughter was sure to break 
forth, .ind ilini my Lord would look up, and, passing liis lingers across liis 
tem|)lo-,, seem trying to recal bis lost and wandering faculties—efforts tliat 
the changeful play of hh features showed to be alternately failing and sue- 
coediug, as reason, tidc-like, ebbed and flowed within bis braui. 

It was as Sickleton wrote down at Cashel’s diroetiou the order for a ron- 
siilerablo sum of money to be distributed among the crew of the, yacht, tha' 
Lord Kilgoff, eatehing as it were in a momentary lnci(bic.ss the moaning of 
the woids, said aloud; “This is not munificence. Sir. 1 tell you this lo the 
wasteful extravagance of the buccaneer, not the generosity of a (rue gentle¬ 
man.” 

The other suddenly started at the words, and while Lady Kilgoff’s dceji 
flush of passion and Cashel’s look of astonishment exhibited their feelbigs, 
Siehleton’s hearty laugh showed tno raoy enjoyment dtlieient delicacy can 
always reap from an awkward dilemma. 

" But, my Jjord, you mistake Mr. Cashel,” said Lady KilgolF, eagerly. 
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bwidini' forward as sbe spoke. “ His noble gift is to compciisatf^ these 
bra>(’ fellow's for a loss, as well as reward them for au act of di votion.— 
Ilow silly in me to reason with him! sec, Mr. Cashel, his mind is (juite 
shitken by this calamity.” 

'' lour defence eompeusates a hundred such rejwoofs,” said Cashel, with 
warmth. ' “ Well, Mr. Sicklcton,” said ho, anxious to quit a painfid topic, 
“what of this schooner yacht you sjaikc of a while ago!”’ 

“The handsomest craft that evia- srvam,” said the Lieutenant, dclighred 
to di.scusK a favourite thenna “Lord WcUinghatn has married, and ihey 
B.ey won’t keep her iiiiy longer, loa’ll gel hiuibr tim thousand, and the 
story is she west :d)out fourteen.” 

“ liut pei-haps rUr. Cashel may soon follow' her nohlo (iwiici''s example,” 
s::ul Lady Kilgotl’, smiling, and with a subdued look towards .Itolaud. 

“ Don’t giv(! him laid counsel, iiiy Lady.” 

" Jt leally cloi's seem to me !i kiiul of inveteracy thins to talk of buying a 
iiew yacht within a few hours after losing on.;.” 

“ Like a widower looking out for a new w ife, I suppose,” said the Lieu- 
lenaii', laughing. 

“No, .Sir, 1 Ijcg to coireet you,” broke in my Lord, with a .sinnipi.^hnC's 
t!nd made Iho l.carer.s si;.irt; "her .1 ladysliqi is not yet awiiiow, ablioimk 
her levity niiglit seem to niijily it.” 

“ My Loi'd, 1 must, protest again.si thi;. sarcastic liumom', ' said she, with 
a mild digniiy, “Onr terrihle ealastropbe may have disturbed your right 
iiidgment, but 1 jiray .select auoliicr tlieme for miseouatrneliou. .Mr. 
Cashel, J will \vi;li you .. good night. In the ditlieully in which 1 am jdaeed, 
1 (;.tn only s.'iy tliat my perfoel eoiilidi iiee in your cuunscl .sati.siie.s me il will 
be sueli as you unghl to give luid 1 to follow.” 

“\i',s, .dir, of course; when the lady says, - Follow,’ j liojie. you know a 
geuilemaii’s devoir better than to ilisobey.” These words were nlierod 
by Ibe. I'kl man with a sneering impertinence that ;uigiireJ no abaem-e of 
mind ; Imi ere tbe door dosed n|)Ou Lady Kilgoll ids fata: bad again put uii 
its former dull and vacant stare, and it' was eleM that the momentary 
iutdli.genre, was iia.ssed and over. 

“Now, Siekleloii,” said Cashel, as if al length able to give ids mind to 
the details before him, “you will haste to Dithliu; send ns tin- carri!igc,s 
with all the specil you can ninsicr; pack off lier Ladyship’s maid and ilie 
wardrobe, and don't forget that dressing-case at Seward’s. I shouitt like 
to have her crust upon it, hut there’s no time for that—beside.^, we .should 
only have moi'e scaudid in Dublin when it got abroad. Then for Kenny- 
leek; tell Idiu 1 Inivc no mouey, and stand much in need of it; for, as my 
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Lord says, mine are buccaneer’s habits; and lastly, nm over to Coives and 
secure the yacht—we must have her. I'm much mistaken, or our friends 
here will take a cruise with us among the Greek Islands one of these, days.” 

“ Tnacherous navigation, too!” said Sicklcton, with a dryness that 
seemed to imjdy more than the mere words. 

“ IVljat if it be, man! they say there’s nothing much worse anywhere 
than the line of coast here beside us.” 

“ 'Well, and haven’t we suflered enough to make us credit the rciiuri, ?” 
lie paused, and then dropping his voice to a low mid cautious wliispcr, 
added, ‘‘ Nut but that I shall call you lucky if all the danger has ended with 
the loss of the vessel.” 

“ ITow ? what do you mean ?” asked Cashel, in a tone of great eagerness. 

Cannot you guess 1” said the other, with an importurbahlo coolness. 

“No, on my lionour, I haven’t a thought w'hitbcr your words point.” 

“Then, faith, the peril is fifty times greater and nearer tlian I suspected,” 
cried he, warmly. “IViicn a man crack.s on all that he can carry, and more 
tlian is safe, you at least give him credit for knowing the channel, and 
understaudiug its bearings, hut when he, tells you that lie noil her knows the 
course uor the suimdings, why you set, liim down as mad.” 

“ I shall not be very far reiuovcd from that condition if you’ll not con- 
d.esccnd lo explain yourself more freely,” said Cashel, with some irritation 
of mauiier. “ Where, is this dauger? and what is it ‘r” 

Siekleton looked at him for a second or two—then at the old I’cev—and, 
at last, with a scarcely poronptible, movciiieul, of his head, motioned towards 
the door by which Lady Kilgolf liad just passed out. 

“You surely camioi moau—you do not sujiposc-— 

“No uiatte,)' what I suppose; all I say is, there arc worse breakei’.s ahead 
of you ju'd now than the Lucciola had last night; haul your wind, and 
draw oti' while you have time. Besides, look yonder”—and he pomted 
with a jerk of his thumb to Lord hilgoff, who stiU .sat with stolid gaze 
fixed II[ion the red embers of the fire—“ that would be a victory with hut 
little lionour!” 

Cashel .started to Ids feet, and, pas.sing his hand over his forehead, seemed, 
as it were, trying to disabuse bis mind of some painful illusion, llis fea¬ 
tures, flushed and animated an instant before, had grown almost livid in 
pallor; and he stood, with one hand leaning on the chair from which he 
had ri.son, like one recovering from a fainting fit. At last, and with a voice 
husky and hoarse from emotion, he said, " Sickleton, if 1 iiad thought this 
—if, 1 say, 1 even believed what you hint at possible-” 

“ I’ooh! poob!” broke in the other; “ why aiidior in three lathoas 
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w]ien you've deep water beside you? . You’ll not hug a lee-shore wiih a 
fresh breeze on your quarter; and sJl I ask is, that you’d not risk the loss 
of that noUe craft m«ely that you may spoil^the wreolc." 

Cashel grasped the rough seanm’s hand in both Ms own, and shook it 
with warmth. 

“I can only say this,” said the bluff Lieutenant, rising, “ if sneh be the 
object of your cruises, you must sedc another sMpmate than Bob Sickleton; 
and so good night.” 

"Are you going?” said Cashel, with a sorrowful voice. “I wish you 
were not about to leave thus.” 

“ I have given you your bearings; that ought to be enough for you. 
Good night, once more." And with this the honest-hearted Lieutenant 
threw his boat-cloak around him, and sallied forth to the door, before wMch 
a chaise was in waiting to convey him to Dublin. 

As for Boland, his agitated and excited mind banished all desire for sleep, 
and he wandered out upon the beach, where, resolving many a good inten¬ 
tion for the future, ho walked to and fro till day was breaking. 


OHAP'TEE XXX. 

Old walls have mouths as well as ears. 

The CoNvasT! A Play. 

To ns of the present day, who see what Genii are guineas, fairy tales are 
mere allegories. Your true sorcerer is a credit “ on Coutts,” and anything 
may be esteemed within his power who reckons by tens of thousands. 

Tom Linton was experimenting on thus problem somewhat largely at 
Tubbermorc, where the old, misshapen, ugly house had undergone such a 
series of transfornuvtiona inside and out, that the oldest inhabitant might 
have failed to recognise it. Eoman cement and stucco—those cosmetics 
of arcMtecturc—had given to the front a most plausible air, and what with 
a great flagged terrace beneath and a balustrade parapet above, the whole 
had put on a wonderful look of solidity and importance, french windows 
and plate-glass, stuccoed architraves and richly traoeried balconies, from 
which access was had to various terraces and flower-plals, contributed an 
appearance of lightness to the building, and what was lost in architectural 
elegance was fully recompensed by oonvenicnoe and facility of enjoyment. 

Within, the arrangements were exceUent, and, as regarded the object in 
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view, perfect—variooi suites of apartments, so separated as to be actually 
like residences, abounded throughout, so that the guests might either indulge 
their solitude undisturbed, jprmir in the wide circle of the general com¬ 
pany. For the latter, a magnificent suite of rooms led along the entire 
basement story. Here, considering the shortness of the time and the diffi¬ 
culties encountered, Linton's skill was pre-eminently distinguished. Paint¬ 
ing was too slow a process for such an emergency, and accordingly the 
walls were hung with rich silks and stuffs from the looms of Lyons, draped 
in a hundred graceful fashions, while the floors, laid down in the rough, 
were concealed by the massive texture of Persian carpets, the most costly 
over brought to this country. The air of comfort and " livableness if 
we may coin a word—depicted on every side, took away the reproach of 
ostentatious splendour, which perhaps might have been applied to rich 
decorations and gorgeous details in a mere country-house. And this was 
managed with no mean skill, and he must 'have been a stem critic who 
could have canvassed too rigidly the merit of appliances so manifestly 
provided for his own enjoyment. Books and pictures—the Pemiles of 
domesticity—were there, and everything possible was done to give a sem¬ 
blance of long liabitation to that which but a few weeks back had hcen a 
dreary ruin. 

A critical eye might liave detected in many instances the evidences of a 
more refined taste than Mr. Linton’s, and so was it. Miss Leicester had 
freqiienlly aided him by her advice and suggestions, and every day, when 
the weather permitted, saw old Mr. Corrigan and his granddaughter repair 
to Tubbermore, whose progress they watched with a degree of interest only 
felt by those whose retirement admits few sources of amusement. There 
was a secret cause of pride, too, in seeing the old residence of the family— 
marred as had been, its proportions by frequent and tasteless additions— 
resume something of its once grandeur. Mary, whose earliest lessons in 
infaney had been the tales of her powerful ancestors, who lorded over an 
almost princely tract, entered heart and soul into a course wliich favoured 
so many of fancy’s pleasantest fictions. Her greatest delight, however, 
was in the restoration of one part of the building, which all former inno. 
vators had apparently despaired of, and left as a species of storehouse for 
every kind of lumber. This was a great square tower, with an adjoining 
chapel, tlie floor of which was formed by the tombstones of her earliest 
ancestors. One compartment of a stained-glass window showed “the 
helmet and torch,” the arms of the O’Regans, from which the family, by a 
corruption, took the name of Corrigan, and various other mementos 
abounded to prove the high station they had once supported. 

Strongly imbued with a knowledge of the tales and customs of the 
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period, Mary restored the chapel to aU the emblazoned, splendour of the 
sixteenth century. Bie rich carvings, that modern research has discovered 
and carried away from the chSteaux of the Low Gountries, were adaptod to 
the place, and speedily the intcHor pat on an air of highly .preserved and 
cherished antiquity. v 

The tower adjohung was also converted into a great chamber of audience 
—a “Eitter-Saal,” hung round with weapons of the chase and war, 
while great buffets displayed a wealth of antique plate and china, of gem- 
wrought cup and massive flagons, that lent a lustre to its otherwise too 
stem appearance. Lighted by a range of stained windows far from the 
ground, the tempered sunlight cast a mellow gknee on every object; ana 
here, in the silence of the noon, when the workmen had gone to dinner, 
Mmy used to sit alone, some strange spell fascinating her to a spot where 
echoes had once awoke to the tramp of her own kinsmen’s footsteps. 

“Tell me, Mr. Linton,” smd she, as be entered suddenly, and found her 
seated in her favourite place, “ what part of the chapd adjoins Ihe wall we 
see yonder ?” 

“That,” said Linton, musing for a second—“that, if I mistake not, 
must be what you styled the crypt; the- ” 

“ Exactly!” cried she, with animation. “ The ciypt is somewhat lower 
than this chamber, two steps or so ?” 

“ About as much.” 

“ How straaigc, how very strange!” she said, half to herself. ' 

“ What is strange ?” said Linton, smiling at the intense prcooenpation 
of her features. 

“ You wiU laugh outright,” said she, “ if I tell you. It was a dream I 
had last night about this chamber.” 

“ Pray let me hear it,” said Linton, seating himself, aaid alleeting a deep 
interest. “ I own to a most imphoit confidence in dreams.” 

“ Whidi is more than 1 do,” said she, laughing. ■“ This has, however, so 
much of truth about it, as the locality is oonceraed, and thus far it is 
curious. Are you certain that you never told me before that the crypt lay 
outside of that wall?” 

“ Perfectly; since I only learned as much myself about an hour ago.” 

“ H»w singular 1” 

“ Comej do not torture my curiosity furthtw. Let ns have your dream.” 

“ It was veiy short. I dreamed that I was sitting here musing and think¬ 
ing over the Evee and fortunes of some of those who once dwelt -within 
these walls, and comparing Uieir destiny with that of their descendants, 
only admitted, us it were, cm sufferance, wlmn suddenly a door opened > 
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slowJy there—4aoi!e, in the veiy laidst of that waH—«id I conld Bee down into 
the crypt, and the eh*pel beyond it. On the altar there were candles 
lighted, and I thought the figure of a man csrossed and rcorossed below the 
steps, as if settling and arranging the books and cushions; and, at last, he 
turned round, and 1 perceived that he carried in his hands a small and strongly- 
olaspcd box, and, as he came towards me, he seemed to hold this out for mo 
to take; but, as I did not move or stir, he kid it down within the doorway,' 
and, as lie did so, the wall pududlly dosed up again, and no vestige of the 
door could bo seen. Nay, so perfectly unshtien did all appear, tliat I re¬ 
member remarking a cobweb that stretdied from the frame of a picture, and 
hung over the spot where the door seemed to be; and there,” cried she, 
starting up—“there, Mr. Linton, as I live, there is the cobweb!” 

“ Whicb, without doubt, you observed ye.sterday,” said Linton, “and in 
your sleep tbe visiou of our neglect was renewed.” 

“ No, no; I never saw it before. .1 am confident that I never noticed it 
yesterday. I am sorry I revealed my di-eam to you,” said she, perceiving 
that, in spite of all his tact, incredulity had lent a look of pitying compassion 
to his features. 

“ Oil the contrary, 1 beg of you to believe in all my interest for your re¬ 
cital ; nay. I’ll prove it too.” 

“ How so ?” said she, eagerly. 

“ Simply enough. I’ll give orders at once, to have a door made here, and 
then \i c shall see if the view you describe of the crypt and the chapel can be 
sccu from f ills point.” 

“ AVhy don’t you mid, and of tbe figure with the casket, too ?” said she, 
smiling, “ for I see you regard them all as alike veracious.” 

“.in any ease,” cried Linton, “if he lay down the lreasure~and treasure 
it must I' —here in the doorway. I’ll take care that the walls do not swallow 
it up again ; \vc shall be able to find it in Iho morning.” 

“ And will you really have this done?” 

“ I’ll give the orders this very day.” 

“ 1 must not be so silly,” said she, after a pause; " the whole is too 
absurd. No, Mr. Linton, do not, I beg of yon, do not take any notice of my 
folly.” 

“At all events,” said Linton, “your dream is a most happy inspiration; 
a door here will be a great impjtovement, and if the vista takes in the chapel, 
so much the better. Eemember, too," added te, in. a lower and more feel¬ 
ing voice—“ remember what I’ve told you so often, that whatever we do 
here has, so to say, no other reward thau the pleasure it gives me the doing. 
Oar great patron has about as much gratef olness k his composithm as taste. 
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He will ueithra feel thankful for bur exertions, nor sensible of their success, 
and is just as IQcely to desecrate yon Bitter-Saal, by making it his smoking 
room.” 

"If I thought so-T—” said she, proudly, and then stopped suddenly. 
“ But how can it concern me f I have only to wonder how you can accept 
of an intimacy so distasteful.” 

This, in its very abruptness, was a home-thrust, and so much did Linton 
feel it, that he reddened, at first with shame, and tbOn with anger at his 
want of composure. 

“Thmre are many mrcumstanoes in life. Miss Leicester,” said he, gravely, 
"which demand heavy sacrifices of personal feeling, and happy if sometimes 
the recompense come in seeing that our self-devotion has worked well for 
others. I may one day explain myself more fully on this Irnad.” 

Before Mary oould answer, a messenger eame to say that her grandfather 
was waiting to return with her to the cottage, and she hid Linton good-hy 
with a degree of interest for him she bad never felt before. Linton stood iu 
a window and watched her as she went, nor did his eye quit the graceful 
form till it disappeared in tiie covering of the trees. “ Yes,” said he to 
himself, “I have struck the right chord at last! She neither is to be dazsled 
by the splendour, nor excited by the ambitions of the great world. The key 
to the mystery of her nature lies in the very fact of her position iu life—the 
indignant stm^le against a condition she feels beneath her;—she can sym¬ 
pathise with this. She is just the very girl, too, to awaken Laura’s jealousy, 
so brilliantly handsome, so mneh of elegance in mien and deportment. Ay! 
the game will win. I maj stake all upon it. Who is that ?” said he, start¬ 
ing suddenly, as a door banged behind him, and he saw Tom Keane, who 
had been a silent listener to his soliloquy. Liuton well knew that shrewd 
as the man was, the words eonld have conveyed little or notliing to his in¬ 
telligence, and carelessly asked what had the post brought. 

“ A heap of letters, yer Honer,” said he, laying the heavily-loaded hag on 
the table. “I never see as many come to the town afore.” 

As Linton unlocked the bag and emptied its contents before him, his face 
suddenly grew dark and angry, for none of dhe letters, as he turned them 
over, were for himself; they were all addressed Boland Cashel, Esq., and 
marked " private.” At last he saw one with his own name, and motioning 
to Keane to leave him undisturbed, he sat*down to read it. It came from 
his correspondent Mr. Phillis, mid was of the briefest. 

“ Sin,—An Ims gone wrong.—B. 0. sailed last night on a yachting ex¬ 
cursion with Lord and Lady K., Some say for Wales, others for the Isle of 
Wight. The truth I cannot ascertain. The persons invited to Tubbermore 
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are all preparing ^ set out, but eagerly asking where C. is to Iw found- 
There has been something jlpEe a breach at K.’s, and I fancy it,is about 
Lady Kilgoff’s going in the yacht, which, although seeming accident, must 
have been pknned previously. If you had been here the matter might have 
taken another'turn, as C, appears very tired of K.’s agency, and the diffi¬ 
culty of obtaining money from him. 

"I have received a few lines from C., dated from ‘ the Harbour,’ to order 
a ‘fourgon’ to be got ready; but I shall pretend not to have received the 
note, and leave this, if you desire it, for Tubhermorc on hearing from you. 

“ Tours, in duty, 

"H, Pmnus.” 

Linton crushed the note passionately in his fingers, and with a cheek 
almost purple, and swollen knotted veins about the forehead and temples, 
he hastily walked to and fro in the apartment. “ So, madam,” said he, "is 
this, then, the reason of your compliance ? Was this the source of that 
yielding to my wishes, that induced you to come here P And to dare this 
towards mg !” A fiendish laugh burst from him as he said, “ Silly fool, so 
long as you plaj-ed fair, the advantage was all on your own side. Tiy to 
cheat, and you’ll see who’s the victor! And that cub, too,” added he, with 
ahoarse passion, “who ventures a rivalry with me! Hate has aninspiralion 
tliat never deceives; from the first moment I saw him, I felt that for him.” 

“You say you wanted the masons. Sir,” said ]^eane, opening the door, 
where he had been endeavoutiig, but ineffectually, to catch the clue of 
Linton’s words. 

“ Yes, let them come here,” said he, with his ordinary composure. “ You 
are to break a door there,” said he, as the men entered, “ and I wish to 
have it (' one with all speed. You’ll work all night, and be doubly paid.” 
As he spoke, he sauntered out to muse over the late tidings he hod received, 
and plan within himself the coming campaign. 

Thus loitering and reflecting, time slipped by and evening drew near. 

“ We must have a light here,” said one of the masons. “ This room is 
never very bright, and now it is almost dark as night. But what have we 
here P’ And at the moment his hammer sent forth a ringing sound as if 
it had struck upon metal. 

“ What can it beP” said the other; “it seems like a plate of iron.” 

Linton now drew nigh, as he overheard these words, and stationing him¬ 
self at a small window, beheld the two men as they laboured to detach what 
seemed a heavy stone in the wall. 

“It’s not a plate of iron, but a box,” cried one. 
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“Hush,” said ttie other, eaatiouing sfleuce; “if it’s money there’s in it, 
let us consider a hit where we’ll hide it.” 

“ It sounds empty, anyhow,” said the first, as the nmtsl rang dearly out 
under the hammer. Meanwhile Linton stood overwhelmed at the strange 
connexion between the dream and the discovery. " It is a box, and here’s 
the key fastened to it by a ebain,” cried the former speaker. He had 
scarcely succeeded in removing the box from the wall, when Linton was 
standing, unseen and noiseless, behind him. 

“ We’d share it fair, whatever it is,” said the second. 

“ Of course,” said the other. “ Lot ns see what there is to share.” 
And so ho throw back the lid, and bdield, to his great dismay, nothing but 
a roll of parchment fastened by a strap of what had once been rod loatber, 
but which crumbled away as he touched it. 

“’Ti.s Latin,” said the first, who seemed the more intelligent of the two, 
after a vain effort to decipher the heavily engrossed Kile at the top. 

“Ton are right,” said Linton; and the two nmn started willi terror on 
seeing him so near. “ It is Latin, boys ; it was the custom of the monks 
to bury their prayers in that way once, and to beg, whoever might diseover 
the document, to say so many masses for the writer’s soul; and Protestant 
though I be, I do not think badly of the practice. Let us find out the 
mime.” And thus saying, he took up the roll and perused it steadily. For 
a long time the evening darkness—the difficulty of the letters—and (he 
style of 1 he record, impeded him, but as he read on, the colour came and 
went in his ohoek, his hand trembled with agitation, and had there been 
light enough to have iio*ed him well,' even the workmen must have per¬ 
ceived the excitement under which he laboured. 

“ Yes,” s.aid he, at last, “ it is exactly as I said. It was written by a 
monk. This was an old convent once, and Father Angelo asks our jirayors 
for hi.s eternal repose, which assuredly he shall have, heretic that I am! 
Here, boys, here’s a poimd note for you; Father Rush will tell you liow to 
use i(. for the best. Get a liglit and go on with your work, and if you don’t 
like to spend the money in masses, say nothing about the box, and I’ll not 
betray your secret.” 

A dry laugh and a significant leer of the eye showed that he had accu¬ 
rately read his hearers’ inmost thoughts, and Linton sat down as if to await 
their return; but no sooner had they left the spot than be hastened with all 
speed to the inn, to con over his newly discovered treasure, and satisfy him¬ 
self as to its importance and authenticity. 

Drawing close the curtains of his windows, and locking ihc door of his 
room, like one who would .be alone, he again opened the casket, and took 
ont the scroll. With bent-down head and steady gaze he perused it from 
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end to end, and then sat Tritli riveted eyes fixed npQB. the signatare and 
massive seal vrliick were appended to the foot of the document. “ That 
this should have been revealed in a dream,” said, he, at length, “ is ahnost 
enough to shake one’s faith in the whole! Am I myself awake, and is. it 
real what I see before nje P” He walked the room with uncertain steps-- 
theu opened wide the window—then closed it again—once more took up 
the paper and studied it. In fact, it was clear to see that a sccidical 
nature, the very habit of doubt, had indisposed him to believe in even that 
which his very senses corroborated. 

“What would I give for some lawyer’s craft at this moment!” said ho, 
as the drops of perspiration stood upon his forehead, and his clenched hands 
wore clasped together in strong emotion,—“what would I give for ihc 
keenness that could pierce through every line of this, and see it free of flaw 
—ay, that is the point! And then. Master Koland,”—here Ids voice grew 
full and round,—“ and then we should sec who is the waster and who the 
dependent, if with a word—with one word—I could unmake you, and 
from the insolence of your sudden wealth bring yon down once more to yoni- 
fitting .station 1 Never did Tortune stand by me like thi.s ! Let me, how¬ 
ever, not lose the game from over-strength. Caution is needed here. 
Ileforc. Corrigan shall know himself the rightful owner of Tubhormore, he 
iraist be satisfied to see Tom Linton his son-in-law. A glorious hit that 
deals vengeauoe on every hand. Ay, my Lady, we shall acquit our debt to 
ym idso!” From the heat of overwhelming passion he again turned to the 
document which lay open on the tabic. “Wliat if it were only a copy? 
l)ut this is scarce possible. The signatures look real, and the seal cannot 
be counterfeit. Whom could 1 trust to inspect it? With whom d.are I 
place it for a day, or even an hour P No! I’ll never suffer it out of my 
own keeping! I know not if the power to strike is not the very acme of 
revenge!” 

As ho walked the room in deepest agitation he chanced for an instant to 
catch a glimpse of Tubbermore, which, in the bright light of a newly-risen 
moon, could be seen above the trees. 

“ So then it may chance that I have not expended my labour in rain, and 
that this same house maybe yet my own. Mine I” cried he, in ecstasy—“mine 
tliose swelling woods—that princely park—the high position which wc.'dth 
bestows, and the, power that I could speedily accomplish in political life, 
There may be many who have more ambition to strive for—I'll swear there 
arc few men living have more grudges to pay off.” 

And with this speech, uttered in an accent of withering hate and scorn, 
he again returned to gaze at the open parchment. 

The document, surmounted by the royal arms and engrossed in a stiff old- 
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fashioned hand, was a free pardon accorded by His Majesty George tlie 
Second to Miles Hardress Corrigan, and a full and unqudifled restoration 
to his once forfeited estates. 

Certain legal formalities were also ejgoined to be taken, and eertain oaths 
to bo made, as the recognition of this act of his Sovereign’s grace. 

Such was the important docament on which now he gazed, reading and 
re-reading it, till every word became riveted on his memory. 


CHAPTEH XXXI. 

Hark, they comet they come! 

An nnnsutJ bustle and commotion in the little inn awoke Linton early on 
the following morning. These were caused by the arrival of a host of 
cooks, coachmen, grooms, footmen, and scullions, with a due proportion of 
the other sex, all engaged in Loudon, and despatched—-" as per order”—to 
form the bous^old of Tubbermorc. 

As Linton proceeded with his dressing, he overheard the multifarious 
complaints and lamentations of this town-reared population over the dirt 
and destitution of their newly-adopted land; criticisms wliich, as they 
scrupled not to detail aloud, evoked rejoinders not a whit more compli¬ 
mentary to the Saxon, the hostess of the Goat—being an energetic dis¬ 
ciple of that great authority who has pronounced both the land and its 
people as the paragons of creation—^leading the van of the attack, and cer- 
taiidy making up for any deficiencies in her cause by the force of her elo¬ 
quence. 

“ Arrah! who wanted ye here at all ?” said she, addressing the circle, 
stunned into silence by her volubility. “Who axed yeP Was it to place 
ns, or to fill yer pockets with the goold of ould Ireland, ye kem ? Oh, 
mnrlhet! mnrther—^isn’t it the sin and the shame to think how the oray- 
tures is eatin’ us up! Faix! maybe ye’ll be sorry enough for it yet. 
There’s more than one amongst yoq would like to be safe home again, afore 
long! A set of lazy thieves, no less. The heavens be my bad, but I never 
thoogbt Pd see the day thejr’d be bringing a ‘ Naygur* to Ireland to teach us 
music!” 

This singular apoatrojdiei which seemed to fill the measure of her woo, 
80 far attracted Linton’s enribsity to, eomprehend it, that he opened the 
window and looked out, and at once discovered, by the dircotkin of the eyes 
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of the circle, the object of the sarcasm. He was a well-built man, of a 
dark swarthy complexion and immense beard and moustache, who sat on a 
stone bench before the door, occupied in arranging the strings of his guitar. 
The air of unmoved tranquillity showed that he did not suspect himself to 
be the butt of any sarcasm, and he pursued his task with a composure that 
vouched for liis ignorance of the language. 

“ Who is our friend ?” said Linton, addressing the coachman, and point¬ 
ing to the musician. 

"We calls liim Hobinson Crusoe, Sir,” repliedihe other; "we took him 
up on the road from Limerick. We never see’d him afore.” 

“ So, Ikon, he doesn’t belong to our force. I really had begun to fear 
that Mr. Gunter had pushed enlistment too far.” 

Meanwhile the stranger, attracted by the voice, looked, up, and seeing 
Linton, immediately removed his cap, with an air of quiet courtesy that was 
not lost upon the shrewd observer to whom it was tendered. 

“ You are a saitor, I perceive P” said Tom, as he walked out in front of 
the inn. The other shook his head dubiously. 

“I was asking,” said Linton, changing his language to French, "if yon 
had been a sailor ?” 

“ Yes, Sir,” replied he, again removing his cap, "a sailor frpm Trieste.” 

“ And how came you here P” 

" Our vessel was lost off the Blasquets, Sir, on Wednesday night. We 
were bound for Bristol with fruit from Sicily, and caught in a gale; we 
struck, and all were lost, except myself and another, now in hospital in the 
large city yonder.” 

“Were you a petty officer, or a common seaman?” said Linton, who had 
been scanning with keen eye the well-knit frame and graceful ease of the 
speaker. 

“ A common sailor. Sir,” rejoined he, modestly. 

"And how comes it that you are a musician, friend ?” asked Linton, 
shrewdly. 

" Every one is in my country. Sir—at least, with such humble skill as I 
possess.” 

" What good fortune it was to have saved your guitar from shipwreck,” 
rejoined Linton, with an incredulous twinkle of his grey eyes. 

" I did not do so^ Sir,” said the sailor, who either did not, or would not 
notice the sarcasm. "My good friends here”—-pomting to the servants— 
“ bought this for me in the last town we came through.” 

Linton again fixed kip eyes upon him; it was evident that he was hesitat¬ 
ing between belief and an habitual sense of distrust, that extended to 
everything and everybody. At last he said; 

VOL. I. I 
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" Aud wliat led you hither, my friend t” 

" Chance,” said the raan, slirugging his shoulders. “ I could have no 
preferences for one road over another—all were strange—all unknown to 
me. I hoped, with the aid of guitar, to get some dothes once more 
together, and then to find some vessel bound for the Adriatic.” 

“ What can you do besides that ?” said Linton, “ for it strikes me a fellow 
with thews and sinews like yours was scarcely intended to tluuni catgut.” 

“ 1 can do most things whore a steady c.ye, aud a strong hand, and a quick 
foot are needed. I.’ve been a hunter in the forests of Dalmatia—herded the 
halfJvtild cattle on the Campagna at lloinc—sailed a felucca in the worst 
Levanters of the Gulf—and to swim in a high sea, or to ride iin unbroken 
horse, I’ll yield to hut one man living.” 

“And who may he be?” said Linton, aroused at tlie southern enthusiasm 
so suddenly e.'ccited. 

"A countryman of mine,” said the sailor, sententiously; “his name is 
not known to you.” 

“ How sad such gifts as these should have so little rccom])CU5C in our 
days,” said Linton, with an affected sincerity. "There was a lime, in your 
own country, loo, when a follow like yourself would not have had long to 
seek for a patron.” 

The Italian’s chock gre.w deeper in its flusli, aud his dark eyes seemed 
almost to kindle beneath the shaggy brows; then correcting, as it seemed, 
the passionate impulse, he said ; “ Ay, true enough. Sir; there were many 
who hud the gold to squander, who had not the hand to strike, and, as yon 
say, fellows like me were high in the market.” 

“ And no great hardship in it, either,” said Linton. “ There is a Justice 
surer and quicker ttum the Law', which I, for one, think right well of.” 

Lllher not following the import of the spcecli, or not caring to concur' in 
it, the Italian did not reply. 

“ 1 have a notion that we may find out some employment for you here,” 
said Linton. “ What name are w’c to call you ?” 

“Giovauni,” said the sailor, after a moment’s hesitation, which did not 
escape the shrewdness of liis questioner. 

“ Giovanni be it,” said Linton, easily; “ as good as another.” 

" Just so,” rejoined the Italian, witli a hardihood that seemed to sit oasdv 
upon 1dm. 

“1 think, friend,” said Linton, dravring neiurcr to him—and, although 
the foreign laugimge in which he spoke effectually prevented the others 
from understanding wliat passed, instantly his voice dropped .into a lower 
mid more conSdential tone—"! think, friend, we shah soon understand each 
other welL Aou. are in want of a protector; 1 may yet stand in need of 
an attached and zealous fellow. I read people quickly, and it seems to me 
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that wc are well met. Stay here, then; wc bhall soon hate a targe com¬ 
pany arriving, and I’ll try and find out some exer('i->c for your abilities.” 

The Italian’s dark eyes flashed and tuinklcd as though UL subtle uaiture 
had already enlai^d ujkiu the shadowy suggestions of the other, and Iw 
made a significant gesture of assent. 

“ Rena mber, now, in whose service you are,” said Linton, taking out his 
purse, and seeking among its contents for the precise piece of coin he 
wanted—“remember, that I am not the mastci hero, but one wlio has to 
the full as much power, and lhat 1 can prove a strong friend, and, some 
say, <1 verj dangerous enemy. Here is the earnest of our bargain,” said be, 
handing him a guinea in gold; “from tliis hour I nouut upon you.” 

The Italian nodded twice, and pocketing Urn money with a cool audaorly 
thal told that such contracts were easily comprehended by him, touched 
his cap, and sauntered awaj, as though to follow out some path of his own 
choosing. Linton looked alter him for a moment, but the next his atten¬ 
tion was taken oil' seeing that Mr. Corrigan and hrs granddaughter wore 
advancing hastily towards him. 

“ So you hare really accepted my suggestion,” said Mary, with a flash 
of pleasure ou her check; “ the door has been opened, and Ihe vista is 
exactly a. my dream-revealed it.” 

“In all sure ihe cliief ingredient,” repbed Linton, laughing; “ye want 
the monk and the casket.” 

“Hush!” said she, canfiously; “grandpapa is a firm believer in all 
dreams and visions, and would not hear them spoken of ii reverently.” 

“ Assuredly, I never was less in the mind to do so,” replied Linton, with 
a degree ol earuestues' that made Mary smile, htllc siLspccting at ihe time 
to wluit his sprreh owed us fervour. 

“ Ile’ve oiue to take a last look at the ‘Hall,’ Mr. Linton,” said the 
old man. Tom Kciuie tolls me that jour gay companj will soon arrive; 
indud, rumour sajs, thal some have aheady reached Limenck, and will be 
hei" to morrow.” 

“Tills is more than I knew of,” said Linton; “ but here eomes the re¬ 
doubted Tom himself, and with a full lottor-bag, too.” Hastily uiilrickiug 
iht leather sack, Tom Linton emptitd its contents upon a grassy buieh, 
when the parly seated themselves to learn the news. “T'lnu aie no 
secrets here,” .said Linton, tossing over Ihe letters, with nearlj all of whose 
liaL.iwnUiig he was familiar; “help me, MLss Leicester, J ber, to gel 
through my task. Pray break some of the seals, and toll ns wiio our dear 
frioifds are wh(»se presence is so soon to cliarm and cnlneii us. And will 
Tou, too. Sir, bear jour part P” Thus invited, old Mr Coiiigau pul on bis 
spectacles, and slowly prepared to assist in the Idjour. 

1 2 
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“ Tliat’s the Dean’s hand, Miss Leicester—the Dean of Dmmcondera. 
I hope he’s not Coming} I’m sure he was nerer invited.” 

“ He regrets he cannot he .with you this week, but wifl certainly come 
next, and take the liberty of presenting his distinguished friend, the Hof- 
rath von Dunaersleben, Professor of Oriental Literature at Hochenkan- 
perhausen.” 

“This is painting the lily with a vengeance; 'colour on colour’ is bad 
heraldry, but what sliall we say of the taste that brings ‘Bore upon 
borof’” 

"Mrs. Leicester White has prevailed upon Mr. Howie to defer liis 
departure from Ireland- ” 

“This is too bad,” interrupted Linton. What fortune have you. Sir ? I 
hope better tidings than Miss Leicester.” 

“ This is a strange kind of scrawl enough,” said the old man; “ it runs 
thus; ‘ Dear Tom, we are starting for your wild regions this evening—two 
drags and a mail phaeton. 1 have sent Gipsy and the white fetlocked 
colt by Herieks, and will bring Tom Edwards with me. The mare looks 
well, but fleshy; you must look to it that we haven’t heavy ground-’ ” 

“ Oh, I know who that’s from,” said Linton, hastily taking the letter 
from Corrigan’s hand; “ it’s Lord Charles Erobishcr—a silly fellow, that 
never thinks of anything but horse-racing and training.” 

“He would seem to speculate on something of the kind here,” said Cor¬ 
rigan ; “ at least, it looks very like premeditation this sending off grooms 
and racers.” 

“ He does so everywhere he goes,” said Linton, affecting to laugh; " a 
surgeon would no more travel without his lancets, than Charley without 
some chance of a 'match ;’ but what’s this ? 

“ ‘Deab. Me. CasHBii—I and my little girl arc already “ en route” for 
your hospitable castlr^ too happy to assist in the celebration of your house¬ 
warming-’ 

“Oh, that’s Meek,” said Linton. “And now for this rugged little hand 
here. 

“ ' Lady Janet and Sir Andrew MacParline——’ ” 

“ Strange style,—the lady first,” interposed Miss Leicester. 

“ She is always so,” said Linton, continuing the perusal—“ ‘will reach 
Tubbermore by Tuesday, and have only to request that their apartments 
may not have a north aspect, as Lady J. has still a heavy cold hanging 6ver 
her. Sir A.’s man, Flint, will arrange the rooms himself, and, with Mr. 
Cashel’s permission, give directions about double doors—if there be none. 
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“ ‘ Sir A. has taken the liberty of mentioning to Gordon that the sherry 
is far too hot and acrid, and hopes Mr. Cashel wi}l pardon his having 
ordered some dosens of "Amontillado” for trial. Lady J. asks, as a favour, 
thaf, plants and flowers may be banished from the house during her brief 
stay, Dr. Grimes positively forbidding all herbaceous odours; and if the cook 
could make the “ cuisine” particularly simple, it would also ohl%e her, as 
Dr. G. says she ought not to be exposed to the irritation of tempting viands, 
even to see them at table. 

“‘Lady J. hopes that the society will be cheerful without dissipation, 
and gay without debauch; above all, she stipulates for early hours, and 
trusts that by eleven, at latest, the house will have retired to rest. Lady 
Janet has no objection to meeting any one Mr. Cashel may honour with his 
invitation, but leaves it to Mr. C.’s discretion not to abuse this liberality. 
Were she to particularise, she should merely suggest, that the Kcunyfecks, 
except perhaps the elder girl, ai’c odious—^Mrs. White, a perfect horror— 
the Meeks, something too atrocious—and tliat rather than meet the Kil- 
goffs and their set, Lady J. would almost prefer to relinquish all her much- 
anticipated pleasure. Mr. Linton can be, and very often is, gentlemanlike 
aud amusing, hut “ Lintonism,” as occasionally practised, is intolerable. 

“ ‘ Lady Jauel has ventured on these remarks, far less for her own con¬ 
venience, than in the discharge of what she feels to be a duty to a very 
youug aud inexperienced man, whose unsuspcclitig nature will inevitably 
expose him to the very insidious attacks of selfishness, cunning, and to that 
sj)ecics of dictation tliat sooner or later cuds in debasing and degrading him 
who permits himself to be its subject. 

“‘Jasei MAcFAnuNE.’” 

“ Wliat a chaste specimen of disinterestedness her Ladyship’s own letter,” 
said Mary. " Is she a near relative, or a very old friend of Mr. Cashel’s 
family ?” 

“ Neither; a mere acquaintance, undistinguished by anything like even a 
passing preference.” 

“ She is a Lady Janet,” interposed old Corrigan, "and it is surprising 
what charms of influence pertain to those segments of great families, as they 
descend a scale in society, and live among the untitled of the world; besides 
that, wliatever they want in power, they ‘ take out’ in pretension, and it 
does quite as well.” 

“^he is ‘mauvaise laague,’” said Linton; "and there are few qualities 
obtain such sway in tociety. But who comes here in such haste P It is 
Tom Keane. WeB, Tom, what has happened—is the Hall on fire ?” 

“No, Sir; but the company’s oomin’ rowlin’ in as fast as ‘pays’ down 
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the hi» arenue, mto the coolt; there was three coaches all together, 
and I see two more npar the gate.” 

“Then we shall leave you.to your cares of host,” said Corrigan, rising; 
"hot don’t f»gct that when affairs of state permit, wo shall be delighted to 
see yoii at the cottage." 

“Oh, hy all means, Mr. Linton. I have acquired the most intense 
curiosity to h<ar about your fine company, and their doings—pray com¬ 
passionate iny inquisitiveness.” 

“But will you not join us sometimes ?” said Linton; “can I not persuade 
yovi to make p.art of out little company P for I trust we shall be able- to have 
some society worth showing you.” 

The old wan shook his head and made a gesture of refusal. 

“ Nay.” said he, " I am so unfitted for such scenes, and so grown out of 
the world’s ways, tliat 1 am going to play hermit, and be churlish enough 
to lock the -wicket that leads down to the cottage daring the stay of your 
visitors—not against you, howrwer. Yoa’ll always find the key at the foot 
of the holly-tree.” 

“Thanks—I’ll not not forget it,” said Linton; andi he took a cordial 
leave of his friends, and returned to the house, wondering as he went who 
were the punctual guests whose coming had anticipated his expectations. 

He was not long in doubt upon this point, its ho perceived Mr. Phillis, 
who, standing on the terrace before the chiof entrance, was giving directions 
to the people about, in a tone of no small authority. 

“What, Phillis! has your master arrived?” cried Linton, in astonisli- 
ment. 

“Uh, Mr. Linton!” cried the other, obsequiously, as hat in hand In. 
made his approaches, “ there has been such a business since 1 wrote-” 

“ Is he here ? Is ho come ?” asked Linton, impatient ly. 

“ No, Sir, not yet; nor can he arrive before to-morrow .evening. yo\i re¬ 
ceived my letter, I suppose, about the result of the yachting party and fj;uly 
.Kilgotf ?” 

“ No ! I know not one word almut it,” said Linton, with a firmness that 
showed how well he could repress any trace of anxiety or excitement. 
“ Come this way, out of the hearing of these people, and tell me everything 
from the beginning.” 

Phillis obeyed, and walked along beside him, eagerly narrating the whole 
story of Cashel’s departure, to the moment when the yacht foundered, and 
the party were shipwrecked off the coast of Wexford. 

“ Well, go on,” said Linton, as the other came to a full stop. “ WTiat 
then?” 

“ A few lines came from Mr, Oashd, Sir, with orders for certain things 
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to be scsnt down to a IMe village on the coast, and c&ections for me to 
proceed at once to Tubbennoro and await his arrivaL” 

Linton did not speak for some minutes, and seemed totally occupied with 
his own reflections, when by hazard .he caught the words “her Ladyship 
doing exactly as she pleases-” 

“ With whom P” asked he, sternly. 

, "With Mr. Cashel, Sir; for it seems that notwithstanding all the terror 
and danger of the late mishap, Mr. Sicklcton has been despatched to Cowes 
to purcljaso the Queen of the Harem, Lord Wcllingham’s new yacht, and 
this at Lady Kilgoff’s special instigation. Mr. Sicklcton slept one night at 
our liouso in town, and I took a look at his papers; there was nothing of 
any cousctiiicnce, however, except a memoraudum about ‘Charts for the 
Moditcvraucan,’ which looks suspicious.” 

“ I thought, Phillis, I had warned you about the Bigoff intimacy. I 
thought 1 had impressed you with the necessity of keeping them from him.” 

“ So you had, Sir; and, to the very utmost of my power, I did so; hut 
here was a mere accident tliat foiled all my care and walchfahicss.” 

“As .accidents ever do,” muttered Linton, with supiiressod passion. 
“ The game of Life, like every other .game, is loss to skill than chance! 
Well, when can they be here ?” 

“To-moreow afternoon. Sir, if not delayed by something luxforeseen; 
though this is not at all unlikely, seeing the dillieulty of getting posters. 
There are from tliirty to forty horses engaged at every stage.” 

'• Whom have we here ?” cried Linton, as a largo travelling-carriage sud¬ 
denly swi'pt round the drive, and entered the court. 

■‘Sir Andi'cw MaeParlinv’s baggage, Sir; I jiasscd them at the last 
change. One would say, from the preparaiious, that they speculate on a 
soiiK.-'.vhai Angtliy visit. Wiat rooms arc wc to assign them, Sir?” 

“ The ibur that look north over the billiard-room and the" hall; they are 
the coldest and the most cheerless in the house. Yonr master will occupy 
the apartments now mine; see, here is a plan of the house; Lord and Lady 
Kilgofl'have 4, 6, and 6. Tlicso that are not marked you may dislribiilo 
liow you will. My quarters arc those two, beyond the library.” 

Lintou was here interrupted by the advance of a tall, slifl’-looking old 
fellow, who, carrying his baud to his bat in military guise, stood .slnnght be¬ 
fore him, saying, in a very broad accent, “The Gen’ral’s mou, Sir, au’t 
please ye.” 

“Well, friend, and what then?” replied Linton, half lostil,y. 

“*I’ve my Leddy’s orders. Sir, to tai’ up a good position, and a warm 
ane, in the hoos youndcr, and if it's no askin’ too much, I’d like to speer 
the premises first.” 
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“ Mr. Phillis, look after this, if you please,” said Liutou, turning away, 
“ and remember my directions.” 

“ Come with me, friend,” said Phillis; “your mistress, I suppose, does 
not like cold apartments ?” 

“ Be ma saul, if she finds them so, she’ll raak’ the rest of the hoos over 
warm for the others,” said he, with a sardonic grin, that left small doubt of 
his sincere conviction. 

“And your master?” said Phillis, in that interrogatory tone which invites 
a confidence. 

“The Gen’ral’s too anld a soldier no to respec deesoepline,” said he, 
dryly. 

“ 01), that’s it, Sanders.” 

“ Ma name’s Bob Hint, and no Saunders—Gunner and Driver i’ the Royal 
Artillery,” said the other, drawing himself up proudly; “ an’ if we are to be 
mair acquaint, it’s just as well ye’d mind that same.” 

As Bob Plint possessed that indescribable something which would seem, 
by an instinct, to save its owner from impcrlinenccs, Mr. Pliillis did not 
venture upon any renewed familiarity, but led the W'ay into the house in 
silence. 

“ That’s a bra’ cookin’ place ye’ve got yonder,” said Bob, as he stopped 
for a second at the door of the great kitchen, where already the cooks were 
busied in tlic various preparations; “ but I’m no so certain my Leddy wad 
like to sec a bra’ giggot scooped out in tha’ fashion Just to mak’ room for 
a wlieen black potatoes inside o’ it;”—the operation alluded to so sarcas¬ 
tically being the stufling of a shoulder of mutton with truffles, in Provenpal 
mode. 

“ I suppose her Ladyship will be satisfied with criticising what comes to 
table," said Phillis, “without descending to the kitchen to make objec¬ 
tions.” 

“ If she does, then,” said flint, “ she’s mair eeevil to ye here than she 
was iu the last hoos we spent a fortnight, whar she discharged twa maids 
for no making the beds as she taw’d them, forbye getting the coachman 
turned off because the carriage horses hold their tails-ower high for her 
fancy.” 

“ We’ll scarce put up with that here,” said PluUis, with offended dignity 

“ I dinna ken,” said Bob, thoughtfully; “she made her ain nephew carry 
a pound o’ dips from the chandler’s, just, as she said, to scratch Ids pride a 
bit. I’d ha’ ye mind n wee boo ye please her fancy. Ye’re a bonnie mon, 
but she’ll tldak leetlo shoot sending ye packing.” * 

Mr. Phillis did not deign a reply to this speech, bat led the way to the 
suite destined for her Ladyship’s accommodation. 
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CHAPTEll XXXII. 

They come—they come!—H abold. 

Linton passed the greater part of the night in letter-writing. Combina¬ 
tions were thickening around him, and it demanded all the watchful activity 
he could command to prevent himself being overtaken by events. To a 
confidential lawyer he submitted a case respecting Corrigan’s title, but, so 
hypothetically and with such reserve, that it betrayed no knowledge of his 
secret—for he trusted no man. Mary Leicester’s manuscript was bis next 
care, and this he entrusted to a former acquaintance connected with the 
French press, entreating his inlluencc to obtain it the honour of publication, 
and, instead of remuneration, asking for some flattering acknowledgment of 
its merits. Ilis last occupation was to write his address to the constituency 
of his borough, where high-sounding plu-ases and generous professions took 
the place of any awkward avowals of political opinion. This finished, and 
wearied by the long-sustained exertion, he threw himself on his bed. His 
head, however, was far too deeply engaged to permit of sleep. The plot 
was thickening rapidly—events, whose course he hoped to shape at his 
leisure, were hurrying on, and although few men could summon to their aid 
more of cold calculation in a moment of difficulty, his wonted calm was now 
di.sturbcd by one circumstance—this being, as he called it to himself— 
Laura’s treachery.—No men bear breaches of faith so ill as they who prac¬ 
tise them with the world. To most persons the yaeht voyage would have 
seemed, too, a chance occurrbnoe, where an accidental intimacy was formed, 
to w’anc and die out with the circumstance that created it. Not so did he 
regard it. He read a prearranged plan in every step she had taken—he saw 
in her game the woman’s vanity to wield an influence over one for wliom so 
many contended—he knew, too, how in the great world an “edai” can 
always cover an “ indiscretion”—and that, in the society of that metro¬ 
polis (o which she aspired, the reputation of chaperoning the rich Boland 
Cashel would be of inoaloulable service. 

If Linton had often foiled deeper snares, here, a deep personal wrong 
disturbed his powers of judgment, and irritated him beyond aU calm pru¬ 
dential thoughts. Eevenge upoii h», the only one lie had ever cared for, 
W’8S now his uppermost thought, and left little place for any other. 
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Wearied and worn out, he fell asleep at last, but only to be suddenly 
awakened by the rattling of wheels and the quick tramp of horses on the 
gravel beneath his window. The one absorbing idea pervading Ids mind, he 
Btnrtcd up, muttering, “ is here.” As he opened his window and looked 
down, he at once perceived his mistake—Mrs. Kennyfeck’s well-known 
voice was heard, giving direetions about her luggage-^and Liuton closed 
the casement, half relieve and half disappointed. 

Por a brief space the house seemed astir. Mrs. Kennyfeck made her 
way along the corridor in a mingled commentary on the handsome decora¬ 
tions of the mansion and Mr. hennyfeck’s stupidity, who had put Arch¬ 
bold’s "Criminal Practice” into her bag instead of .Debrett’s “Peerage,” 
while Linton could overhear a little quizzing conversation between the 
daughters, wherein the elder reproached her sister for not having the 
politeness to bid them “welcome.” The slight commotion gi’adually 
subsided, and all became still, but only for a brief space. Again the same 
sound of crashing wheels was heard, and once more Linton flung open his 
window and peered out into the darkness. It was now raining tremen¬ 
dously, and the wind howling in long and dreary cadences. 

“ Wliat a climate!” csclairaod a voice Liuton knew to be Downie 
Meek’s. His plaint ran thus; 

“ I often said they should pension off the Irish Secretary after three 
years, as they do the Chief Justice of Gambia.” 

“ It will make the ground very heavy for nuiuing, I fear,” said the deep 
full tone of a speaker wlio assisted a lady to alight. 

“ How you are always Ihiikitig of the turf. Lord Charles!” said she, as 
he rather carried than Juded her lo the shelter of the porch. 

Linton did not wait for the reply, but shut llio window, ami again Jay 
down. 

In that half-waking state, where sleep and fatigue contest the ground 
with watchfulness, Iniiton continued to hear the sound of several arrivals, 
and the indistinct impressions became commingled till aU were lost in heavy 
slumber. So is it. Childhood itself, in all its guileless freedom, enjoys no 
sounder, deejier sleep than he whose head is full of wily schemes and subtle 
plots, when once exhausted nature gains tlic victory. 

So profound was Ibat dreamless state in winch he Lay, that be was never 
once aware that the door by which his chamber communicated with the 
adjoining one, had Ijcen opened, while, a select committee were debating 
about the disposition of the furniture, in total ignorance that he made part 
•of it. 

“ Why couldn’t Sir Andrew take that small room, and leave this for me ? 
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I like an alcore vastly,” said Lady Janict, as, candle in hand, she took a 
survey of the ehamher. 

“ Yes, my Leddy,” responded Hint, who, loaded with cloaks, mantles, 
and shawls, looked like an ambulating wardrobe. 

, “ You can make him a kind of camp-bed there 5 he’ll do very well.” 

■“ Yes, my Leddy.” 

"And don’t suffer that impertinent Mr. Phillis to poke his head in hero 
and interfere with our arrangements. These appear to me to be the best 
rooms here, and I’U take them.” 

“ Yes, my Leddy.” 

“ Wheni’s Sir Andrew ?” 

“ He’s takiu’ a wee drap warm, my Leddy, in the butler’s room; ho was 
ower wat in the ‘ dickey’ behind.” 

“ It rained smartly, but I’m sure (ho country wanted it,” dryly observed 
Lady Janet.—“ Well, Sir, you hero again ?” This .shaqi interrogatory was 
addressed to Mr. Phillis, wlio, after a vain search for her Ladyship over half 
the house, at lengl h discovered her. 

" You are not aware, ray Lady,” said lie, hi atone, of obsequious deference, 
that nearly cost him an apoidoxy, “that tlie.se roonus are reserved for my 
master.” 

“ Well, Sir; and am I to understand that a guest’s accommodation is a 
matter of less importance than a valet’s caprice? for as Mr. Cashel never 
was here himself, and consequently never could have made a choice, I be¬ 
lieve I am not wrong in the source of tho selection.” 

“ It was Mr. Linton, my Lady, who made tho arrangement.” 

“ .iViiil who is Mr. Linton, Sir, who ventures to give orders hero ?—I ask 
yon, who is Mr. Linton?” As there was something e.xcossively jmzsling to 
Mr. Phillis in this brief interrogatory, and as Lady Janet perceived as much, 
she repeated the phrase in a still louder and more authoritative tone, till, in 
the fulness of the accents, they fell upon the cars of liim who, if not best 
able to give the answer, was, at least, most interested in its nature. 

He started, and sat up; and althougli, from the position of his bed in a 
deep alcove he was liitnsclf screened from observation, the others w'cre 
palpable enough to liis eyes. 

" Yes,” cried Lady Janet, for the third time—" I ask, who is Mr. 
Linton ?” 

" Upon my life, your Ladyship has fdmost made me doubt if there be 
such a person,” said Tom, protruding his head through the curtains. 

" I vow he’s in tho bed yonder!” said Lady Janet, starting back, 
“ Plint, I think you arc really too bad; this is all your doing, or yours. 
Sir,” turning to Phillis with a face of anger. 
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" Yes, my Leddy, it’s a’ his meddlin’.” 

“ Ell, Leddy Janet, what’s this?” said Sir Andrew, suddenly joining the 
party, after a very dangerous excursion along dark corridors and back 
stairs. 

" We’ve strayed into Mr. Linton’s room, I find,” said site, gathering up 
various smaE articles she had on entering thrown on the table. “ 1 must 
only reserve my apolf^es for a more fitting time and place, and wish him 
good night.” 

“ I’ve even dune something o’ the same wi’ Mrs. Kannyfack,” said Sir ■ 
Andrew. “ She was in bed, though, and so I made my retreat undis¬ 
covered.” 

“ I regret, Lady Janet,” said Linton, politely, “that my present toilet 
does not permit me to show you to your apartment, but if you will allow 
Mr. Phillis-” 

“ Dinua get up, man,” broke in Sir Andrew, as he half pushed the in¬ 
vading pai-ty out of the door; “we’ll find it vara weel. I’ve na doubt.” And 
in a confused hubbub of excuses and grumblings they withdrew, leaving 
Linton oucc more to court slumber, if he could. 

“ I beg pardon. Sir,” said PWllis, poppnig in his head the minute after, 

“ but Mr. Lownie Meek has taken tlie rooms you meant for Lady Janet; 
they’ve pillaged all the chambers at either side for easy-obiurs and cushions 
to-^:—” 

“With all my heart; let them settle the question between them, or leave 
it to arbitration. Shut the door, pray.” 

“Mrs. White, loo, and a large party are in the library, and I don’t know 
w'hcre to show them into.” 

“ Anywhere but here, Phillis. Good night; there’s a good man, good 
nigld.” 

“ They’re all asking for you. Sir; just tell me what to say.” 

“ Merely that I have passed a shocking night, and request I may not be 
disturbed till late iu the afternoon.” 

Phillis retired with a groan, and soon a confused hum of many voices 
could he heard along the corridor, iu every accent of irritation and remgn- 
stranoe. SeU-reproaches on the mistaken and abused confidence which 
had led the visitors to journey so many miles to “such a place;” mutual 
condolences over misfortune; abuse of the whole establishment, and “ that 
insufferable puppy the valet,” in particular, went round, till at last, like a. 
storm that had spent its fury, a lull succeeded; one by one the grumblers 
slipped away, and just as day was breaking the house was buried in the 
soundest sleep. 

About an hour later, when the fresh-iiatm sun was glistening and gfit- 
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tering among the leaves, lightly lipped with the hoar.frost of an autumnal 
morning, a handsomely-appointed travelling-carriage, with four posters, drove 
rapidly up to the door, and an active-looking figure springing from the box, 
a])plied himself to the bell with a vigorous hand, and the next minute, 
flinging open the carriage-door, said, “ Welcome—at last, I am able to say 
—w'elcomc to Tnbbcrmore.” 

A graceful person, wrapped in a large shawl, emerged, and, leaning on his 
arm, entered the house; hut in a moment he returned to assist another and 
a far more helpless traveller, an old and feeble man, who nufficred himself to 
be carried, rather than walked, into the hall. 

“ This is Tuhbermore, my Lord,” said the lady, bending down, and with 
a hand slightly touching his shoulder, seeming to awake his attention. 

“ Yes—thank you—perfectly well,” said he, in a low soft voice, while a 
smile of courteous but vacant meaning stoic over his sickly features. 

“ Not over-fatigued, my Lord ?” said Boland, kindly. 

“ No, Sir—wo saw the ‘ Lightship’ quite near us.” 

“ Still thinking of that dreadful night,” said her Ladyship, as she 
iuranged two braids of her fair brown hair more becomingly on her fore¬ 
head; and then turning to a very comely personage, who performed a series 
of curtseys, like minute guns, at intervals, added, “If you please, then 
we’ll retire to our apartment. Your housekeeper, I suppose, Mr. Cashel?” 

“ I conclude so,” said Boland; “ but I am equally a stranger here with 
yourself.” 

“ Mrs. Moss, at your service. Sir,” said the housekeeper, with another 
emtsey. 

“ Mrs. Moss, tlion,” said Boland, in an nnder tone, “ I have only to 
remark that Lord and Lady Kilgoff must want for nothing here.” 

“ 1 nuilv-rstaud. Sir,” said Mrs. Moss; and whether the words, or the 
look that aeoompanlcd them, should boar the blame, but they certainly made 
Cashel look half angry, half ashamed. 

“ Then good niglit—or good morrow, I believe it should be,” said Lady 
Kilgoff. “I’m sure, in chmty, we should not keep you from your bed a 
minute longer. You had a severe night outside.” 

“ Good night—good night, my Lord,” said Cashel; and the handsome 
form of the lady moved proudly on, while the servant assisted the poor 
decrepid husband slowly after. 

Boland looked after them for an instant, aiid whether from some curiosity 
to see the possessions which called him master, or that he felt indisposed 
to sleep, he passed oat into the lawn and stood some minutes gasiug at the 
strange and somewhat incongruous pile before him. 

Perhaps something of disappointment mingled with his thoughts—per- 
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haps it was only that strange revnlsiwi which succeeds to all long-esdted 
expectation, when the moment of satisfying it has come, and speoulaticm is 
at an end for ever—-but he was turning away, in half sadness, when he 
caught sight of a hand waving to him a solute from one of the wrindows. 
He had just time to answer the gesture, when the shutter was closed. There 
was one other saw the motion, and noted well the chamber from whence it 
came. Linton, awoke by the arvival of the carriage, had watched every 
step that followed, and now sat, with half-drawn curtains, eagerly marking 
everyihiug that might minister to his jealous anger. 

As for Cashel, he sauntered on into the wood, his mind wandering on 
themes separated by nearly half the world from where Ids stops were 
straying. 


CHAPTEll XXXni. 

And while the scene aromid them smiled, 

With pleasant talk the way beguiled. 

HATLE’S RAMItUffl. 

As Boland Cashel strolled along alone, he could not divest himself of a 
certain feeling of disappointment, that, up to the present, at least, all his 
wealth had so little contributed to realise those illusions he had so often 
fancied. The plots, the wEes, and cunning schemes by which he had been 
surrounded, were gradually revealing themsdves to his senses, and he wa.s 
rapidly nearing the fatal “bourne” which separates credulity from dis¬ 
trust. 

If we have passed over the events which succeeded the loss of tlie yacht 
with some appearance of scant ceremony to our reader, it is because, though 
in themselves not totally devoid of interest, they formed a species of episode, 
which only in one respect bore reference to the current of our story. It 
is not necessary, no more than it would be gratifying, to us to inquire with 
what precise intentions Lady KEgoff had sought to distinguish Boland by 
marks of preference. Enough, E we say that he was neither puppy enough 
to ascribe the feeling to anythuig but a caprice, nor was he suicieatly 
hackneyed in the world’s ways to suspect it could mean more. 

That he was flattered by the notice, and fesoinated by the charms of a 
very lovely and agreeable woman, whose dependence upon him each day 
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increasing drew close* the ties of hitimacy, is neither strange nor uncommon, 
no more than that she, shrewdly remari^g the boaads of rcsi)eoiful defer¬ 
ence! by which he ever governed his acquaintance, should use greater free¬ 
doms and less restricted familiarity with him, than had he been one of those 
fashionable young men about town with whom the repute of a conquest 
would bo a triumph- 

It is very difficult to say on what terms they lived in each other’s society. 
It, were easier, pcrliaps, to describe it by negatives, and say that assuredly 
if il were not love, the feeling between them was yust as httle that which 
subsists between brother and sister. There was an almost unbounded cou- 
fidouce—an unlimited trust—much asking of advice, and, in fact, as many 
of jny rc:idcrs will say, fully as much peril as need be. 

From lier Cashel first learned to see the stratagems and schemes by which 
his daily life was beset. Too proud to bestow more than a mere passing 
allusion to the Xennyfccks, she directed the whole force of her attack upon 
that far more dangerous group in whose society Koland had lately lived.' 
For a lime she abstained altogether from oven a chance reference to Linton; 
bnf at loiiglli, as their intimacy ripened, she avowed her fear of him in all 
its fiilnijss. AVhon men will buUd up the edifice of distrust, it is wonderful 
witli wliiil ingenuity they will gather all the' scattered materials of doubt, 
ami wilh what skill arrange and combine them! A hundred little circuni- 
sl alia s of a suspicions nature now rushed to Roland’s memory, and his own 
coiiscii iicc corroborated the history she drew of the possible mode by which 
Linton acquired an iullucnce over liim. 

Tin,I Linton had been, the “ evil genius” of many, Cashel had often heard 
bi'l'ori-, but always from the lips of men; and it is astonisliing, whether the 
source he pride, or something less stublKun, but the warning which we 
rej(!ei so c.aaiicrly from cur fellows, comes with a wondrous force of oon- 
vietlou from the gentler sex. 

]^or the heavy sums he Lad lost at play—for tdl the wasteful outhiy of 
his moucy, Cashel carod little; but for the humiliating sense of being a 
'■ dupe” aud “ a tool,” his outr^cd pride suffered deeply; aud when Lady 
Xikoir drew a lucturc, half real, half imaginary, of the game which his 
subtk; associate was playing, Roland oonld, scarce restrain himself from 
openly declaring a rupture, and, if need be, a quarrel with him. 

It needed all her persuasions to oppose this course; and, indeed, if she 
had not made use of one unanswerable aiguinent, could she have succeeded. 
This was the inevitable injury Liuton could inflict upon /ler, by ascribing 
the breach to her influence. It would be easy enoiqjli, from such materials 
as late events su^ested, to compose a history that would ruin her. Lord 
Kilgoff’b lamentable imbecility, the resnlt of that fatal night of danger— 
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Cashel’s assiduous care Of her—^lier own most natural dependence upon him 
—all these, touched oh with a woman’s tact and delicacy, she urged, and 
at last obtained his pledge that he would leave to time and opiiortunity the 
mode of terminating an intimacy he had begun to think of with abhorrence. 

If there be oertain min^ to whom the very air they breathe is doubt, 
there are others to whom distrust is absolute misery. Of these latter 
Cashel was one. Nature had made him frank and free-spoken, and tlie 
circumstances of his enrly life had encouraged the habit. To nourish a 
gnidge would have been as repulsive to bis sense of honour as it would 
be opposed to all the habits of bis buccaneering life. To settle a dispute 
with the sword was invariably the appeal among liis old comrades, and 
such arbitraments are those which certainly leave the fewest traces of 
lingering malice behind thorn. To cherish and store up a secret wrong, and 
wait in patience for the day of reckoning, had something of the Indian 
about it that, in Roland’s eyes, augmented its atrocity. 

Oppressed with thoughts like these, and associating every vexation he 
suffered as in • some way connected with that wealth whose possession he 
fancied was to satisfy every wish, and every ambition, he sauntered on, 
little dkpesed to derive pleasure from the presence of those external 
objects which fortune had made liis own. 

“When*! was poor,” thought he, ”1 had warm and attached friends, 
ready to exult in my successes, and sympathise with ino in my sorrows. If 
1 had enemies, they were bi-ave fellows, ns willing to defend their cause 
with the sword as myself. None flattered or frowned on him who was 
richer than the rest. No subtle schemes lay in wait for him whose nnsus- 
peoling frankness exposed him to deception; we were ‘ bons camarades,’ at 
least,” said he, aloud, “ and from what I have seen of the great world. I’ve 
lived to prize the distinction.” 

From this reverie he was suddenly recalled by observing, directly in front 
of him, an elderly gentleman, who, in a stooping posture, seemed to seek for 
something among the dry leaves and branches beside a low wicket. 

“This is the first fruit of our gay neighbourhood,” said' the old man, 
testily, as he poked the dead leaves with his cane; “we’re lucky if they 
leave na without mote serious inconvenience.” 

“Can I assbt you in your search?—have you lost something?” said 
Caahel, approaching. 

“ There is a key—the key of the wicket, hid somewhere hcrealwnts, young 
man,” said the otlicr, who, scaredy bestowing a lod: upon Roland, con¬ 
tinued Us iuvestigatiott as busily as before. 

Cashel, undaunted by the somewhat ui^raoions lec^tion, now him 
in his search, while the other continued: “I’ve known this path for nigh 
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forty years, and never remember this wicket to have been locked before. 
But. so it is. My old friend is afraid of the invasion of this noisy neigh- 
l)ourhood, and has taken to lock and key to keep them out. The key he 
[jromised to hide at the foot of this tree.” 

“ And here it is,” said Cashel, as he unlocked the wicket and flung it 
wide. 

“ Many thanks for your help, but you have a belter reward.than my gi'a- 
litude, in, eyes some fivc-aud-tliirty years younger,” said the old miui, with 
the same half-testy voice as before. “ Perhaj)s you’d like to sec the grounds 
here, yourself; come along. The place is small, but far bet ter kept than 
the great demesne, I assure you; just as many an humble household is more 
orderly than many a proud retinue.” 

JloUiud was rather pleased by the qiiaint oddity of his new companion, of 
whom he thought, but cordd not remember where, he had seen the features 
before. 

“ You are a stranger in these parts, I conclude ?” said the old man. 

“ Yes. I only arrived here about an hour ago, and have seemnothing 
save the path from the Hall to this spot.” 

“ There’s little more worth the seeing on yonder side of the paling, Sir. 
A great bleak expanse, with stunted trees and a tastclc.ss mansion, full of, 
1 take it, very dubious company; but perhaps you are one of them ?” 

"I confess as much,” said lloland, laughing; "but as 1 have not seen 
them, don’t be afraid I’ll take up the cudgels for my associates.” 

“ Labom- lost if you did,” said the other, bluntly. “I only know of them 
what the newspapers tell us, but their names arc enough.” 

" Arc they all in the same category, then f” asked Cashel, smiling. 

" Pigeons or hawks—dupes or swindlers—an ugly alternative to choose 
from.” 

“ You arc candid, certainly, friend,” said Cashel, half angrily; “but don’t 
you fmicy there is rather too much of frankness in saying tins to one who 
has already said he is of the party P” 

“ Just as he likes to take it,” said the old man, bluntly. “ The wise 
man takes warning where the fool takes umbrage. There’s a fine view for 
you—see! there’s a glorious bit of landscape,” cried he, enthusiastically, as 
they came to an opening of the wood and beheld the wide expanse of Lough 
Derry, with its dotted islands and mined tower, 

Soland stood still, silently gazing on the scene, whose beauty was 
heightened by all the strong effect of light and shade. 

“ I see you have an eye for landscape,” said the old man, as he watched 
the expression of Cashel’s features. 

von. I. 
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I’ve been a lover of seenery in lauds where the pursuit was well re¬ 
warded,” said Roland, thoughtfully. 

“ That you may; but never in a country where the coutoinpkliou called 
for more thought than in this before you. Sec, yonder, where the L-uy 
smoke rises heavily from the mountain side, high up there amid the fern and 
the tall heath, that, is a human dwelling—there, lives some cottier a life of 
poverty as uncheered and unpitied as though he made no pari of the great 
family of man, Ror miles and miles of that dreary mountain some small 
speck may he.,traced where men live and grow old and die out, unlhought 
of and nncared for by :dl beside. Tlu's misery would seem at its Ml, if now 
and then seasons of sickness did not show how fever and iigue can augment 
the sad calamities of daily life. There arc men, ay, and old men, too, w'ho 
never have seen bread for years, I say, save when .some gamekeeper has 
broken it to feed the greyhounds hi a coursing party.” 

“ And whose the fault of all tliis ?” said Cashel, eagerly, 

“It is easy to see. Sir,” said I lie other, “that you are no lamled pro¬ 
prietor, for not only yon Lad not asked the question, hut you liad not shoivn 
so much emotion when putting it. So it is,” muttered ho to liimself. “ It 
is so, ever. They, have most syinpatliy with the poor who have least t.he 
power to help them.” 

“ Bui 1 ask again, whose the fault of .such a system ?” cried Cashel. 

“ Ask your host yonder, and you’ll soon have an answer lo your question. 
You’ll hear enough of landlords’ calamities—wrecking tenantry—people in 
barbarism—^irreelaimablv bad—sunk in crime, black in ingratitude. Ask 
the peasant, and lie'U tell you of cle.aranccs—whole families turned out to 
starve and die in the liighvvays—the iron pressure of the agent in the dreary 
season of famine and fever. Ask Ihe priest, and he will say, it is the galling 
tyranny of the ‘rich man’s church’ establishment consuming the snbslauoe, 
hut restoring nothing to the people. Ask the rector, and lie’ll prove it is 
Popery—tlie debasing slavery of the very blackest of all superstitions, and 
so on; eacli throws upon another the load which he refuses to hear his 
.share of, and the cud is, we have a reckless gentry and a ruined people; all 
the embittering hatred of a controversy, and little of the active working of 
Christian charity. Good-by, Sir. I ask pardon for inflicting somelliing 
like a sermon upon you. Good-by.” 

“ And yet,” said Cashel, “ you have only made me anxious to hear more 
from you. May I ask if wo arc likely to meet again, and where P” 

“ If you should chance to ho sick during your visit here, and send for the 
doctor, it’s likely they’ll fetch me, as there is no other here.” 

Cashel started, for he at once remembered that the speaker was Dr. 
Tiemay, the friend of his tenant Mr. Corrigan; as the Doctor did not re- 
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cognise him, howCTcr, Eoland resolved to iecp his secret as long as he 
could. , 

“There, Sir,” said Cashel, “1 sec some friends accosting you. I’ll say 
good-by.” 

“ Too late to do so now,” said the other, half sulkily. " Mr. Corrigan 
would feel it a slight if you turned back, when his table was spread for a 
metd. You’ll have to breakfa.st here.” 

Before Holand could answer, Mr. Corrigan came forward from beneath the 
porch, and, with a hand to each, bid them welcome. 

“ I was tolling this gentleman,” said Tiernay, “that lie is too fan within 
your boundaries for retreat. He wa.s about to turn back.” 

“ Nay, nay,” said the old man, smiling; “ an old follow like you or me 
may do a churlish thing, but a young man’s nature is fresher and wjirmcr. 
I tell you, Ticmay, you’re quite wrong, this gentleman will breakfast 
here.” 

“ With jdeasure,” said Cashel, cordially, and entered the cottage. 


CHAPTER XXX.1V. 

Ay, Sir, I saw him ’hinil the arra.s. 

SiK G-vviv. 

Ca.shtjtj would have devoted more .altcutiou to the trestcful .arnangement 
of llu' drawing-room into which they w'erc ushered, if ho had not been 
stniek with the handsome and graceful form of a young girl, wlio from time 
to time passed before his eyes in an inner chamher, engaged in the office of 
jiroparlng breakfast, and whom he at once recognised as the granddaughter 
of whom liiilon wrote. 

jVe were talking of poor Ireland,” said Tiernay, “ and aU her sorrows.” 

“ I’ll engage you were,” cried Corrigan, laughing, “ and I’ll swear you 
^d not make, a inoimirul topic a wliit less gloomy by your way of treating 
it; and that’s what he calls entertaining a stranger, Sir; like n bankrupt 
mcrchaut amusing a party by a siglit of his schedule. Now, I’ll wager a 
trifle my young friend would rather hear where a brace of cocks was to be 
found, or the sight of a neat grass C( nntiy to ride over after the fox-hounds 
—and I can do both one and the other. But here comes Mary. My grand¬ 
daughter, Miss Leicester, Sir.” 

V 2 
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Msry sainted the etranger witli an easy gracefulness, and she shook the 
Doctor’s hand cordially. 

“ You are a little late, Doctor,” said she, as she led the way into the 
breakfast-room. 

“ That was in part owing to that rogue Keane, who has taken to looking 
the gate of the avenue, by way of seeming regular, and some one else has 
done the same whh the wioket here. Now, as for fifty years back all the 
cows of the country have strayed through the one, and all the beggars 
through the other, I don’t know what’s to come of it.” 

“ I suppose the great house is filling ?” said Mary, to withdraw him from 
a grumbling theme; “we heard the noise of several arrivals this morning 
early.” 

“ This gentleman can inform you best upon all that,” said Tiemay; “ he 
lumself is one of the company.”' 

“ But I am ignorant of everything,” said Cashel; “ I only arrived here a 
little after daybreak, and not caring to sleep, 1 strolled out, when my good 
fortune threw me into your way.” 

“ Your friends are likely to have fine weather, and I am glad of it,” said 
Corrigan. “This country, pretty enough in sunshine, looks bleak and 
dreary when the sky is louring; but I’ve no doubt yoa’rf rather have 

A southerly wind, and a cloudy sky, 

as the song says, than the brightest morning that ever welcomed a lark. 
Are you foud of hunting?” 

“ I like every kind of sport, where horse, or gun, or hound can enter; but 
I’ve seen most of such pastimes in distant countries, where the game is dif¬ 
ferent from here, and the character of the people just as unlike.” 

“ I have hunted the wild boar myself,” said old Corrigan, proudly, " in 
the royal forests at Meudon and Fontainebleau.” 

“ I speak of the antelope and the jaguar—the dark leopard of Guiana, or 
the brown bison of the Andes.” 

“ That is, indeed, a manly pastime!” said Mary, enthnsiastkally. 

" It is so,” said Cashel, warmed by the encouragement of her remark; 
"more even for the endurance and persevering energy it demands than for 
its peril. The long days of toil in search of game, the nights of wakings 
watchfulness, and then the strange characters and adventures among wliich 
yon are thrown, aU make up a kind of life so unlike the daily world.” 

“ There is, as you say, something highly exciting in all that,” said Cor¬ 
rigan; “but to my thinking, hunting is a royal pastime, and loses half of 
its prestige when deprived of the pomp and circumstance of its courtly fol¬ 
lowing. ’When I think of the old forest echoing to the tontarara (rf the 
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ear de chassr, the scarlet^slad 'piqucurs’ with lance and cutlass, the train of 
courtiers mounted on their high-mettled steeds, displaying all the address of 
the salon, and all the skill of the chase, to him who was the centre of the 
group—the King himself-” 

“ Are you not forgetting the fairest part of the pageant. Papa ?” broke in 
Mary. 

“ No, my dear, that group usually waited to join us as we returned. 
Then, when the ‘Beiour de la CAasse’ rang out from every horn, and the 
whole wood re-echoed with the triumphant sounds, then might be seen the 
Queen and her ladies advancing to meet us. I think I see her yet, the fair¬ 
haired Queen, the noblest and most beautiful in all that lovely circle, 
mounted on her jotted Arabian, who bore himself proudly beneath his pre¬ 
cious burden. Ah! too truly did Burke say ‘ the Age of Chivalry was past,’ 
or never had such sorrows gone unavenged. Young gentleman, I know not 
whether you 'have already conceived strong opinions upon politics, and 
whether you incline to one' or other of the great parties that divide the 
kingdom, but one thing 1 would beseech you—be a Monarchist. ‘There is 
a steadfast perseverance in clinging to the legitimate Sovereign. Like the 
very observance of truth itself, shako the conviction once, and there is no 
limit to scepticism.” 

" Humph!” muttered Tiernay, half aloud. “ Considering how royalty 
treated your ancestors, your ardour in tlieir favour might be cooled a little.” 

“What’s Tiernay saying?” said the old man. 

“ Grumbling, as usual. Papa,” said Mary, laughing, and not willing to 
repeat the remark. 

“Trying to give a man a bias in politics,” said the Doctor, sarcastically, 
“ is absurd, xoept you accompany the advice with a place. A man’s po¬ 
litical opuiions are bom with him, and he has as much to do with the choice 
of bis own Christian name, as whether he’ll be a Whig or a Tory.” 

“Never mind him. Sir,” said Corrigan to Cashel; “one might travesty 
the well-known epigram, and say of him that he never said ajund thing, nor 
did a rude one, in his life.” 

“The greater fool he, then,” muttered Tiernay, “ for the world likes 
him best who does the exact opposite; and here comes one to illustrate my 
theory. There, I sec him yonder; so I’ll step into the library and look over 
the newspaper.” 

“ He cannot endure a very agreeable neighbour of ours—a Mr. Linton,” 
said Corrigan, as the Doctor retired; “ and makes so little secret of his 
dislike, that I am always gkd when they avoid a mcotiug.” 

“ Mr. Linton is certainly more generous,” said Mary, “ for he enjoys the 
Doctor’s eccentricity without taking offence at his rude iiumour.” 
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“ Good breeding cati be almost a virtue,” said ihe old man, with a smile. 

“ It has this disadvantage, however,” said Cashel; “ it deceives men, 
who, like myself, have little knowledge of life, to expect far more from 
politeness than it is ever meant to imply; just as on the Lima shore, when 
we carried off a gold Madonna, we were never satisfied if we missed the 
diamond eyes of the image.” 

The old man and his granddaughter almost started at the strange iEus- 
tration; hut their attention was now called off by the approach of Linton, 
whom they met as he reached th<! porch. 

“ Oome here a moment, Sir,” said the Doctor, addressing Cashel from 
the little boudoir; “ here arc some weapons of very old date found among 
the ruins beside where we stand.” And Jloland had just time to quit the 
breakfast-room before Linton entered it. 

“The menagerie fills fast,” said Linton, as he advanced gaily into the 
apartment; “some of oui' principal lions have come; more are expected ; 
and all the small cages have got their occupants.” 

“I aril dying of curiosity,” said Mary. “Tell us everything about 
everybody. Who have arrived P” 

“ Wc liavc everything of a household .save the host. He is absent; and, 
stranger than all, no one knows where.” 

“ How singular!” exclaimed Corrigan. 

“ Is it not ? lie arrived this moniing with the Kilgoffs, and has not 
since been heard of. 1 left his aniiahlc guests at the break fast .table con¬ 
versing on his absence, und endeavouring to account for it under every 
variety of ‘ shocking accident ’ one reads of in the morning papers. The 
more delicately minded were even discussing, in whispers, how long it would 
be decent to stay in a house if the owner comudtted suicide.” 

“ Tlus is loo shocking,” said Mary. 

“ And yet there are men who Jo these things ! Talleyrand it was, 1 
believe, who said that ilie fellow who shot himself showed a great want of 
‘ savoir vivre.’ Well, to come back : wc have the Kilgoffs, whom I have 
not seen as yet; the Meeks, father and daughter; the Maelfarlines; Mrs. 
White and her famibar, a distinguished author; the whole Keniiyfeck 
tribe; Frobisher; some five or six cavalry Bubaltems; and a large moh of 
strange-lookiug people of both sexes, m^ing up what in racing slang is 
called the ‘ ruck’ of the party.” 

“ Will it not tax your ingenuity, Mr. Linton, to amuse, or even to pre- 
, serve concord among such a heterogeneous multitude P” said Maiy. 

“I shall amuse them by keeping them at feud with each otlier, and, 
when they weary of that, let them have a grand attack of the whole line 
upon their worthy host and entertainer. Indeed, already signs of rebel- 
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lious ingratil udc have displayed Uieinselvcs. You must Icnow that there 
has hecu a kind of petty scandal going about respecting Lady Kilgoff and 
Mr. Cashel.” 

“ My dear Sir,” s!ud Mr. Conrigau, gravely, hut with much courtesy, 
“ when my granddaughter asked you for the latest news of your gay house¬ 
hold, she did so in all the inconsiderate ignorance her habits and age may 
wai-rant; but neither she nor I cared to hear more of your guests than 
Ihcy ought to have reported of them, or should be repealed to the cars of 
a young lady.” 

“ 1 accept the rehukc with less pain,” said Linton, smiling easily, "lie- 
cau.se It is, in part at least, uumorilcJ. If you had perniilted we to oon- 
tinno, you should have seen as much.” Tlicii, turning to Miss Leicester, 
he added: “ You spoke of amusement, and you’ll acknowledge we are not 
idle. Lord Charles i'robisher i.s already marking out a race-course; Meek 
is exploring tlic. political leaning of the borough; the Kennyfccks are 
trying their voices together in every room of the house; and Lady Janet 
luu5 every ‘ casserole’ in the, kitchen engaged in the preparation d viirious 
vegctidilo abominations whieh slm and Sir Andrew take before breakfast; 
and what with the taking down and juitting up of beds, the tuning of piano¬ 
fortes, sol-fa-ing here, hells ringing I here—cracking of tandem whips—(irhig 
ofl' percussion caps—screaming to grooms out of window, and slammiug of 
doors, Babel was a scene of peaceful retirement in eomparison. As this, 
too, is but the begiimiug, juay forgive nio if my visits here be more fre¬ 
quent and enduring than ever.” 

“ Your picture of the company is certainly not flattering,” said Mary. 

“ U)) to their merits, notwithstanding; but how could it be oOirrwisc? 
To make a house pleasant, to bring agreeable people together—to .assemble 
tliose particles whose aggregate solidifies into that eorapael, mass called 
—is fai- harder than is generally behoved; vulgar folk altcmpt it by 
gelling some celebriiy to visit tliem. But what a failure that is! One lion 
will no more make a party (ban one swallow a summer. New peoph', like 
our friend Cashel, try it by asking everybody. They hope, by firing a henv} 
charge, tlvat some of the shot will hit. Another mistake! He little knmv.s 
bow many jealousies, rivalries, aud small animosities are now at breakfast 
togetlier at his house, and how ready they are, when no other g.ime offers, 
to make him the object of all their spite and scandal.” 

“ But why ?” said Mary. “ Is not his hospitality as princely as it is gone-, 
rously offered; can they cavil with anytlung in eitlier the reception itself 
or the manner of it ?” 

“ As that part of the entertainment entered into functions. Miss 
Leicester, 1 should say, certainly not. The whole has been well ‘got, up.’ 
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I oaji answer for ererything save Cashel himself; as Curran said, ‘ I can 
derate all save the host.’ Ho is irreclaimably ‘ en arrike’—half dandy, 
half Delaware, affecting the man of fashion, but, at heart, a prairie hunter.” 

“Hold, Sir!” cried Cashel, entering suddenly, liis face crimson with 
passion. “ By what right do you presume to speak of me in this wise ?” 

“ Ha! ha! ha I” broke out Linton, as he fell into a chair in a burst of 
admirably feigned laughter. “ I told you. Miss Leicester, how it would be; 
did I not say I should unearth the fox ? Ah ! Boland, confess it; you were 
completely taken in.” 

Cashel stared around for an explanation, and in the astonishment of each 
countenance he fancied he read a condemnation of his conduct. AH his 
impulses were quick as thought, and so he blushed deeply for his passionate 
outbreak, as he said: 

“ 1 ask pardon of you. Sir, and this lady, for my unseemly anger. This 
gentleman certainly deserves no apology from me. Confound it. Master 
Tom, but assuredly you don’t fire blank cartridge to startle your game.” 

"No use to tickle lions with straws,” said Linton; and the insinuated 
flattery succeeded. 

“ Let me now bid you welcome to my cottage, Mr. Cashel,” said Corri¬ 
gan ; “ although tliis incognito visit W'as an accident, I feel happy to see you 
here.” 

“ Thank you, thank you,” replied Cashel. “I shall be even more grateful 
still if you permit me to join in Linton’s petition, and occasiomdly escape 
from the noisy festivities of the Hall and come here.” 

While Corngan and Cashel continued to interchange mutual assurances 
of esteem and regard, Linton walked to a window with Miss Leicester. 

“We hud no conception that our guest was Mr. Cashel,” said Mary; 
“ he met Dr. Tiemay accidentally in the park, and came along with him to 
breakfast.” 

“And did not the Doctor rememher him ?” iisked Linton, shrewdly. 

“ Oh no; he may probably recollect sometliing of having met him before, 
three weeks hence, hut he is so absent!” 

“ I thought Boland would have taken the quizzing hotter,” said Linton, 
thoughtfully. “There’s no knowing any man, or—woman cither, lax 
perceived what I was at, certainly.” 

“ No, indeed. I was as much deceived as Mr. Cashel, I thought, to be 
sure, tliat you were unusually severe, but I never suspected the object.” 

“ How droll. Well, I am a better actor than 1 fancied,” said Linton, 
laughing; then added, in a lower tone, “ not that the lesson should be lost 
upon him; for, in sober earnest, there was much truth in it.” 

“We were greatly pleased with him,” said Mary; “and now, knowing 
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who he is, and what temptations such a young man has to orcr-estimate 
himself, are even more stm& by his unassuming quietude.” 

Linton only smiled, but it was a smile of most compassionate pity. 

“ I conclude that you mean to show yourself to your company, then, Mr. 
Cashel ?” said he, turning suddenly about. 

“ I’m ready,” said Koland. " I’d go, however, with an easier conscience, 
if Mr. Corrigan would only promise me to come and see us there some¬ 
times.” 

“ I’m a very old fellow, Mr. Cashel, and have almost outlived the habits 
of society; but if any one’s invitation shall bring me beyond these walls, it 
shall be yours.” 

“ I must be content with that,” said Eoland, as he shoot the proffered 
hand; and then, with a cordial farewell to Miss Leicester, took Linton’s 
arm, and retired. 


CHAPTEE XXXV. 

If you show him in Hyde Park—Lauk! how thoy will stare ! 

Though a very smart figure in Bloomshury-square. 

The Sson. 

Casiiel’s was not a nature to dwell upon a grievance, and he would have, 
at once and for ever, forgotten the late scene with Linton if it were not 
coupled in his mind with suspicions derived from various different sources. 
Tills mai^e him silent and reserved as ho walked along, and so palpably in¬ 
attentive to all his companion’s efforts at agreeabilily, that Linton at last 
said, “ Well, Cashcl, if yon can dispense with sleep, you certainly seem to 
take the compensation in dreaming. Here have I been retailing for you 
the choicest bits of gossip and small-talk, not only without the slightest gra¬ 
titude, but even without common attention on your part!” 

“ Very true,” said Cashel; “the reproach is quite just, and no man can 
be more agreeable at the expense of his friends than yourscK.” 

“ Still harping on my daughter—eh ?” cried Linton. “ I never thought 
you the man to misconstrue a jest, but if you really are offended with my 
folly-” 

“ If I really were offended,” said Cashel, almost sternly, " I should not 
leave it to bo inferred from my manner.” 
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“That I am sure of,” cried Linton, aasiuning an air of frankness; “and 
now, since all that silly all'air is foVgotten- ’’ 

“ I did not say so much,” ialcrrupled Cashel. “ I cannot forget it, and 
that is the very reason I am annoyed with myself, with you, and with all the 
world.” 

“ Pooh! nonsense, man. You were not >ised to be so thin-skinned. Let 
ns talk of something else. Hero are all our gay friends assembled—how 
are we to occupy and amuse them ?” 

Cashel made no reply, but walked on, seemingly lost in thought. 

“ By the way,” said Linton, “you’ve lold me uothuig of your adventures. 
Haven’t you had something ve.ry like a shipwreck P” 

“ The yacht is lost,” said Cashel, dryly. 

“Actually lost!” echoed the other, with well-assumed astonishment. 
“How fortunate not to have had the Kenny feck party on board, as I believe 
you expected.” 

“ I had the Kilgolfs, however,” rejoined Ilolaud. 

“Thel[ilgoffs! you amaze me. IIow did ray Lord ever consent to trust 
his most precious self on such an euterprise P” 

Cashel shrugged his shouldcis, without uttering a word in reply. 

“ But come, do condosceud to be a little more communicative. How, and 
when, and where did the mishap occur P” 

“ She foimdered on the. southern coast some time after midnight on the 
15th. The. crew and passengers escaped by tbe boats, and the craft went' 
to pieces.” 

“ And the Kilgoffs, how did they behave in the moment of peril ?” 

“ My Lord seemed insensible to all around ; Lady Kilgoff, with a dignilied 
courage quite admirable.” 

“ Indeed!” said Linton, slowly, wliilc he fLved his eyes on Cashel’s face, 
where an expression of increased animation now displayed itself. 

“ She has a fine generous uaiurc,” coutinued Cashel, not heeding the re¬ 
mark. “It is one of the saddest things to think oi, howf she has been 
mated.” 

“ She is a Peeress,” said Linton, cmtly. 

“ And what of that ? Do your aristocratic distinctions close the heart 
against every high juid noble sentiment, or can they coiujicnsaie for tlio 
absence of every tie that attaches one to hfc ? Is not some poor Indian girl 
who follows her wild Itanchero husband tlrrough the dark valleys of Guiana, 
IK)1 only a happier, but a better wife, than your proud Peeress ?” 

Linton shook his head and smiled, but did not reply. 

“I see bow my old prejudices shock you,” said Cashel. “ I only grieve 
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to thini how many of them have left me, for I am siek—sick at heart—of 
your gay and polished world. 1 am weary of its double-dealing, and tired 
of its gilded falsehood. Since I have been a rich man, I have seen nothing 
but the servile flattery of sycophancy, or the insidious snares of deeper ini¬ 
quity. There is no equality for one like myself. The high-bom wealthy 
would treat me as a parverm, the vulgar rich only reflect back my own errors 
in broader deformity. I have known no oilier use of wealth than to squander 
it to please others; I have played high, and lost deeply; I have purcliased 
a hundred things simply because, some others wished to sell them; I have 
entertained and sat among my company, waiting to catch and resent the 
covert insult that men pass upon such as me; aud wiU you tell uic—you, 
who know the world well—that such a life repays one P” 

“ Now, let me write the credit side of the account,” said Linton, laugh¬ 
ing, aud allectiug a manner of easy jocularity. “ lou ai'o young, healthy, 
and high-spirited, with courage fur anylhing, aud more money than even 
recklessness can get rid of. You are the most popular follow among men, 
and the greatest favourite of the other sc.v, going. Y'ou get credit for every- 
tliing you do, aud a hundred others that meu know you could, but have nut 
done. You have warm, attached friends; I can answer for oue, at least, 
who’ll lay down hLs lil'e for you.” He paused, cxpcctuig some rceoguition, 
but Cashel made no sign, aud he resumed. “You have ouly to propose some 
object to your ambition, whether it be rank, place, or a high alliauoe, to feel 
that you arc a favourite with fortune.” 

“And is it by knowing beforehand that one is sure to win that gambling 
fascinates P” said Jloland, slowly. 

“ If you only knew bow the dark presage of failure deters the unlucky 
man, you’d scarce ask I lie question!” rejoined Linton, with an accent of 
sorrow, by which he hoped to awaken sympathy. The stroke failed, liow- 
cver, for Cashel took no notice of it. 

“There goes one whose philosophy of life is .simple enough,” said Linton, 
a.s he stopped at a. Iireak in the holly hedge, beside which they were 
walking, aud pointed to Lord Charles, who, mounted on a blood-horse, wius 
Igqding the way for a lady, equally well carried, over some sporting-looking 
fences. 

“Isay, Jim,” cried Frobisher, “let her go a little free at tliem; she’s 
always too hot wheu you hold her back.” 

“ You don’t know, perhaps, that Jim is the lady,” wliispered Linton, and 
withdrawing for secrecy heliind the cover of the hedge. “Jim,” continued 
Linton, “ is the iamiliar for Jemima. She’s Meek’s daughter, aud the wildest 
romp-” 
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“ By Jove I 5 k)w veil she cleared it. Here she comes back again,” cried 
Casliel, in all the'exmtemeut of a favourite sport. 

“That’s all very pretty, Jim,” called out Frobisher, “but let me observe 
it’s a very Brummagem style of thing after all. I want you to ride up to’ 
your fence with your mare in hand, touch her lightly on the flank, and pop 
her over quietly.” 

“ She is too fiery for all that,” said the girl, as she held in the mettlesome 
aninml, and endeavoured to calm her by patting her neck. 

“ How gracefully she sits her saddle,” muttered Cashel; and the praise 
might have been forgiven from even a less ardent admirer of equestrianism, 
for she was a young, fresh-looking girl, with large hazel eyes, and a profu¬ 
sion of bright auburn hair, which floated and flaunted in every graceful 
wave around her neck and shoulders. She possessed, besides, that inesti¬ 
mable advantage as a rider which perfect fearlessness supplies, and seemed 
to be inspired with every eager impulse of the bounding animal beneath her. 

As Cashel continued to look, she had taken the mare a canter round a 
large grasi' field, and was evidently endeavouring, by a light hand and a 
soothing, caressing voice, to calm down her temper; stooping, as she went, 
in the saddle to pat the animal’s shoulder, and almost bending her own 
auburn curls to the counter. 

“ She is perfect!” cried Roland, in a very ecstasy; “ See that, Linton! 
Mark how she sways herself in her saddle.” 

“ That comes of wearing no stays,” said Linton, dryly, as he proceeded to 
light a cigar. 

“Now she’s at it. Here she comes!” cried Cashel, almost breathless 
with audety; for the mare, chafecl by the delay, no sooner was tumed 
towards the fence once more, than she stretched out and dashed wildly 
at it. 

It was a moment of intense interest, for the speed was far too great to 
clear a high leap wdlh safety; the fear was, however, but momimtary, for, 
wilii a tremeudous bound, the mare cleared the fence, and, after a couple of 
minutes’ cantering, stood with heaving flanks and swelling nostril beside tbe 
other horse. 

“ You see my inisfortunc, I suppose ?” said the girl, addressing Fro¬ 
bisher. 

“No. She’s not cut about the legs?” said be, as he bent down in his 
saddle and took a most searching survey of the animal. 

“ No, the hack is all right. But don’t you perceive that bit of blue cloth 
flaunting yonder on the hedge ?—^that is part of my habit. See what a tre¬ 
mendous rent is here; I declare, Charley, it is scarcely decent.” And to 
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illustrate the remark, she wheeled her horse round so as to show the fringed 
and jagged end of her riding-habit, beneath which a very finely turned ankle 
and foot were now seen. 

“Then why don’t you wear trousers, like evei 7 body else?” said Fro¬ 
bisher, gruffly, and scarce bestowing even a passing glance at the wcll-arehed 
instep. 

“ Because I never get time to dress like any one else. You order nio 
out like one of your Newmarket boys,” replied she, pettishly. 

“ By Jove! I wish any one of them had got your hand.” 

" To say nothing of the foot, Oliarley,” said she, roguishly, and endea¬ 
vouring to arrange her torn drapery to the best advantage. 

“ No. That may do to astonish our friend Cashel, and make ‘my Lady’ 
jealous. By the way, dim, I don’t see why you shouldn’t ‘enter for the 
plate’ as well as the Kennyfeck girls.” 

“ I like you better, Charley,” said she, curveting her horse and passaging 
him alternately from side to side. 

“ This is the second time to-day I have played the eavesdropper uncon¬ 
sciously,” said Roland, in a whisper, “ and with the proverbial fortune of the 
listener in both cases.” And with these words he moved on, leaving Linton 
still standing opposite the opening of the hedge. 

Cashel had not advanced many paces beneath the shelter of the tall hollies, 
when Frobisher accidentally caught sight of Linton, and called out, “ Ha, 
Tom—found you at last! Wliere have you been hiding the whole morning 
—you that should, at least, represent our host here?” 

Linton muttered something, while, by a gesture, he endeavoured to 
caution Frobisher, and apprise him of Cashel’s vicinity. The fretful 
motion of his horse, however, prevented Ms seeing the signal, and he re¬ 
sumed ; 

“ One of my people tells me that Cashel came with the KilgofFs this 
morning. 1 say, Tom, you’ll have to look sharp in that quarter. Soh, 
there—quiet, Gustave—gently, man.” 

“ He’s too fat, I think. You always have your cattle too heavy,” said 
■Linton, hoping to change the topic. 

“ He carries flesh well. But what is it 1 had to tell you ? Ob, 1 re¬ 
member now—about the Yacht Club. I have just got a hdter from Der¬ 
went, in which he says the thing is impossible. His remark is more true 
than courteous. He says, ‘It’s all very wcE in such a place as Ireland to 
know such people, but that it won’t do in England; bc.sidcs that, if Cashel 
does wish to get among men of the world, he ought to join some light 
cavalry corps for a year or so, and stand plucking by Stanhope, and Dash- 
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fieU, and tLe rest of them. They’ll bring him out if he’ll only pay hand¬ 
somely.’ Soil, there, man—do be quiet, will you ? The end of it is, that 
Derwent will not put his name up. I must say it’s a disappointment to 
me, but, as a younger brother, I haTc only to smile and submit.” 

While Lord Charles was retailing this piece of information in. no very 
measured tone, and only interrupted by the occasional inip-aticncc of his 
horse, Linton’s eyes were fixed on Cashel, who, at the first mention of 
his own name, increased his sp(-ed, so as to suggest the fond hope that 
some, at least, of this unwelcome intelligence might have escaped him. 

You’ll have to break the thing to him, Tom,” resumed Lord Charles. 
“You know him better than any of us, aud how the matter can be best 
touched upon.” 

“Not the slightest necessity for that, mw,” said Linton, with a low, de¬ 
liberate voice. 

“ Why so ?” 

“ Because you have just done so yourself. If you had only paid the 
least attention to my sigmd, you’d have seen that Cashel was only a few 
yards in front of me during the entire of your agreeable revelations.” 

“By .tove!” exclaimed Frobisher, as bis head dropped forward in over- 
whehiiing confusion. “ Wliat is to be done ?” 

“ Hathcr dittlcult to say, if he heaid all,” said Linton, coolly. 

“ You’d say it was a quiz, Tom. You’d pretend that you saw liim all the 
while, and only did the thing for joke’s sake— eh ?” 

“ Possibly enough I might,” replied Linton; “but yo?/ couldn’t.” 

“ How very awkward, to be sure!” exclaimed Probislu.u'. “ 1 say, Jim, 
I wish you’d make up to Cashel a bit, and gel. us out of this scrape. 
Tliere’s Tom ready to aid and abet you, if only to take him out of the 
Kilgo/Ts’ way.” 

“I’herc never was a more propitious moment. Miss Meek,” said Linton, 
passing through the hedge, imd approaching close to her. “ He’s a great 
prize,—the best estate in Ireland.” 

“ The nicest stable of horses in the whole country,” echoed Frobisher. 

“A good-looking fellow, too; only wanting a little training to make pne* 
sentablc anywhere." 

_ “ That white barb, with the flea-hitten flank, would caiTy you to perfec¬ 
tion, Jim.” 

“ Ho’U he a Peer one of these days, if he is only patient enough not to 
commit himself in politics.” 

“ And such a hunting-country for said Frobisher, in ecstasy. 

. “ I tell you I don’t care for him; I never did,” said the girl, as a flush 
of half-angry meaning coloured her almost childish features. 
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‘‘But don’t you care to be mistress of fifteen thousand a year, mid the 
finest stud in Ireland P” 

“Mayhap a Countess,” said Linton, quietly. “Youf*papa would soon 
manage that.” 

“I’d rather be mistress of myself, aud this brown mare, ‘Joan,’here, 
thal.’s all 1 know; and i’ll have nothing to do with any of your plots and 
sclienics,” said she, in a voice whose utterance was that of emotion. 

“ That’s it,” said Jfrobishor, in a low tone to Linton, “ there’s no getting 
them, at that age, with a particle of brains.” 

“ They make up surprisingly for it afterwards,” replied Linton, dryly. 

“ So you’ll not consent, Jim ?” said Trobishcr, in a hidf-coaxiug manner 
to the young girl, who, with averted head, sat in mingled sorrow and dis¬ 
pleasure. “ Well, don’t be pettish about it; I’m sure I tijpught it very 
generous in me, considering- ” 

She looked round at tliis moment, aud her large eyes were bent upon 
him with a look wliioli their very tears made passionately meaning. 

“ Considering what a neat finger you have on a young horse,*’ said he. 
And .she turned abruptly away, aud, as if to hide her emotion, spurred her 
marc int o a bounding canter. 

“ Take ciu:e, Charley—lake care what you’re doing,” said Linton, with a 
look of consummate slu-ewdncss. 

h'robislicr looked after her for a minute or two, .and then seemed to drop 
into a reverie, for he made no reply whatever. 

“ Let the matter stop where it is,” said Linton, quietly, as if replying 
to some acknowledgment of the oth(u-; “lot it stop there, 1 say, and one 
of these days, when she marries—as she unuucstionably will do, through 
I’ap.i Downic’.s means, .somebody of iiiflueuee—she’ll be a steadl’ast, warm 
friend, never forgetting, nor ever wisliing to forget, her eliildhood’s com- 
jiaiiiou. tio a little further, however, aud you’ll just have an equally de¬ 
termined enemy. I know a little of both sides of tlie question,” added 
lie, meditatively, “and it needs slight reflection which to jircfer.” 

“ IIow are you going to amuse us here, Mr. Linton ?” .said she, cantering 
up at this moment, “for it seems to me, as old Lord Kilgofl’ say.s, that we 
are like to have a very dull house. People arc ordering dinner for their 
own small pai ties as unsoeially as though they were at the Crown Inn, at 
Brighton.” 

“Yes, by-the-by,” said Probisher, “ I want to ask you about that. Don’t 
you think it were better to dash a little bit of ‘ communism’ through your 
administration ?” 

“ I intend to scud in my resignation as Premier, now that the head of the 
State has arrived,” said Linton, smiling dubiously. 



304 


EOLAND CASHEL. 


“ I perceive,” said IVoHsher, stre'wdly, “ you expect that the Government 
■will go to pieces, if you leave it.” 

“ The truth is, Charley,” said he, dropping his voice to a low whisper, 
and leaning his hand on the horse’s mane, “ our friend Roland is rather too 
far in the category ‘ Savage’ for long endurance. He grows capricious and 
self-opinionated. The thin plating comes off and shows the Buccaneer at 
every slight abrasion.” 

“ What of that ?” said Frobisher, languidly. “ His book on Coutts’s is 
unexceptionable. Come, Tom, you are the only man here wlro has a head 
for these things. l)o exert yourself and set something a-going ?” 

“Well, what shall it be ?” said he, gaily. " Shall we get the country- 
people together, and have hack races ? — shall we assemble the squires, 
and have a I^P —shall we start private theatricals? What says Miss 
Meek?” 

“ I vote for all three. Pray do, Mr. Linton, you, who are so clever, and 
can do everything, make us gay. If we only go on, as we have begun, the 
house will’be like a model prison—on the separate and silent sy.stem.” 

“As you wish it,” said Linton, bowing with assumed gallantry; “and 
now to work at once.” So saying, he turned towards the house, the others 
riding at either side of him. 

“ RiTrat shall we do about Derwent’s letter, Tom ?” asked Frobisher. 

“ Never speak of it; the chances arc that ho has heard enough to satisfy 
thc most gluttonous curiosity. Besides, he has lost his yacht.” Here he 
dropped his voice to a low mut tering, as he said, “ And, may soon have a 
heavier loss!” 

“ Is his pace too fast ?” said Frobidier, who caught up the meaning, 
although not t he words. 

Linton mi«3e no reply, for his thoughts were on another track; then sud¬ 
denly catching himself, he said, “ Come, and let us have a look at the stables. 
I’ve not seen our stud yet.” And they turned of from the main approach 
and entered the wood once more. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

And at last they find out to their greatest surprise, 

That ’tis easier far to be “ merry than wise.” 

Bei.1.'!) Imaoe!!. 

“ Heee is Mr. Cashel; here he is!” exclaimed a number of voices, as 
Roland, with a heart full of indignant anger, ascended the terrace upon 
which the great drawing-room opened, and at every window of which stood 
groups of his gay company. Cashel looked up, and beheld the crowd of 
pleased faces wreathed into, smiles of gracious welcome, and then he sud¬ 
denly remembered that it was he who had invited all that briMiajvt assem¬ 
blage ; that, for him, all those winning graces were assumed; and that Us 
gloomy thoughts, and gloomier looks, were but a sorry reception to offer 
them. 

With a bold effort, then, to shako off the load that oppressed him, he 
approached one of the windows, where Mrs. Kennjfeck and her two daugh¬ 
ters were standing, with a considerable sprinkling of young dragoons 
around them. 

“We are not to let you in, Mr. Cashel,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, from 
within. “ There has been a vote of the House against your .admission.” 

“Rot, surely, to condemn me unheard,” said Roland; “I might even 
say, unaccused.” 

“ How so cried Mrs. Kennyfeck; “ is not your present position your 
accusation ? W'hy are you there, while we are here ?” 

“ 1 wont out for a walk, and lost myself in the woods.” 

“ What docs he say, my dear ?” said Aunt Panny, fearful of losing a word 
of Ihe dialogue. 

“ That he lost liimsclf. Madam,” said one of the dragoons, dryly. 

" So, indeed, we heard. Sir,” said the maiden lady, piteously; “ but I 
may say I foresaw it all.” 

“ You are an old fool, and, worse stiU, every one sees it,” whispered Mrs. 
Kennyfeck, in an accent that there was no mistaking, although only a. 
whisper. 

“ We considered that you had abdicated, Mr. Cashel,” said Mrs. White, 
who having in vain waited for Roland to approimh the window she ooou- 
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pied, was fain at last to join tlie others, “ and we were debating on what 
form of Government to adopt—a Presidency, with Mr. Linton- ” 

"I sec you are no Legitimist,” slyly remarked Miss Konnyfeck. But 
the other went on, 

“Or an open Deinoeracy.” 

" I’m for that,” ' said a jolly-looking cavalry Captain. “ Pray, Miss 
Oh'via Kennyfeck, vote for it too. I should like nothing so much as a little 
fraternising.” 

“ 1 have a better suggestion than either,” said Boland, gaily; “ but you 
must admit me ere I make it.” 

“ A device of the enemy,” called out Mrs. White; “ he wants to secure 
his own return to power.” 

“ Nay, on honour,” said he, solemnly; “ I shall descend to the rank of the 
humblest citizen, if my advice be acceded to,—to the humblest subject of 
the realm.” 

“ Ye maunna open the window. Lcddy Janet has the rheumatics a’ dan- 
dering sfboot her back a’ the morning,” said Sir Andrew, approaching the 
group; and then turning to Cashel, said, “ Glad to see ye, Sir; vciy glad, 
indeed; though, like Prince Charlie, you’re on the wrong side o’ the wa’.” 

•‘Dear me!” sighed Meek, lifting his eyes from the new.spap(n, and as¬ 
suming that softly compassionate tone in which be always delivered the 
most conmion-place sentiments, “ how shocking, to keep you out of your 
own house, aud the air quite damp! Do pray be careful and change your 
clothes before you ooino in here.” Then be liiusbed in a whisper 1o Lady 
Janet, “One never gets tbrougii a country visit without a cold.” 

Upon my word. I’ll let him in,” siiid Auut Paiiny, with a native richness 
of accent that made lier fair nieces blush. 

At last!” said Casiiel, as he entered the room, and proceeded lo salute 
the company, with many of whom he had but the very slightest acquaint¬ 
ance—of some he did not even remember the names. 

The genial warmth of his character soon compelled him to feel heartily 
what ho laid begun by feigning, aud he hade them welcome with a eordialily 
that sprcail its kindly influence over all. 

“ 1 see,” s;ud he, after some minutes, “Lady Kilgoft' lias not joined us; 
hut her fatigue has been very great.” 

“They .say my Lord’s clean daft,” said Sir Andrew. 

“ Oh no. Sir Andrew,” rejoined Boland ; “ our misfortune has shaken his 
nerves a good deal, but a few days’ rest and quiet will restore him.” 

“ lie was na ower wise at the best, puir man,” sighed the veteran, as he 
moved away. 

“ Her Ladyship was quite a heroine—isn’t that so P” said Lady Janet 
tartly. 
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“She hold the niddor, or did sonietliing with the compass, I heard,” 
simpered a young lady in long flaxen ringlets. 

Cashel smiled, but made no answer. 

“ Oh dear,” sighed Meek, “ and there was a dog that swam—or was it you 
tiial swam ashore with a rope in your mouth ?” 

“ I grieve to s.sy, neither man nor dog performed the achievement.” 

“ And it, woidd appear that the horrid wretch—^what’s his name ?” asked 
Airs. Wliite of her friend Ilowle. 

“ Whoso name, Madam ?” 

“ The man—^Ihc dreadful man, who planned it all. Sick—Slckamote— 
uo, not Sickamore- ” 

“ Sieklelon, perhaps,” said Cashel, strangely puzzled to make out what 
was eomiiig. 

“ Ye.s, Bicklcton had actually done the very same tiring twice before, just 
1,0 get possession of the rieh plate^nd all the things on board.” 

“This is loo bad,” cried C.ashcl, indignantly; “really, Aladam, you must 
pardon my warmth, if it even verges on rudeness; but the gentleman whose 
uamp you bav(! associated with such ini(iuitous suspicious saved .oil our 
live.s.” 

“Tha1’.s what 1 like in him better than all,” whispered Aunt I‘'aiiiiy to 
ttiivia; “he stands by Ids friouds like a trump.” 

“ You have compelled me,” resumed Cashel, “to speak of what really I 
Imd much rather forgot; but I shall insist upon your patieuce now for a 
few minutes, simply to rectify auy error which may prevail ujion this 
allair.” 

Witli this brief prelude, C:isliel commeucod a narrative of the voyage from 
the. evening of the depart,are from Kiirgstowu to the mora(;ul of the vessel’s 
sinking oft' Urn south coast. 

If mosi of hi,s auditors only li.stened as to an interesting anecdote, to 
others the story had a deeper meaning. The Keimyfccks were longing to 
hani liow the excursion originated, ami whether Lady Ivilgolf’s presence 
had been a prcai'ranged plan, or a mere accident al ooeurreuce. 

. . “ All’s not lost ye|,, Livy,” whispered ALss Kemiyfcok in her sistcr’.s ear. 
“ I give you joywhile a siguiiicaut nod from Aunt Faimy seemed to divine 
the sentiment imd agree with it. 

“ And 1 sujjposc ye had na the vessel insured'f” said Sir Andrew, at the 
close of the narrative; “ what a sair thuig to think o’.” 

“ Oh dear, yes, to be sure!” ejaculated Meek, piteously; " and the cold, 
and the wetting, and the rest of it! for of course you must have met few 
comfoids in that miserable fishing-lmt.” 

“How picturesque it must have been,” interposed Mrs.'White; “and 
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Tvliat a pity you had uo means of having a drawing made of it. The scene 
at the moment of the yacht striking—the despair-struck seamen- ” 

“ Pardon me, Madam, for destroying oven a particle of so ingenious a 
fancy; but the men evinced nothing of the kind; they behaved well, and 
with the calmest steadiness.” 

“ It is scarcely too late yet,” resumed the lady, unabashed; “ if you would 
just describe it all carefully to Mr. Howlc, he could make a sketch in oils 
one would swear was taken on the spot.” 

“Quite impossible—out of the questidi^” said Howie, who was .always 
ashamed at the absurdities which comproiidscd himsell^ although keenly 
alive to those which involved his neighbours. 

“ Wc have heard much of Lady Kilgoff’s courage and presence of mind,” 
said Mrs. Kennyfeck, returning to a theme by wlueh she calculated on ex¬ 
ploring into Cashel’s sentiments towards that lady. “Were they indeed so 
conspicuous ?” • 

“ Canyon doubt it, Madam ?” said Lady Janet, tartly; “ she gave the most 
unequivocal proof of both—she remembered her husband!” 

The tartness of this impertinent speech was infinitely increased by the 
voice and maimer of the speaker, and a half-suppressed titter ran through 
the room, Cashel alone, of all, feeling .annoyed and angry. Annt Pauny, 
always less occupied with herself than her neighbours, quickly saw his 
irritation, and resolved to change a topic wliich more than once had verged 
on danger. 

“ And now, Mr. Cashel,” said she, “let ns not forget the pledge on whicli 
we admitted you.” 

“ Quite right,” exclaimeu Itohand; “ I promised a suggestion; here it 
is-■” 

“ Pardon me for ihterrupting,” said Miss Kennyfeck: “ but in what 
capacity do you make this suggestion? Are you still King, or h.ave you 
abdicated ?” 

“ Abdicated in all form,” replied lloland, bowing with well-assumed hu¬ 
mility ; “ as simple citizen I propose that we elect a ‘ Queen,’ to rule despo¬ 
tically in all things; uncontrolled and in-esponsible.” 

“ Oh, delightful! admirable!” exclaimed a number of voices, among which 
all the men and the younger ladies might be heard: Lady Janet and Mrs. 
Kemiyfeck, and a few others “ of the senior service,” as Mr. Linton would 
have called them, seeming to canvass the motion with more cautious re¬ 
serve. 

“ As it is to be an elective monarchy. Sir,” said Lady Janet, with a'shrowd 
glance over all the possible candidates, “ how do you propose the choice is 
to be made f ” 
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“That is to be for after coxisideration,” replied Roland; “we may have 
universal suffrage and the ballot.” 

“No, no, by Jove!” exclaimed Sir Harvey Upton; “we must not enter 
upon our new reign by a rebellion. Let only the men vote.” 

“How gallant!” said Miss Kennyfcok, snecringly; while a chorus of 
“IIow unfair!” “ How ungenerous 1” went through the room. 

“ What say ye to the plan they hac wi’ the Pope P” said Sir Andrew, 
grinning maliciously; “ tek’ the auldest o’ the company.” 

This suggestion caused a laugh, in which certain parties did not join over- 
hcai tily. Just at this moment the door opened, and Lord Kilgoff, leaning 
on the arm of two servants, entered. He was deathly pale, and seemed 
several years older; but his face had acquired something of its wonted cx- 
prrasiou; and it was wdth a sad, but courteous smile, he returned the salu¬ 
tations of the company. 

" Glad to see you amongst us, my Lord,” said Cashel, as he placed an 
arm-chair, and assisted the old iniin to his seat. “ I have just been telling 
my friends that our country air and quiet will speedily restore yiiu.” 

“ Thank you very much. Sir,” said he, taking Cashel’s hand. “ We 
are botli greatly indebted to your kindness, nor can we indeed ever hope to 
repay it.” 

“ Make him a receiver on tlic estate, then,” whispered Lady Janet in Miss 
Kennyfeck’s eiir, “and he’ll soon pay himself.” 

“ Tell my Lord about our newly intended government, Mr. Cashel,” said 
Mrs. Kennyfeck; “ I’m sure it will amuse him.” And Cashel, more in 
obedience to the request than from any conviction of its prudence, pro¬ 
ceeded to obey. One word only, however, seemed to fix itself on the old 
man’s lucmory; 

“Queen! Queen!” repeated he several times to himself. “Oh, indeed! 
You expect her Majesty will honour you with a visit. Sir ?” 

Cashel endeavoured to correct the misconception, but to no purpose; the 
feeble iutelligeuco could not relinquish its grasp so easily, and he went on 
in a low muttering tone, 

. “ Lady Kilgoff is the only rcercss here. Sir, remember that; you should 
speak to her about it, Mr. Cashel.” 

“ I hope we are soon to have the pleasure of seeing Lady .Kilgoff, my 
Lord,” whispered Cashel, half to concur with, half to turn the course of 
conversation. 

“ She will be here presently,” said lie, somewhat stiffly, as if some un¬ 
pleasant recollection was passing through his mind; and Cashel turned away 
to speak with the otjiers, who eagerly awaited to resume the interrupted 
conversation. 
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“Your plan, Mr. Cashel; we are dying to hear it,” cried one. 

“Oh, by all means; how are wo to elect the Queen ?” said another. 

“Wiat say you to a lottery?” said he, “or something equally the 
upshot of chance. Tor instance, let the first lady who enters the room be 
Queen.” 

" Very good indeed,” said Lady Janet, aloud; then added, in a whisper, 
“I see that old Mrs. Malone with her husband toddling up the arenue 
this instant.” 

"Olivia, my love,” wliispered Mrs. Keunyfeek to her daughter, “fetch 
me my work here, and don’t be a moment away, child. lie’s so amusing!” 
And the young lady glided unseen from the room at her mamma’s bidding. 
After a short but aninuded conversation, it was decided that this mode of 
choice .should be adojited; and now all stood in anxious expectancy to see 
wbo first should enter. At last foolstejis were heard approaching, and the 
interest rose higher. 

“Leddy Janet was right,” said Sir Andrew, with a grin; “ye’U hac 
Mrs. Malone for your Sovereign, I ken 'Lor step wecl.” 

“By Jove!” cried Upton, "I’ll dispute the succession; tliat would 
never do.” , 

“ That’s a, lighter tread and a faster,” said Ca.shcl, listening. 

“There are two coming,” cried Mrs. lYhitf ; “1 hear voices; how arc 
we then to decide ?” 

There was no time to canvass this knotty point, when a hand was heard 
upon the door-handle; it turned, and just as the door moved, a sound of 
feet upon the terrace without—running at full speed—turned every eye in 
that direction, and the same instant .Miss Meek sprung into the, room 
through the window, wliile Lord Charles and Linton hurried after her, ai. 
the same moment that Lady Xilgoff, followed by Olivia Konnyfcck, entered 
by the door. 

Miss Meek’s appearance might have astonished the company, had oven 
her eatree been nrore ceremonious, for she was without hat, her hair falling 
in long dishevelled masses about her shoulders, and her riding-habit , torn 
and ragged, was carried over one arm, with a freedom much more in atr 
oordanee with speed than grace. 

“Beat by two lengths, Charley,” cried she, in a joyous, merry laugh; 
“ boat in a canter—Mr. Linton, nowhere.” 

“ Oh dear me, what is all this, Jemima love ?” softly sighed her bland 
papa; “ you’ve uot been riding, I hope ?” 

“ Schooling a bit witli Charley, i’a, and as we left the nags at the stable, 
they challenged me to a race home; I don’t think they’ll do it again. Do 
look how they’re blown.’’ 
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Some of the company laughed good-humouredly at the girlish gaiety of 
the scone. Others, among whom, it is sad to say, were many of the younger 
ladies, made significant signs of being shocked by the indecorum, and 
gathered in groups to canvass the papa’s indifference and the daughter’s 
mdclicacy. Meanwhile Cashel had been completely occupied with Lady 
Kilgoff, making the usual inquiries regarding fatigue aud rest, but in a 
manner that bespoke all his interest in a favoured guest. 

“ Arc you aware to what high destiny the Pates have called you P” 
said he, laughing. “ Some attain fortune by being first to seek \iix—you, 
on the contrary, win by dallying. We lu»d decided, a few moments before 
you came in, that the first lady who entered should be the Queen of our 
party—this lot is yours.” 

“ I beg to correct you, Mr. Cashel,” cried Lady Janet, smartly; “Miss 
Meek culcred before her Ladyship.” 

“ Oh yes!” “ Certainly !” “ Without a doubt!” resounded from the whole 
company, who W'crc not sorry to confer their suffrages on the madcap girl 
rather than the fashionable beauty. , • 

“ Low distressing!” sighed Mr. Meek. “Oh dear! I hope this is not 
so—nay, Tiu sure, Jemima, it cannot lie the case.” 

“ You're thinking of Oeorge Colman, Meek—see you are,” cried 
Linton. 

“ JNio, iutlced—no, upou my honour. What was it about Colman?” 

“■ Tlio. story is everybody’s story, 'rhe Prince insisted once that George 
was Ills senior, aud George only corrected himself of his mistake by saying 
that ‘ 111 ! could not possibly have had the rudeness to enter the world before 
his Iloyal lligliness.’ ” 

“ Ah! yes—very true—so it was,” sigliod Mock, wlio affected not to per¬ 
ceive t.lic covert sneer at his assumed courtesy. 

iVliile therefore, the party gathered aroiuid Cashel, with eager assurance 
of Miss Meek’s precedence. Lady Kilgoff, rising, crossed the room to where 
that young lady was stauduig, and gracefully arraugiiig her loose-flowing 
ringlets lutu a knot at tlie hack of the head, fastened (hem by a splendid 
comb wbicb she took from her own, and wliose lop w'as fashioned into a 
iiaudsomc coronet of gold, saying, “ 'I'hc question of legitimacy is solved for 
ever—the Pretender yields her crown to the true Sovereign.” 

'I'lie gracefulness and tact of this sudden raovoiueiit called fortli the 
wannest acknowledgments of all save. Lady Janet, who wliispercd to Miss 
Keuuyfcck; “It is pretty clear, I I'aucy, who is to pay for tlie crowm jewels 1” 

“ Am I really the Queen ?” cried the youug girl, half wild with delight. 

“ Most assiuedly. Madam,” said Lint,on, kissing her hand in deep reve¬ 
rence. “ 1 beg to be first to tender my homage.” 
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" Th*t’s so like him!” cried she, laugliing; " but you shall be no officer 
of mine. Where's Charley ? I want to make him Master of the Bnckbounds, 
if there be buokhounds.” 

“ Will you not appoint your ladies first, Madam ?” said Lady Janet; “or, 
are your preferences for the^oiher sex to leave us quite forgotten?” 

" Be all of you everytlung you please,” rejoined the childish, merry voice, 
“with Charley Brobishor for Master of the Horse.” 

“ Linton for Master of the Bevels,” said some one. 

“ Agreed,” said she. 

• “ Mr. Cashel had better be First Lord of the Treasury, 1 suspect,” said 
Lady Janet, snappishly, “ if the Administration is to last.” 

“ And if ye a’ways wear drapery o’ this fashion,” said Sir Andrew, taking 
up the tom fragment of her riding-habit as he spoke, “ I maun say that 
the Mistress of the Bobes will na be a sinecure.” 

“ Will any one tell me what arc my powers ?” said she, sitting down with 
an air of mock dignity. 

“Will iiny one dare to say what they arc not?” responded Cashel. 

“ Have I unlimited command in everything ?” 

“ In everything, Madam ; I, and all mine, arc at your orders.” 

"That’s what the farce will end in,” whispered Lady Janet to Mrs. Kcu- 
nyfeck. 

“Well, then, to begii. The Court will dine u’ith us to-day—to-morrow 

we will hunt in our royal forest; our private band-Have we a private 

band, Mr. Linton?” 

“ Certainly, your Majesty; so private as to be almost undiscoverable.” 

“ Then our private band will perform in the evening; perhaps, too, wo 
shall dance. Bemcmbcr, my Lords and Ladies, we are a young Sovereign, 
who loves pleasure, and that a sad face, or a mournful one, is treason to 
our person. Come forward now, and let us name our household.” 

While the group gathered arormd the wild and high-spirited girl, in whose 
merry mood even the least disposed were drawn to participate, Linton 
approached Lady Kilgoff, who had seated herself near a window, and was 
sffi'ecting to arrange a frame of embroidery, on which she rarely bestowed a 
moment’s labour. 
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